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THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE  barber's  house. 


One  evening  in  December,  in  the  year  1632, 
a  man,  apparently  of  forty  years  of  age,  was 
passing  rapidly  along  the  Hue  St.  Honore^  in 
the  direction  of  the  Rue  des  Bourdonnais.  He 
was  of  a  tall  stature^  and  sufficiently  well- 
looking,  though  his  stern  and  gloomy  air, 
united  with  a  sullen  smile  that  seldom  passed 
beyond  his  thin  and  pallid  lips,  conspired  to 
heighten  the  ironical  expression  of  his  deep 
black  eyes.  He  was  wrapped  in  a  brown 
cloak,  descending  but  a  little  lower  than  his 

VOL.  I.  B 


2  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

knee ;  and  his  head  was  buried  to  the  eye- 
brows  in  a  simple  hat  of  spacious  brinij  which 
served  for  shelter  to  his  face  ftora  the  increas- 
ing shower. 

Paris  was  in  those  days  widely  different 
from  the  modern  splendid  capital  of  France. 
Its  streets  were  in  the  most  deplorable  con- 
dition ;  some  only  paved  in  part^  while  others 
were  destitute  of  pavement  altogether :  heaps 
of  dirt  and  rubbish  accumulated  here  and 
there  incessantly  interrupted  the  foot-passen- 
ger>  obstructed  the  waters  of  the  kennel^  or 
choked  the  common  sewers;  in  consequence 
of  which  the  overflowing  of  the  gutters  settled 
into  stagnant  pools,  and  generated  an  offensive 
and  pestiferous  effluvia.  At  that  time^  it  might 
well  be  said  of  the  metropolis  ; 

**  Paris,  famed  for  noise,  for  mud,  and  smoke.*' 

At  night,  the  streets  were  yet  unlighted ; 
lanthorns,  it  is  true,  were  used  by  such  as  had 
them ;  but  even  they  were  but  an  ineffectual 
protection  against  a  multitude  of  thieves^  whose 
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outrages  were  frequently  committed  in  the 
open  day :  a  state  of  criminal  disorder,  much 
engendered  by  the  riotous  demeanour  of  a  host 
of  pages,  lacqueys,  and  the  like,  who  amused 
themselves  at  night  with  insulting  every  pas- 
senger they  met,  in  running  off  with  girls,  in 
playing  tricks  upon  the  watch,  in  cudgelling 
the  sergeants,  breaking  open  shops ;  in  short, 
in  offering  every  kind  of  molestation  to  the 
peaceful  people  of  the  city.     To  such  a  pitch, 
in  fact,  were  these  excesses  carried,  that  they 
frequently  engaged  the  serious  intervention  of 
the  parliament,  whose  ordinances  on  the  sub- 
ject were,  notwithstanding,  promulgated    in 
vain ;  and  though  repeatedly  renewed,  as  often 
violated  with  the  same  contemptuous  impunity. 
It  was  so  common  an  occurrence  to  steal 
cloaks  and  purses,  that  the  beholders  of  such 
thefts,  without  attempting  to  arrest  the  thieves, 
indulged  their  mirth  at  the  expense  of  the 
unhappy  victims.     Assassinations  were  com- 
mitted in  the  markets  and  the  most  frequented 
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places  in  the  open  day,  while  the  criminals 
escaped,  audaciously  exulting  in  their  per- 
petrations. 

The  thieves,  in  those  good  times,  were  di- 
vided into  classes ;  one  of  which  was  termed 
les  covpe- bourses,  and  the  other  les  tire-laines. 
The  former  uesd  to  cut  the  strings  of  purses, 
which  were  worn  suspended  from  the  waist, 
while  the  latter  dexterously  plucked  the  cloaks 
from  off  the  shoulders  of  the  passers  by. 

The  occasional  execution  even  of  delinquents 
was  unproductive  of  a  good  effect :  on  the  con- 
trary, such  terrible  examples  rather  strength- 
ened than  appalled  the  insolence  and  spirit  of 
the  pages,  vagabonds,  and  lacqueys,  whom 
they  were  designed  to  awe.  Indeed,  since 
every  individual  had  arrogated  to  himself  the 
right  of  vindication,  the  powers  of  law  and 
justice  were  annulled.  Duels,  too,  were  quite 
as  numerous  as  robberies,  and  an  honourable 
eminence  was  estimated  by  the  number  of 
good   people  whom  any  one  could  boast   of 
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having  sent>  in  such  rencontres^  to  another 
world. 

Surely  such  days  as  these  were  not  the 
golden  age,  nor  could  they  constitute  those 
<<  good  old  times  '*  so  boasted  in  innumerable 
rhymes,  and  so  regretted  by  those  discontented 
spuits  who  cast  a  morbid  retrospect  upon  the 
blessed  age  of  hoops  and  farthingales. 

Notwithstanding  we  do  not  pretend  to  the 
important  task  of  the  historian,  we  deemed  it 
necessary  to  present  the  reader  with  a  sketch 
of  Paris  as  it  was  at  the  epocha  of  our  Barber ; 
a  name  which  of  itself  sufficiently  implies  the 
remoteness  of  our  story  from  the  present 
times ;  for  now,  in  Paris,  we  have  artificers  of 
hair,  perruquiers,  coiffeurs ;  but,  as  for  barbers, 
the  race  and  designation  are  alike  extinct. 

Wten  the  individual  whom  we  above  at- 
tempted to  describe  had  reached  the  comer  of 
the  Rue  des  Bourdonnais,  he  stopped  before 
a  house  of  tolerably  good  appearance,  on  which 
was  written  in  large  letters,  Touquet,  Barbier- 
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haigneur-ituviste.  The  luxury  of  signs  was 
then  unknown,  and  Paris  did  not  extend  to 
the  admiration  of  its  loitering  simpletons 
some  feat  of  Greek  or  Roman  history  above 
the  shops  of  grocers  and  linen-drapers;  you 
then  were  not  allured  by  Mary  Stuart's  por- 
trait to  buy  an  ell  of  calico,  nor  did  Absalom, 
suspended  by  the  neck,  point  out  to  you  the 
cutting-room  of  some  transcendant  hair-dresser. 
The  fact  is,  we  are  wotidrously  advanced  in  all 
respects,  of  late. 

As  the  night  was  dark,  and  not  a  lamp 
existed  in  those  times,  as  we  observed  above, 
to  light  the  passenger  who  ventured  out  into 
the  capital,  the  man  who  stopped  before  the 
barber's  house  would  have  been  puzzled  to 
decipher  the  inscription  on  his  shop,  which 
now  was  closed ;  notwithstanding,  he  had  confi- 
dently seized  the  knocker  of  the  door,  and 
applied  it  with  the  decisive  air  of  one  assured 
of  its  identity.     In  fact,  it  was  the  Barber. 

But  some  few  instants  had  elapsed  before 
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a  glimmering  liglit  broke  through  the  bars 
above  the  door,  which  vraa  approached  by  slow 
and  heavy  steps,  and  was  no  sooner  opened 
tiian  there  appeared  an  aged  female  with  a 
taper  in  her  hand,  who  inclined  her  person  as 
she  said, 

*'  Good  Heaven  !  my  dear  master,  you  have 
had  most  dreadful  weather.  You  must  be 
very  wet.  I  have  been  praying  to  my  tutelary 
saint  to  guard  you  from  all  harm.  Ah  !  if  one 
but  possessed  the  secret  to  protect  oneself 
from  rain!  Oh!  full  sure  am  I  that  there 
are  pec^le  in  the  world  who  can  command  the 
elements." 

The  Barber  made  no  answer,  but  walked 
towards  a  passage  leading  to  a  parlour,  in 
which  there  was  a  blazing  fire.  He  was  no 
sooner  there  than  he  put  off  his  cloak  and  hat, 
from  under  which  a  wilderness  of  coal-black 
curly  hair  descended  on  his  collar ;  and,  having 
taken  his  poniard  from  his  waist — for  it  was 
then  unusual  to  go  out  unarmed — he  sus- 
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pended  it  above  the  mantel-piece,  and  threw 
himself  into  a  wide  arm-chair  before  the  fire. 

While  her  master  thus  reposed  himself,  the 
old  domestic,  moving  slowly  to  and  fro,  at 
length  arranged  a  table  near  the  Barber's 
chair ;  and  having  taken  a  tin  goblet,  plates, 
and  knife  and  fork  from  a  contiguous  cup- 
board, she  placed  them  on  the  board,  with 
divers  flasks  of  wine  and  brandy,  and  the 
dishes  for  her  master*s  supper. 

"  Has  any  one  been  hither  in  my  absence  ?  " 
said  the  Barber. 

*'  Yes,  Sir ;  first  of  all  some  pages,  to  inquire 
the  news  and  the  adventures  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood, speaking  ill  of  every  one^  and 
laugl|ing  at  the  foolish  women  who  are  weak 
enough  to  listen  to  them.  Ah  !  what  a  wicked 
race  our  youths  are  now-a-days  Iwhat  boasters 
of  their  prowess !  And  sundry  bachelors  have 
been  here  to  be  shaved ;  and  then  that  little 
coxcomb  who  is  so  delighted  to  wear  powder, 
and  declares  that  it  will  soon  be  worn  by 
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every  one.  I  wonder  how  they  can  endure 
such  loads  of  flour  in  their  hair  !  It  would  be 
well  enough  if  it  protected  one  from  evil.  Ah ! 
I  forgot ;  there  was  that  big  ill-looking  fellow, 
too, — he  that  is  so  insolent  and  noisy.  He 
thinks  his  satin  doublet,  velvet  cloak,  and  Jiat 
and  plumes,  and  silver  aiguillettes,  entitle  him 
to  play  the  lord,  go  where  he  will.'* 

"  Ah !  thou  mean'st  Monbart  ?" 

"The  same;  oh!  he  was  mighty  loud  be- 
cause he  found  you  not  at  home;  and  said, 
since  you  had  grown  so  rich,  your  customers 
were  all  neglected.**' 

"He  had  better  mind  his  own  aiFairs.'' 

**  I  thought  so,  likewise,  Sir.  The  Chevalier 
Chaudoreille  has  been,  too :  he  fought  a  duel 
yesterday  in  the  little  Pre  aux  Clercs,  and 
killed  his  adversary,  and  had  another  duel  on 
his  hands  to*night.  Holy  Virgin !  is  it  fitting 
men  should  slay  each  other  after  such  a  fashion  ? 
— often,  too,  for  nonsense, — for  mere  trifles." 

*'  Let  him  fight  as  often  as  he  lists, — His  no 
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affair  of  mine.  There  have  been  no  other 
persons^  then  ?" 

''  Ah !  true ;  that  gentleman  who  is  so  droll, 
and  makes  me  laugh  so, — that  I  have  some- 
times seen  exhibiting  his  farces  that  draw  all 
Paris  to  his  theatre  in  the  Hotel  of  Burgundy, 
— Monsieur  Henry  Legrand.'* 

''  Turlupin,  you  mean." 

^'Well,  Turlupin,  then, — since  it  seems  to 
be  his  acting  name,  as  well  as  that  he  goes  by 
in  the  town.  Ah !  truly,  that 's  a  man  who 
brings  no  melancholy  with  him.  He  was  with 
the  other  person  who  performs  with  him,  and 
plays,  as  I  have  heard,  old  men  so  well,  and 
speaks  the  prologues  that  precede  the  pieces." 

"  Gautier-GargutUe" 

"Yes,  Sir;  I  heard  him  called  so.  They 
wished  to  be  shaved  and  bathed,  and  have 
their  hair  dressed ;  but,  as  you  were  absent, 
one  of  them  took  up  the  razor  and  operated 
on  his  comrade,  who  afterwards  returned  his 
firiend    the    compliment.     I  endeavoured  to 
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prevent  their  pranks,  but  I  was  nobody :  they 
played  a  thousand  freaks.    Would  you  believe 
it.  Sir ;  they  forced  me  to  sit  down,  and  daubed 
me  over  with  perfomes  and  lather?    As  it 
happened,  this  Turlupin  and  his  companion 
were    recognised    by    certain    persons    who 
stopped  before  the  shop;  and  soon  a  crowd 
collected,  so  that,  when  they  wanted  to  be 
off,  it  was  impossible  to  find  a  passage ;  but 
Turlupin,  with  all  his  wits  about  him,  having 
begged,  in  vain,  permission  for  himself  and 
friend  to  pass,  retired  into  the  shop  behind, 
and  took  a  bucketful  of  water,  which  he  emp- 
tied on  the  crowd.     You  may  imagine.  Sir, 
what  noise  and  trouble  this  produced;   and 
Turlupin   and    Gautier-Garguille   made    the 
best  of  the  confusion  to  escape.*' 

"And,  Blanche?*'  said  the  Barber,  appa- 
rently impatient  of  old  Margaret's  loquacity, 
"  I  hope  that  she  was  not  below  when  these 
jack-puddings  had  attracted  such  a  crowd 
before  my  doors  ?" 
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"  Oh !  no.  Sir,  no.  You  are  well  aware  that 
Mademoiselle  but  seldom  comes  down  stairs, 
and  never  when  there  happens  jto  be  any  per^ 
son  in  the  shop ;  and  to-day,  since  you  were 
out,  as  you  desired,  she  has  never  left  her 
room  one  moment." 

"Tis  well,  'tis  well,"  said  Touquet,  who 
drew  near  the  fire,  and,  with  his  elbow  on  the 
table,  leaned  his  head  upon  his  hand,  appa- 
rently absorbed  in  deep  reflection,  insensible 
to  Margaret's  observations,  who,  notwithstand- 
ing, still  proceeded  in  her  strain,  as  if  her 
master  was  paying  her  the  most  profound  at- 
tention. 

"  She  is  a  charming  girl,  is  Blanche ;  yes, 
yes,  she  is  a  darling  girl, — and  then,  how 
beautiful !  I  defy  our  ladies  of  the  court  to 
show  such  eyes,  a  sweeter  mouth,  or  whiter 
teeth  than  she  has ;  and  then  her  hair !  as 
dark  as  jet,  and  long  enough  to  fall  below 
her  knees ;  and  withal  so  frank  and  gentle ! 
not  one  coquettish  notion  in  her  composition  ! 
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Ah !  she  is  the  very  soul  of  innocence  and 
candour.  True  it  is,  the  girl  is  not  sixteen ; 
hut,  ah !  how  many  are  there  at  that  age  that 
lend  their  ears  to  gallantry  and  nonsense. 
What  a  pity  would  it  be  if  such  a  treasure 
were  to  fall  \vithin  the  clutches  of  the  devil ! 
But  we  shall  take  good  care  of  her^— ycs>  yes^ 
— that  I'll  be  answerable  for.  I  have  taken 
all  the  necessary  steps  for  that ; — ^for  it  is  not 
enough  to  watch  young  girls« — the  devil  is  so 
crafty ! — and,  then>  these  bachelors  and  pages, 
and  these  students,  are  such  daring,  enterpris- 
ing rogues ;  not  to  mention  your  young 
lords,  who  think  it  nothing  to  elope  with 
daughters,  wives,  or  whom  they  will,  and  af- 
terwards acquit  themselves  of  their  offences 
with  their  rapiers,  or  employ  their  lacqueys  to 
chastise  such  folk  as  murmur  at  their  wicked- 
ness. Good  St.  Margaret !  what  times  we  live 
in  !  Obliged  to  bear  with  outrage,  insolence, 
and  robbery! — ay,  robbery!  Yes,  take  the 
rascal  in  the  fact,  and,  if  you  seek  for  justice. 
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they  shall  ask  you,  '  Are  you  concerned  there- 
in T — say  '  No/  and  they  release  the  culprit 
— say  '  Yes/  and  they  shall  see  if  you  possess 
the  wherewithal  to  pay  the  charge  of  law; 
and,  if  you  can,  you  shall  have  the  pleasure 
truly  to  behold  the  sharper  whipped  before 
your  door, — but  it  shall  cost  a  pretty  penny, 
verily  !  But  if  some  powerful  or  titled  person 
wrongs  ye,  be  silent,  or  your  days  shall  finish 
in  the  Chatelet  or  Bastille/' 

Margaret  now  was  silent  for  some  minutes, 
expecting  Touquet  to  reply;  but,  as  the 
Barber  spoke  not,  she  presumed  that  he  as- 
sented tacitly  to  her  remarks,  which  she,  ac- 
cordingly, resumed. 

"They  say  that  such  hath  ever  been  the 
case, — the  lesser  rogues  are  hanged,  the  more 
atrocious  manage  to  escape, — and  all  the  great 
and  powerful  look  on  and  laugh.  Who  would 
have  the  madness  to  engage  in  law-suits  now 
that  advocates  and  procureurs  spin  their  work 
out  to  the  length  of  five  or  six  long  years, 
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receiving  money  from  both  parties^  with  which 
to  pamper  the  luxurious  taste  of  their  expen- 
sive  wives  and  daughters^  while  they  them- 
selves enjoy  the  jest  of  ruining  their  hapless 
clients  ?    As  for  your  sergeants, — ah !  verily, 
they  are  here  and  there  and  everywhere  in 
quest  of  criminals ;  but,  let  them  catch  their 
thief,  they  let  him  loose  directly  for  a  bribe. 
Poor  town !    what    fearful    noises    shock   us 
nightly  !  and  yet  our  house  is  situate  in  one 
of  the  best  quarters  of  the  city.     It  matters 
not, — we  are  in  the  midst  of  robberies  and 
murders !    Here  you  are  terrified  with  shrieks, 
— there  with  clashing  swords!     What  is  the 
use  of  all  those  provosts,  bailiffs,  constables, 
and  sergeants,  if,  after  all,  we  have  no  safety 
or  police  ?    As  for  the  merchants,  I  don't  pity 
them, — they'd  sell  themselves  to  the  devil  for 
a  sou.     They  sell  their  goods  at  four  times 
more  than  they  are  worth ;  and,  so  that  they 
can  but  get  customers,  they  give  all  passengers 
free  access  to  their  shops,  afford  them  oppor- 
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tunities  of  talking  with  their  wives,  and  let 
them  pat  their  cheeks  and  chins,  and  make 
plain  love  to  them  beneath  their  very  noses, — 
and  all  for  sake  of  selling  a  mere  neckband  or 
some  paint,  or  lace,  or  tags  !     Fie !  fie !  these 
goings  on  are  scandalous.     If  I  go  to  market, 
there  I  am  surrounded  by  a  set  of  sharpers, 
who    divert    themselves   with    pilfering    the 
buyers  and  the  sellers  both,  in  rummaging 
the  baskets,  and  singing  songs  into  my  very 
ear  of  all   indecency  and  impudence.     Holy 
St.  Margaret !  what  are  we  come  to  ?    Then 
the  scholars  are  become  more  wanton,  and  de- 
bauched, and  insolent  than  ever, — they  de- 
light in   nothing    but    iniquity;   while  your 
well-bom  men  of  family  have  no  pursuit  but 
that  of  haunting  taverns,  cabarets,  and  dens  of 
play,  with  swords  and  poniards  at  their  side. 
Ah !  my  dear  master,  Satan  certainly  hath  got 
possession  of  our  unlucky  city,  and  will  make 
it  his  undoubted  prey." 

Margaret  again  suspended  her  discourse; 
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but  the  Barber,  though  evidently  not  asleep-— 
for  he  passed  his  hand  from  time  to  time  across 
his  brow,  and  threw  his  locks  back  on  his 
shoulders — ^uttered  not  a  word.  It  was  no 
mean  pleasure  to  one  of  Margaret*s  loquacious 
disposition  to  possess  a  listener  of  such  pa- 
tience ;  and  therefore,  as  she  flattered  herself 
that  Touquet  was  attending  to  her  observa- 
tions, having  paused  a  moment,  the  old  domes- 
tic gladly  recommenced  them. 

"lliank  Heaven  !  I  am  in  a  comfortable 
house,  and  I  may  say  with  pride,  that  for  these 
last  eight  years  that  I  have  passed  beneath  my 
master's  roof,  nothing  hath  transpired  against 
morality  and  decency.  I  remember  very  well 
when  I  was  told  eight  years  ago.  '  Margaret, 
there  is  Monsieur  Touquet,  the  barbier-etu- 
viste  of  the  Rue  des  Bourdonnais,  who  wants  a 
servant  for  his  house.'  I  well  examined  it 
before  I  made  my  mind  up :  I  ask  your  par- 
don. Sir,  but  all  the  world  acknowledges  these 
bathing — ^lodging-houses,  are  not,  in  general. 
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as  Bweet  as  balm  ;  but  I  was  told — '  Oh,  Mon- 
sieur Touquet  now  is  perfectly  well  off — lie  lets 
no  lodgings  now — he  attends  to  business  only 
in  the  morning,  and  receives  no  company  what- 
ever in  his  house,  in  which  he  is  bringing  up  a 
little  girl  of  his  adoption/  Well,  that  decided 
me  at  once,  and  I '  have  had  no  reason  to  re- 
pent of  my  determination.  No  !  whatever 
crowds,  of  whatsoever  calling  they  may  be,  who 
come  at  morning  to  the  shop,  no,  not  a  soul  of 
them  has  ever  put  his  foot  inside  the  dwelling- 
house.  I  am  proud  to  say  my  master  carries 
on  his  business  in  a  creditable  manner ;  and, 
what  I  more  than  all  admire,  is  the  careful 
interest  he  feels  for  his  poor,  dear,  little  or- 
phan! Yes,  it  was  Monsieur  himself  who 
told  me  she  was  parentlcss.  And  the  dear 
girl  deserves  whatever  can  be  done  for  her. 
Dear  Blanche! — but  hold;  I  think  I  never 
told  you.  Sir,  how  I  protect  her  from  the 
snares  the  wicked  lay  for  innocence.  Oh!  it's 
a  secret  miracle !     But  I  may  safely  tell  it  you. 
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Sir.  It  was  our  neighbour  opposite^  the  silk- 
merchant,  who  told  me  how  the  thing  was  to 
be  done.  You  take  a  little  vellum-skin,  and, 
having  uttered  sundry  certain  words,  you  then 
make  signs  upon  it,  and  it  becomes  a  talisman 
which  guards  you  firom  all  harm.  Queen 
Catherine  of  Medicis  had  such  an  one,  and 
always  bore  it  with  her  in  her  bosom.  And, 
hear  me.  Sir ;  we  cannot  doubt  of  the  existence 
of  sorcerers  and  magicians,  since  the  devil,  in 
this  very  town,  some  few  years  since  was  known 
to  strangle  two — without  taking  into  the  ac- 
count the  many  condemnations  of  the  Cham- 
bre  Ardente.  There  can  be  no  harm,  surely, 
then,  in  being  on  one's  guard  against  them  : 
and  the  talisman  that  I  have  given  Blanche, 
far  from  attracting  evil  spirits,  will  drive  them 
from  her  to  the  distance  of  a  league,  and  baffle 
the  effect  of  all  the  witchcraft  that  can  possibly 
be  used  to  overcome  her  virtue.  Oh  !  what  a 
precious  talisman  !     Would  that  I  had  owned 
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it  at  tbe  age  of  twenty !  But  you  take  no 
supper.  Sir;  have  you  no  appetite  ?" 

Touquet  rose  abruptly,  and,  looking  at  the 
clock  which  stood  in  a  recess  of  the  apartment, 
exclaimed  impatiently,  "Nine!  nine  o'clock! 
and  he  not  here  !** 

"  What !  do  you  expect  any  one  this  even- 
ing ?"  said  the  old  domestic  with  surprise. 

"  Yes^  I  expect  a  friend :  place  another 
goblet  on  the  table;  he  will  sup  with  me.*' 

"  I  much  doubt  his  coming,'*  said  Margaret, 
as  she  obeyed  the  Barber's  orders ;  '<  it  is  late, 
the  weather  is  terrific,  and  one  must  be  bold 
indeed  to  venture  in  the  streets  at  such  an 
hour !" 

A  violent  knocking  at  the  door  was  heard  as 
Margaret  spoke,  and  Touquet^  as  a  sigh  es* 
caped  him,  cried,  "  'Tis  he  !" 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE  GREAT  LORD  AND  THE  BARBER. 

Old  Margaret  started  at  the  knocking,  and, 
looking  at  her  master,  stammered— ''Must  I 
open  the  door.  Sir?" 

"  Doubtless ;  did  I  not  tell  thee  I  was  wait- 
ing for  a  friend  T*  replied  the  Barber>  as  he 
heaped  some  wood  upon  the  fire.  "  Go,  Mar- 
garet :  why  dost  not  go,  then  ?" 

The  domestic  was  extremely  timid,  and  ap- 
peared to  hesitate ;  but  a  look  from  Touquet 
instantly  enforced  obedience.  She  took  a 
lamp,  and  bent  her  steps  towards  the  corridor, 
conducting  to  the  entrance  of  the  house. 
Margaret  had  reached  the  age  of  sixty-eight, 
and  fasting  and  hard  labour  had  conspired 
long  since  to  give  an  inclination  to  her  per- 
son ;    she  walked  but  slowly,  and  the  high 
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heels  of  her  spacious  slippers  beat  time  to  the 
invariable  pace^  which  the  domestic  was  un- 
able, however  willing,  to  accelerate.  She  was 
barely  half-way  down  the  passage,  when  a 
second  knocking  louder  than  the  former  thun- 
dered on  the  door,  and  shook  the  very  windows 
of  the  house. 

'*  Good  Heaven!**  exclaimed  Margaret,  ''what 
impatience !  who  can  this  friend  of  Monsieur 
Touquet's  be,  who  takes  the  liberty  of  knock- 
ing with  such  violence  ?  I  am  certain  he  has 
broken  half  the  windows  of  the  house.  It 
cannot,  sure,  be  Chaudoreille  ?  No,  no  :  he 
never  comes  but  with  a  gentle  tap.  Or  Tur- 
lupin  ?  bah  !  I  should  hear  him  singing  in  the 
street  Besides,  he  is  not  intimate  with  Mon- 
sieur Touquet.  Truly,  I  am  curious  to  behold 
this  hasty  person !" 

Though  Margaret*s  curiosity  did  not  im- 
prove her  speed,  at  length  she  reached  the 
door,  which,  after  having  silently  besought  the 
safeguard  of  her  tutelary  saint,  she  opened; 
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when  a  man,  enveloped  in  a  spacious  cloak, 
with  which  he  hid  the  lower  portion  of  his 
face^  and  wearing  a  broad  hat,  the  edge  of 
which  was  plentifully  feathered,  but  so  slouched 
upon  his  forehead  that  his  eyes  were  not  per- 
ceptible beneath  it,  inquired  in  an  authorita- 
tive voice,  "  Is  this  the  barber  Touquet's 
house  ?" 

"Yes,  Sir,*'  said  Margaret,  endeavouring, 
but  in  vain,  to  catch  the  features  of  the  indi- 
vidual before  her ;  "  you  are  right,  and  you 
are  no  doubt  the  person  whom  my  master  is 
expecting.'* 

''That  being  the  case,  conduct  me  to  him/' 
said  the  stranger. 

Margaret  closed  the  door,  and  bade  the 
stranger  follow  her.  As  she  g^ded  him  along 
the  coTridor,  she  repeatedly  looked  back,  and, 
under  the  pretext  of  lighting  him  more  care- 
fully, brought  her  lamp  almost  in  contact  with 
his  face,  in  hopes  of  ascertaining  who  might 
be  the  personage,  admitted  at  so  late  an  hour. 
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But  her  efforts  were  in  vain;  the  stranger 
hung  his  head  as  he  advanced,  and  held  his 
cloak  before  his  face;  and  all  that  Margaret 
discovered  in  the  attire  of  the  mysterious  vi* 
sitor,  were  the  spurs  and  whiteness  of  his  fun- 
nel-boots;  which,  though  they  might  imply 
the  elegance  of  his  concealed  costume,  were 
then  so  generally  worn,  that  they  imperfectly 
conduced  to  satisfy  the  old  domestic's  curiosity. 

Having  reached  the  parlour,  the  stranger 
entered  with  an  active  step,  as  Margaret  ad- 
dressed her  master :  '*  This,  Sir,  is  the  person 
who  was  knocking ;  I  know  not  if  he  be  the 
friend  that  you  expected;  I  could  not  make 
out—' 

Touquet  interrupted  Margaret  before  she 
could  complete  her  sentence,  and,  advancing 
to  the  stranger,  led  him  to  the  fire. 

**  Thou  art  come  at  last,  then, "  said  the 
Barber ;    "  I   feared  that   such  a  dark   and 

stormy  night ^But  seat  thyself,  and  we  will 

take  our  supper.'* 
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''  Good/'  said  Margaret   to  herself ;   "  at 
supper,  as  a  matter  of  necessity,  he  must  throw 
off  his  cloak*  and  I  shall  get  a  sight  of  him  at 
last.     I  know  not  why,  yet  so  it  is,  I  have  a 
sbgular  anxiety  to  know  who  this  can  be.     If 
he  be  a  friend  of  M.  Touquet,  he  comes  but 
seldom  hither:  I  have  not  the  slightest  re- 
collection   of  his   voice:   his   stature   is   but 
ordinary,  perhaps  above  the  common  size :  I 
take  it,   be  is  young, — ay,  certainly  he  is. 
*Tis  not  a  student,  yet,   I  warrant  me,  some 
handsome  fellow:   from   his  walk,   I   should 
suppose  he  is  some  military  person.     How- 
ever, time  will  shortly  show  if  I  am  wrong." 

The  old  domestic  never  took  her  eyes  from 
off  the  stranger,  who,  having  thrown  himself 
into  a  chair,  evinced  no  inclination  to  dispense 
with  either  hat  or  cloak,  though  both  of  them 
were  drenched  with  rain. 

'^If  this  gentleman/'  said  Margaret,  ad- 
vancing to  the  stranger  8  chair, ''  should  wish 
it,  I  can  relieve  him  of  his  cloak,  which,  seem- 

VOL.  I.  C 
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ingly»  is  vret,  and  dry  it,  while  he  eats  his 
supper." - 

"  It  u  unnecessary,  Margaret^"  said  the 
Barber,  stepping  hastily  between  the  servant 
and  the  stranger,  who  remained  unmoved; 
''  your  services  are  not  required ;  you  may 
retire  to  rest,  and,  when  my  friend  goes  hence, 
I  will  close  the  door  mysel£'' 

Margaret  was  petrified  at  hearing  such  an 
intimation,  and,  looking  at  her  master,  was 
about  to  offer  some  remarks ;  but  the  Barber 
fixed  his  eyes  on  her,  and  Master  Touquet's 
looks,  at  times,  had  an  intelligible  import, 
which  imposed  immediate  obedience. 

''  Begone !"  he  repeated  to  the  servant ; 
"  and,  once  up-stairs,  on  no  account  come 
down  again." 

Margaret  was  silent^  took  her  lamp,  inclined 
herself  before  her  master,  and  prepared  to 
quit  the  room,  at  the  same  time  casting  an 
inquiring  glance  upon  the  person  in  the  cloak, 
who  still  remained  unpoved  before  the  fire. 
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As  Margaret  had  not  beheld  his  features, 
she  departed  to  her  bed,  unsatisfied  as  to  the 
age,  the  rank,  and  face  of  the  unknown — no 
slight  vexation  to  a  maiden  of  her  years !  but 
Touquet^s  finger  pointed  to  the  parlour-door, 
and  Margaret  was  gone. 

No  sooner  had  she  quitted  the  apartment, 
and  the  sound  of  her  slow  steps  had  died  away, 
than  the  stranger  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter, 
and  threw  aside  his  cloak  and  hat.    He  was  a 
man  of  spiritual,  fine,   and    noble  features, 
apparently  about  the  age  of  thirty- six.    The 
slender  brown  mustachios  on  his  lips,  when 
smiling,  enabled  the  beholder  to  survey  his 
handsome  teetL     His  lively  eyes,  alternately 
proud,  sensitive,  and  tender,  evinced  the  habit 
of  expressing  these  respective  sentiments ;  but 
the  disgust  and  languor  of  satiety  were  pal- 
pably imprinted  on  his  pale  and  wearied  fea- 
tures, and    announced   that  uncontrolled  in- 
dulgence of  his  passions  had  utterly  destroyed 

their  early  elasticity. 

c2 
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A  pale  blue  velTet  doublet,  embroidered 
tastefully  with  silk  and  silver^  a  coUeret  falling 
on  his  shoulders,  and  fringed  with  costly  lace, 
a  splendid  sword,  adorned  with  precious  gems, 
suspended  by  a  broad  white  belt,  and  glitter- 
ing at  his  side,  composed  his  rich  and  elegant 
costume. 

Since  Margaret  had  quitted  the  apartment, 
the  tone  of  Touquet  to  his  guest  had  under- 
gone a  perfect  alteration ;  and  the  familiarity 
affected  by  the  Barber,  in  the  presence  of  his 
servant,  was  now  exchanged  for  the  most 
marked  and  humble  deference. 

*^  Monsieur  le  Marquis,"  said  the  Barber,  as 
he  bowed  to  him  with  ceremonious  respect, 
'^  deign  to  excuse  me,  if,  in  obedience  to  your 
own  express  directions,  I  familiarly  called  you 
*thou,*  the  better  to  deceive  my  servant,  and 
conceal  from  her  your  Lordship's  rank.'* 

«  Good,  good,  my  dear  Touquet,"  said  the 
Marquis,  as  he  stretched  himself  before  the 
fire ;  "  I  assure  thee  I  had  much  to  do  to  keep 
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my  gravity  before  the  poor  old  woman,  who 
knew  not  what  to  do  to  gain  a  glimpse  of  my 
physiognomy^  in  which,  however,  had  she  been 
successful,  it  would  not  have  made  her  much 
the  wiser,  as,  I  imagine,  she  cannot  know  me." 
"  No,  my  Lord,  she  does  not  know  you ;  at 
least,  I  think  she  does  not  know  you :  for  the 
Marquis   de    Villebelle  has    furnished    such 
spacious  grounds  of  conversation,  by  his  gallan- 
tries, his  prowess,  and  his  deeds  of  arms ;  his 
name  is  so  renowned,  his  adventures  have 
created  so  much  noise,  that  he  is  known  by 
reputation  to  the  very  lowest  classes  of  society ; 
the  fear  of  fathers,  guardians,  husbands,  of 
lovers  even — for,  my  Lord,  you  have  no  rivals 
— your  name  is  uttered  by  the  men  with  terror, 
while  the  women  listen  to  its  sound  with  sighs 
of  hope  or  recollection.    Besides,  as  my  Lord 
has  sought  for  pleasure  in  every  abode  of 
beauty, — as  he  has  at  times  descended  to  the 
humble  bourgemse,  and  has  deigned  to  cast  his 
looks  upon  the  little  shop-girl  and  the  simple 
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villager^ — ^it  may  be  possible  that  Margaret  was 
servant  in  some  house  where  the  Marquis  de 
Villebelle  has  left  some  tokens  of  remembrance- 
It  is  therefore  quite  as  well  that  she  should  not 
have  seen  your  Lordship  coming  in  incognito 
(o  my  abode. ' 

''  Yes,  certainly,  I  wish  to  be  unknown.  At 
length,  I  feel  a  wish  to  mix  more  mystery  with 
my  adventures.  Sit  thee  down,  Touquet ;  I 
have  much  to  tell  thee." 

"  My  Lord '* 

"  Nay,  sit  thee  down ;  I  insist  on  it.  Here 
I  throw  off  my  rank  and  grandeur :  I  behold 
in  thee  the  earliest  confidant  of  my  amours, 
the  dexterous  servant  of  my  passions,  the 
daring  rogue,  whose  imagination  was  ever 
warmed  by  gold,  and  who  never  knew  an  ob- 
stacle before  a  purse  of  pistoles,  as  the  recom- 
pense of  his  achievements.  And,  I  am  certain, 
thou  art  still  the  same.'* 

"  Ah !  my  Lord,  age  makes  us  reasonable. 
It  is  now  seventeen  years  ago  since  I  first 


TBB  BARBBR  OP  PARIS.  31 

was  honoured  with  your  Lordship's  service: 
since  then  my  mind  has  gained  a  calmer  mood, 
and  I  have  learned  to  meditate." 

**  Art   thoa  then  become  an  honest  man  ? 

Why,  not  later  than  ten  years  ago  I  used  thy 

services.     Up  to  that  time  thou  wert  knave 

enough.    Dost  thou  date  thy  conversion  from 

hatx)eiiodr 

"  Monsieur  le  Marquis  is  ever  full  of  plea- 
santry, and  designates  as  knavery  the  services 
I  rendered  him,  on  the  simple  strength  of  my 
devotion  to  his  wishes." 

"  Nay,  call  it  what  thou  wilt,  I  care  not ;  but. 
Master  Touquet,  it  is  not  with  me  that  thou 
shouldst  play  off  all  this  scrupulous  hypocrisy. 
To  cut  the  matter  short,  art  thou  still  disposed 
to  be  of  use  to  me  ?  Is  thy  genius  extinct  ?  and, 
if  it  be,  can  or  cannot  gold  relume  it?** 

**  In  your  service,  my  Lord  Marquis,  I  am 
still  the  same  as  ever.  You  have  no  ground 
to  doubt  my  zeal  or  my  devotion." 

'*  Enough:  I  ask  no  more  of  thee.     Be  as 
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much  the  saint  as  thou  think*st  fit  with  others, 
so  long  as^  when  with  me,  I  find  thee  what  I 
knew  thee  formerly.*' 

Touquet  made  no  reply,  but  turned  his  head 
aside,  to  hide  his  countenance,  abruptly  overcast 
with  gloomy  recollection.  Notwithstanding, 
shortly  be  recovered  his  composure,  and  turned 
towards  his  guest  with  a  complacent  smile;  while 
the  latter,  unconscious  where  he  was,  in  seeming 
meditation,  beat  his  foot  ag^nst  the  chimney- 
side.  Touquet  impatiently  awaited  the  further 
observations  of  the  Marquis,  who,  after  a  pro- 
tracted pause,  resumed,  as  follows : — 

"  My  dear  Touquet,  when  I  review  the  ad- 
ventures of  my  life,  I  truly  am  surprised  to 
find  myself  alive.  How  often  have  I  seen  the 
poniard  of  some  jealous  fellow,  some  husband, 
or  some  father,  raised  above  my  head !  How 
many  different  beings  have  pledged  themselves 
to  my  perdition  !  And  then,  the  women ! 
What  would  have  become  of  me,  if  all  of  those 
whom  I  have  conquered  and  abandoned  had 
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executed  their  revengeful  purposes  7    Thaifk 
Heaven^  we  do  not  live  in  Italy  or  Spain ;  and> 
though  we  find  among  our  Frenchwomen  some 
vindictive  spirits  who  resent  an  infidelity^  on 
the  whole,  inconstancy  and  levity  are  not  so 
totally  unpardonable  in  the  estimation  of  these 
ladies^  who  sometimes  condescend  to  put  them- 
selves in  our  position^  and  admits  that^   si- 
milarly situated^  they  would,  perhaps,  have 
acted  like  ourselves  ** 

"  It  is  true,  my  Lord,  your  life  has  been,  at 
least  whenever  I  enjoyed  the  honour  of  being 
in  your  service,  a  series  of  exciting,  and,  some* 
times,  dangerous  adventures ;  elopements,  se- 
ductions, duels^  open  force,  nothing  stopped 
you  when  you  once  had  formed  your  resolution. 
But  then,  what  obstacles  could  thwart  yon? 
Bich,  noble,  powerful,  of  an  imposing  figure, 
elegant  and  generous  to  excess  ;  nature  and 
fortune    did   all    they   could    for    youj    and 

you,    my    Lord,    availing    yourself  of   their 

« 

abandaot  gifts,  have  revelled  in  the  sweets  of 

c3 
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lifb,  and  many  arc  the  men  in  France  who 
envy  your  felicity." 

"  Felicity !  And  dost  thou  truly  think  that  I 
have  been  a  happy  man  ?" 

*'  And  what,  my  Lord,  could  possibly  have 
hindered  you  from  being  so  ?" 

'*  Nothing,  that  I  know  of;  and  that  is, 
perhaps,  the  very  reason  why  indifference  and 
disgust  assailed  mc  in  the  midst  of  pleasure 
and  voluptuousness.  Sometimes,  undoubtedly, 
I  have  known  happiness ;  but  it  was  short  and 
transient.  My  senses  are  inflamed,  my  heart 
beats  quicker  at  the  sight  of  beauty:  the 
charming  sex,  which  I  adore,  has  ever  exercised 
an  absolute  dominion  over  me.  I  am  in  love, 
at  least  I  think  so,  the  very  moment  I  behold 
a  beauteous  woman;  but  no  sooner  have  I 
gratified  caprice  than  all  my  love  absconds, 
and  I  require  some  novel  object  to  revive 
my  languid  senses.** 

'*  Fortunately,  my  Lord,  there  are  myriads 
of  handsome  faces  in  this  capital:  the  city  and 
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the  court  extend  to  you  the  power  of  varying 
your  pleasures." 

"  But  everything^  at  length,  wears  out ;  both 
sentiment  and  memory.     I  often  think  that 
this   poor  heart  of  mine  hath  taken   fire  so 
frequently^  that  it  will  be  at  last  like  some  old 
gun-flinty   which  strikes  the  hammer  without 
elidting  a  soUtary  spark.     As  for  intrigues  at 
court,  I  am  weary  of  them ;  they  are  far  more 
easy  than  the  others.     What  is  there  in  them 
to  excite  one?    All  etiquette;  and  then,  so 
much  refinement !     We  are  too  well-bred  to 
take  offence  at  slight  inconstancies :  they  end 
as  they  begin,  in  ceremonious  bows,  and  li- 
terally kill  us  with  ennui.    The  courtesans  for 
me  have  lost  all  novelty.     What  should  I  do 
in  the  societies  of  Marion  de  Lorme  ?  To  look 
for  ever  on  the  same  eternal  faces  !    Although 
the  Cardinal  has  brought  her  into  fashion,  I 
cannot  say  I  find  her  half  so  spiritual  as  they 
represent  her.    What  a  difference   between 
her  and  the  beautiful  and  youthiul  Ninon ! 
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There's  a  person  will. be  talked  of  many  a  day 
to  come.  She  will  do  wonders ;  but,  to  my 
taste,  she  possesses  too  much  wit,  and  much 
too  little  love:  a  heart  like  mine,  so  pre- 
maturely chilled,  requires  the  contact  of  a 
breast  replete  with  passion.  The  women  that 
you  meet  in  town  are  Uttle  better ;  your  bour* 
geoises  are  becoming  such  coquettes  !  If  they 
but  knew  the  art  of  holding  out !  But  no  ;  a 
name,a  gait,  a  shape,  a  modish  cloak,  can  turn 
their  heads  incessantly.  The  shopkeepers  may 
catch  us  on  the  wing,  the  abigails  may  hit  our 
fancy.  Then  comes  the  kind  complacency  of 
husbands :  they  fear  us  as  they  fear  a  flaming 
fire;  our  titles  strike  them  dumb.  On  my 
honour,  things  are  in  a  desperate  condition! 
Indeed,  if  they  proceed  in  this  insipid  style,  we 
shall  soon  make  love  like  Turks,  and  have  no 
further  trouble  than  to  merely  cast  the  hand- 
kerchief." 

**  Then,  my  Lord  Marquis,  we  have  always 
the  resource  of  growing  wise;  and  I  presume 
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that,  during  the  ten  years  that  I  have  not  been 
honoured  with  your  service^  such  has  been 
your  Lordship's  occupation  V 

**  Why,  yes ;  for  we  must  not  take  into  the 
account  adventures  too  common  to  be  men- 
tioned. I  joined  the  army,  had  some  fightings 
— that  amused  me  much  ;  and  I  should  will- 
ingly have  worn  away  more  time  in  that 
pursuit,  but  peace  was  made.  Then  I  re- 
turned, and  visited  my  estates:  well,  then  I 
laughed  and  jested  with  the  little  peasant 
girls — ^pretty  things  enou^.  But,  ah !  what 
awkward  simpletons ! — I  had  forgot  to  tell  you, 
by  the  way,  I  married." 

"  Married !  What,  you,  my  Lord, — you 
marry  r 

"  Undoubtedly :  I   was  obliged ;  my  rank, 

and  my  appointment  at  the  court then  I 

was  overwhelmed  with  debt: — ^not  that  I 
minded  that;  but  then,  the  marriage  was 
arranged  for  me :  the  Cardinal — nay,  more, 
the  Queen  herself  desired  it.    Yes,  I  espoused 
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the  daughter  of  the  Count  de  la  Boche.  My 
wife  was  well  enough — a  gentle,  passive  crea- 
ture, who  took  no  heed  of  my  intrigues: 
in  short,  the  very  woman  for  me.  I  loved  her 
too, — politely;  in  short,  as  one  contrives  to 
love  a  wife.  Notwithstanding,  she  deceased 
two  years  ago,  and  left  no  heir  to  my  estates. 
It  is  extremely  disagreeable :  I  fancy  I  could 
love  my  children." 

"  Then,  my  Lord,  you  are  a  widower  ?" 

'*  Yes ;  and  here  I  am  again,  possessor  of  a 
handsome  fortune-Anoreover,  well  esteemed 
at  court — ^in  favour  with  the  Cardinal,  so  much 
so,  that,  for  asking,  I  can  have  the  best 
appointments  in  his  gift.*' 

''  I  imagine,  then,  my  Lord,  that  you  are 
pleased  at  length  to  throw  more  mystery  round 
your  intrigues." 

"  Ah !  my  good  Touquet,  I  believe  ambition 
never  will  enslave  me :  and  yet  one  cannot  tell, 
for  there  are  observances  which  cannot  be 
dispensed  with.     Moreover,  mystery  confers  a 
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ebarm  on  the  most  simple  actions.  But,  tell 
me,  hast  not  thou  enlisted  under  Hymen*s 
banner  ?  Thou  hast  not  that  gaiety,  alacrity, 
and  life,  that  formerly  belonged  to  thee.** 

*'  No,  my  Lord  Marquis,  I   am  still  un- 
married." 

'^  Well,  thou  art  right,  perhaps.    In  a  traffic 
sach  as  thine — to  thee,  who  canst  conduct 
intrigues  with  such  discretion — a  wife  would  be 
but  an  incumbrance.    Women  are  so  inqui- 
sitive,   they  must  know  everything,  and  that 
would  pester  thee ;  besides,  thou  wast  never 
much  addicted  to  the  sex :  gold  was  thy  mis- 
tress ever— »thy  very  god,  thy  very  idol.    A 
well-filled  purse  could  stimulate  thy  powers  of 
invention  to  the  working  of  a  miracle.     True 
it  is,  in  twenty  minutes  afterwards  thy  gold 
was  at  the  gaming-table,  and  dice  and  cards 
soon  dissipated  all  the  produce  of  thine  in- 
genuity." 

'  Oh !  my  Lord ^my  Lord '* 

*'  Ye8>  yes ;  thou  wert  as  great  a  gamester 
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as  a  knave :  —I  can  remember  weU.     Within 

these  last  ten  years,  perhaps,  thou  art  become 

more  prudent :  indeed*  I  should  imagine  that 

thou  hast,  for  thou  appearest  at  thy  ease,  and 

nothing  here  announces  poverty  or  want ;  that 

servant,  too,  and  here  thy  supper,  too By 

the  way,  I  must  try  thy  wine." 

"  Ah,  my  Lord,  it  is  unworthy  of  being  pre- 
sented to  you." 

"  It  may  be  so ;  but  I  always  fancy  what 
one  does  not  offer  me.'* 

So  saying,  the  Marquis  filled  a  goblet  to  the 
brim,  and  despatched  its  contents  at  a  draught. 

"  Upon  my  word,  by  no  means  bad." 

"  Ah,  my  Lord,  if  wine  like  that  were  placed 
upon  your  Lordship's  table " 

"  Why,  I  should  think  it  execrable.  But  so 
it  is  :  vanity  is  everything.  Then  thou  art 
rich  now  ?" 

"  Not  to  say  rich,  my  Lord ;  but  in  circum- 
stances of  sufficient  ease  to  have  become  the 
purchaser  of  this  abode." 
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"  How  say*st  thou  ?  this  house  is  thine?" 

"  Yes,  my  Lord  Marquis.** 

"  Well  done,  Master  Touquet : — thou  must 
have  cast  thy  net  to  some  effect  to  have  be- 
come a  proprietor." 

The  Barber's  face  was  suddenly  contracted, 
as  he  knit  his  dark  thick  eyebrows,  which 
appeared  to  join  each  other ;  and,  rolling  his 
eyes  slowly  round  him,  he  stammered,  though 
not  without  an  effort, 

*•  My  Lord  Marquis, — I  swear  to  you " 

*'  Oh,  good  Heaven !  my  worthy  Touquet,  I 
exact  no  oaths  from  thee,*'  resumed  the  Mar- 
quis, laughing.  "  Why,  thou  art  as  agitated 
as  if  thou  wert  in  presence  of  the  Lieutenant- 
CrimineL  Dost  thou  think  that  I  came  hither 
to  inquire  the  means  by  which  thy  fortune 
hath  been  made?  But  may  the  devil  take  me 
if  I  think  it  possible  to  have  amassed  the 
price  of  such  a  house  by  shaving  only  1" 

"  My  Lord,  I  can  assure  you  that  my 
savings '* 
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"  Yes^  yes ;  I  know  all  that.  But  to  quit 
the  subject,  let  us  talk  upon  the  matter  which 
hath  brought  me  hither;  and  may  perdition 
seise  me  if  I  hadn't  totally  forgotten  it  !'* 

The  Barber  breathed  more  freely  as  his 
features  gradually  regained  their  customary 
expression;  he  raised  his  eyes  from  off  the 
floor,  and  looked  upon  the  Marquis,  who 
seemed  to  shake  off  his  ennui  as  he  prepared 
to  state  to  Touquet  the  object  of  his  visit. 

"  When  I  saw  thee  this  morning  passing 
over  the  Pont  Neuf,  I  was  in  pursuit  of  an 
extremely  pretty  girl.  Though  not  a  perfect 
beauty,  she  is  graceAil,  of  an  engaging  shape 
and  gait,  and  her  eyes  are  penetrating  and 
expressive.  It  strikes  me  we  shall  have  but 
little  trouble  in  subduing  her,  notwithstand- 
ing she  increased  her  pace  when  I  addressed 
her,  and  made  me  no  reply.  I  was  carefully 
enveloped  in  my  cloak,  not  wishing  to  be  re- 
cognised by  any  of  our  charming  rouis,  who 
might  have  ridiculed  me,  had  they  found  me 
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giving  chase  to  a  grisette.  The  little  creature 
halted  for  a  moment^  and  was  listening  to  a 
song  of  Tabarin's.  It  was  precisely  when  she 
stopped  before  the  mountebank  that  I  per- 
coved  thee,  and  remembered  thee  immediately, 
for  thine  is  not  a  physiognomy  so  easily  for 
gotten.** 

"  I,  also,  instantly  remembered  you,  my 
Lord,  notwithstanding  the  concealment  of  your 
cloak ;  ten  years  have  made  no  alteration  in 
your  features,  and  one  can  hardly  be  deceived 
in  that'peculiar  bearing,  which  captivates  the 

beauties  of " 

*'  Thou  flatterest  me,  rogue ;  or  dost  thou 
mean  that  I  grow  old  ?  No  matter.  As  soon 
as  thou  hadst  given  me  thy  address,  I  returned 
immediately  to  where  this  girl  was  standing." 
'*  Had  my  Lord  Marquis  explained  his  wish 
to  me  this  morning,  I  could  have  relieved  him 
from  the  trouble  of  pursuing  her." 

**  No ;  it  gave  me  pleasure  to  examine  her 
again;  moreover,  I  had  nothing  else  to  do 


44  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

She  took  the  direction  of  the  city,  and  reached 
the  Rue  de  la  Calandre ;  I  repeatedly  ad- 
dressed her,  but  she  merely  smiled,  and  made 
me  no  reply,  though  there  was  nothing  in  the 
least  repulsive  in  her  manner.  At  length  she 
stopped  in  front  of  a  perfumer's  shop.  I 
begged  permission  to  accompany  her  in ;  but 
she  resisted  my  entreaties,  saying,  in  a  most 
peculiar  tone ;  *  Monsieur  le  Marquis  de  Ville- 
belle  is  too  well  known  for  me  to  enter  any 
place  accompanied  by  him ;  if  I  did  so  I  should 
lose  my  reputation^  and  I  beseech  his  Lord- 
ship not  to  compromise  me.*  Well,  my  dear 
Touquet,  canst  thou  comprehend  this  girVs 
pretending  I  should  ruin  her  repute  ?  As  for 
myself,!  fairly mustconfess,  I  was  so  thoroughly 
astonished  at  being  known  to  her,  and  being  so 
addressed,  that  I  stood  exactly  like  an  idiot 
in  the  middle  of  the  street,  whereupon  my 
beauteous  conquest  walked  into  the  shop  and 
disappeared  through  a  door  at  its  extremity." 
"  My  Lord,  I  told  you,  you  were  known  in 
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all  the  various  classes  of  society :  with  girls  of 
twelve  years  old  your  name  produces  as  terrific 
an  effect  as  that  of  the  Count  Ory,  of  gallant 
celebrity.'* 

^  So  much  the  better.  Women  are  in- 
variably anxious  to  become  acquainted  with 
the  men,  who  are  described  to  them  as  so  ex- 
tremely dangerous.  The  poor  simple  parents ! 
when  they  tell  their  children  to  avoid  me,  it  is 
neither  more  nor  less  than  setting  them  to 
seek  me.  Hold ;  Touquet,  there's  some  gold. 
See  this  young  girl :  since  she  does  know  who 
I  am,  thou  canst  hardly  have  the  face  to  answer 
for  my  constancy  ;  notwithstanding,  do  so ; 
promise  stoutly.  And  let  me  find  her  three 
days  hence  at  my  abode  in  the  Faubourg 
St.  Antoine — thou  know'st." 

"  My  Lord,  I  perfectly  remember  it ;  it  is 
the  same  you  Lordship  formerly  possessed.'* 

"  Yes ;  but  I  have  made  it  now  a  most  de- 
licious place.  Oh,  thou  shalt  see :  paintings, 
glasses,  alabaster,  marbles,  silks,  velvets,  pre 
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felt  a  sentiment  to  be  compared  with  my  affec- 
tion for  her ! — I  was  3'oung ! — Heaven  knows 
it  was  no  wish  of  mine  to  fight  her  poor  old 
father — I  did  it  but  in  self-defence ! — Thank 
God !  his  wound  was  slight  and  quickly  cured; 
— but  Estrella — ^when  she  learned  my  name 
and  what  had  happened — Estrella— cursed  me ! 
Yes !  I  think  I  hear  her  now — and  then  she 

fled  the  house,  where  I  concealed  her still — 

still  I  loved  her !  But  since  that  day,  no 
tidings  of  her,  none !  and,  thou,  Touquet, 
hast  thou  never  chanced  upon  her  since  V 

"  Never,  my  Lord :  from  that  moment  I 
never  saw  her,  nor  have  ever  heard  her  name/* 

''Poor  Estrella!"  said  the  Marquis  once 
again  :  and  Touquet  added,  in  a  voice  but 
barely  audible,  "  She  had  now  been  four-and- 
thirty  years  of  age :" — an  observation  which 
appeared  to  dissipate  in  part  the  sorrow  of  the 
Marquis. 

''Ay,'*  said  the  latter,  drawing  near  the 
fire ;  "  if  living,  she  must  nearly  be  as  much. 
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And  I  was  painting  her  to  my  imagination 
BOWj  just  as  I  remember  her  so  long  ago ! 
Time  flies ! — ^But,  come,  we  must  forget  all 
that :  it  was  but  an  adventure — a  chapter  in 
the  history  of  my  existence  I'' 

**  My  Lord  then  says  this  girl  resides  at  a 
perfumer's  shop,  in  the  Hue  de  la  Calandre,  in 
the  city?" 

"  How  ? what  girl  ?" 

"The  girl,  my  Lord,  you  followed  in  the 
morning,  on  the  bridge." 

"  Ah !  true  !  I  had  forgotten  her !  Yes : 
you  will  recognise  her  readily  by  her  slender 
shape  and  graceful  gait;  I  should  conceive  her 
to  be  twenty  years  of  age :  her  hair  is  auburn, 
her  eyes  dark,  her  mouth  well  filled  with  hand- 
some teeth,  and  her  complexion  rather  that  of 
a  brunette :  it  strikes  me  she  is  not  French ; 
and  the  expression  of  her  physiognomy,  though 
highly  interesting,  is  neither  timorous  nor  can- 
did ;— this  is  the  amount  of  the  description  I 
can  give  you  of  her." 

VOL.  1.  ^ 
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'*  Quite  sufficient,  my  Lord  Marquis :  in  two 
days',  time  I  hope  she  will  be  safely  lodged  at 
your  abode.*' 

•*  Tis  well.  Here  is  for  thy  trouble ;  and, 
when  success  hath  crowned  thy  efforts,  I  pro- 
mise thee  as  much  again." 

So  saying,  the  Marquis  cast  upon  the  table 
the  purse  of  gold  he  had  been  holding  in  his 
hand :  a  smile  escaped  the  Barber  s  lips»  and 
ViUebelle,  hastening  to  depart,  resumed  his 
doak  and  hat. 

'*  It  is  late/'  observed  the  Marquis,  as  he 
rolled  his  cloak  around  him  :  *'  I  must  home- 
wards. After  to-morrow,  towards  the  hour  of 
ten  at  night,  I  will  return  to  learn  the  result 
of  thy  proceedings." 

"  Shall  I  find  any  one  at  your  retreat,  my 
liord,  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine  ?" 

"  Yes,  one  Marcel,  a  man  of  mine,  a  most 
devoted  servant,  who  constantly  resides  there. 
I  will  tell  him  to  expect  thee.*' 

''  Enough,  my  Lord ;  I  hope  you  will  hare 
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reason  to  be  satisfied  with  my  endeavours  in 
the  enterprise." 

"  I  place  complete  reliance  on  thy  zeal.  In 
truths  the  wench  is  pretty,  and  may  divert  me 
for  a  time.  Come^  my  dear  Touquet,  our  des- 
tiny must  be  fulfilled ;  gallantry,  voluptuous- 
ness, pleasure!  there  is  my  existence,  as  chalked 
out  for  me  by  fate — or  passion.  I  never  could 
have  travelled  any  other  road,  and  now  I  walk 
like  any  blind  adventurer,  who  trusts  to  Provi- 
dence alone.  I  cannot  tell  if  I  am  on  the  road 
to  happiness ;  but,  be  it  as  it  may,  I  cannot 
leave  it  for  another.  As  for  thee,  thy  thoughts 
are  but  of  gold:  thou  seek*st  the  means  of 
adding  to  thy  fortune  by  intrigue;  and  the 
metalj  which  I  lavish  on  caprice,  is  the  inces- 
sant object  of  thy  sighs.  Let  each  pursue  his 
own  career,  and  time  will  show  which  made  the 
better  choice." 

The  Marquis  moved  in  the  direction  of  the 
passage,  and  the  Barber  took  a  lamp  to  light 
the  way.     When  they  had  reached  the  door, 

d2 
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the  latter  volunteered  his  services  to  see  the 
Marquis  home.  "  I  thank  thee,"  he  replied, 
"  but  that  would  be  unnecessary ;  I  have  my 
sword,  and  fear  no  danger." 

As  he  spoke,  the  Marquis  stepped  into  the 
street,  and  quickly  disappeared  The  Barber, 
having  closed  the  door,  returned  to  his  apart- 
ment, where  he  seized  the  purse  that  lay  upon 
the  table,  and,  counting  over  its  contents,  re- 
galed his  eyes  with  gazing  on  the  gold. 
While  gloating  on  the  sum  before  him,  the 
slow  and  solemn  clock  of  St.  Eustache  struck 
two.  At  the  sound  the  Barber  turned  as  pale 
as  death,  his  hair  became  erect,  he  cast  his 
sombre  looks  around  him,  as  if  afraid  of  seeing 
some  terrific  object ;  then,  after  having  passed 
his  hand  repeatedly  across  his  forehead,  and 
lodged  the  purse  within  his  bosom,  took  the 
lamp,  and  bent  his  steps  towards  the  inner 
door  of  the  apartment,  murmuring  in  a  gloomy 
voice,  '*  Two  o'clock  !  I  must  to  bed — Ah  1 
would  that  I  could  sleep !" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

BLA^'CHE,  A  TALE  OF  SORCERY. 

The  long  and  rainy  night  was  at  length  suc- 
ceeded by  the  day,  the  shops  were  opened,  the 
watch  had  gone  to  rest,  and  the  more  daring 
robbers,  who  carried  on  their  spoliations  in  the 
dark,  gave  way  to  the  fraternity  of  pickpockets, 
who  now  set  out  to  exercise,  in  the  more  popu- 
lous regions  of  the  city,  their  trade  in  open 
day.  The  servants  were  all  stirring;  husbands 
were  rising  from  the  married  bed  (for  it  was 
naely,  in  those  times,  that  man  and  wife,  at 
least  among  the  middling  classes,  slept  apart)  ; 
'the  lovers  who  had  dreamed  of  their  divinities 
were  on  the  wing,  in  hopes,  no  doubt,  of  realis- 
ing their  delightful  visions;  and  girls,  who, 
sleeping  or  awake,  had  been  thinking  on  their 
sweethearts,  now   carried  their  imaginations 
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with  them  to  their  daily  tasks :  for  love  in 
olden  times^  as  in  our  own,  was  the  perpetual 
dream  of  youth,  the  recreation  of  maturer  years, 
and  the  remembrance  of  old  age. 

In  the  habitation  of  the  Barber,  he  was  him- 
self invariably  the  first  awake.     He  had  no 
assistants,  though  his  means  were  amply  ade- 
quate to  keep  them ;  but  Touquet,  when  in- 
terrogated, as  he  often  was,  as  to  the  reason 
of  his  keeping  no  one  to  attend  his  shop, 
replied—"  I  need  no  help :  I  alone  am  able 
to  perform  my  business ;  then,  wherefore  should 
I  be  at  the  expense  of  feeding  sluggards,  who 
would  only  pry  into  their  master's  actions,  for 
the  purpose  of  reflecting  on  them  afterwards 
among  the  idlers  of  the  neighbourhood  V 

The  Barber  knew  that  Margaret,  though 
curious  and  loquacious,  dared  not  be  guilty  of 
the  slightest  disobedience  to  his  orders.  She 
never  went  abroad  but  to  purvey  the  neces- 
sary  articles  of  their  consumption,  and  then 
returned  to  the  apartment  of  the  girl  of  whom 
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we  have  already  spoken,  and  with  whom  we 
shall  be  shortly  more  acquainted.  Margaret 
never  went  down  stairs  but  in  her  master^s 
absence,  which  was  rare.  At  all  events,  since 
his  adoption  of  the  little  Blanche,  whom  he 
brought  up  at  home,  it  was  impossible  for 
Touquet  to  dispense  entirely  with  a  female 
servant 

The  Barber's  shop  was  opened,  as  usual,  by 
himself:   he  cast  a  glance  or  two  along  the 
street,  but  it  was  yet  too  early  for  his  cus- 
tomers ;  he  seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  thought, 
and,  ruminating  on  the  Marquis's  commission, 
looked  once  more  out-of-doors,  remarking — 

'*  That  Chaudoreille  is  late  this  morning ; 
and  yet,  it  is  his  day  for  being  shaved/' 

Old  Margaret  now  made  her  appearance  at 
the  parlour-door,  and,  having  looked  in  all 
directions,  doubtless  to  discover  if  the  stranger 
of  the  night  before  were  there,  respectfully 
saluted  Touquet,  saying — 

'^  Mademoiselle  Blanche  is  risen.  Sir,  and 
asks  if  she  may  wait  on  you." 
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Tlie  Barber  cast  another  glance  along  the 
street,  and^  after  entering  the  room  behind  the 
shop,  said  brie67,  "  Blandie  may  come/' 

Margaret  had  hardly  given  her  signal  from 
the  passage,  when  a  lovely  girl,  light  as  a 
fawn,  and  fresh  and  beauteous  as  an  un- 
blown rose,  sprung  into  the  apartment,  where 
Touquct  waited  to  receive  her ;  and,  running 
to  him  with  a  smile  of  infinite  affection,  said, 
**  Good  day,  my  kind,  good  firiend  !**  as  she 
presented  her  fair  forehead  to  the  Barber,  who 
barely  touched  it  with  his  lips.  It  would  have 
seemed  to  a  beholder,  that  some  painful  senti^ 
ment  constrained  him,  and  that  he  feared  to 
carry  blight,  by  contact,  to  so  sweet  and  deli- 
cate a  flower. 

The  portrait  drawn  of  Blanche  by  Margaret 
was  fitr  from  flattering.  She  was  as  beautiful 
as  she  was  innocent  and  lively.  Her  black 
hair  formed  a  band  upon  her  forehead,  and 
fell  in  curls  upon  her  shoulders ;  nor  was  the 
gpraice  of  her  luxuriant  chevelure  destroyed  by 
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powder*  which  was  juAt  becoming  fashionable 
with  the  ladies  of  the  conrt*  Her  complexion 
was  denoted  by  ber  nanie>  her  mouth  was  fresh 
and  graceful*  and  her  deep-blue  eyes,  fringed 
with  long  dark  lashes,  bestowed  on  her  that 
sweet  and  innocent  expression,  which  has  won 
the  admiration  of  all  times. 

It  was  much  to  be  regretted  that  her  ele- 
gant proportions  were  confined  within  a  bo- 
dice of  unseemly  length,  which  rather  forcibly 
compressed  her  charms ;  but  such  was  then  the 
fashicm.  Our  taste  is  better  now-a-days ;  we 
comply  with  nature,  rather  than  distort  it«  re- 
jecting the  absurd  incumbrances  of  lead, 
boops,  farthingales,  vasi/uines,  and  baskets. 
The  ladies,  too,  on  their  part,  by  a  fortunate 
coincidence  of  taste,  have  sanctioned  our  opi- 
nion, and  much  contributed  to  mutual  conve- 
nience. 

But  Blanche,  in  spite  of  her  low  waist,  her 
narrow  bodice,  her  short  garnished  sleeves^ 
and  high-heeled  shoes,  was  beautiful    What- 

d3 
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ever  beauty  wean  is  beautiful, — while  hnio- 
oence  enhances  every  charm,  and  lends  a  verity 
to  gracefulness  itself.  Blanche,  in  short, 
united  all  the  requisites  to  please;  notwith^ 
standing,  her  attractions  were,  to  all  appear- 
ance, lost  upon  the  Barber,  who  seemed  almost 
afraid  to  look  upon  her,  as  his  lips  reluctantly 
approached  her  forehead. 

'*  Have  you  passed  a  good  night  ?*'  said 
Blanche  to  Touquet. 

*'I  thank  you,  very  much  so.*' 

*'  Margaret  was  fearful  you  had  not  retired 
to  rest  till  late,  since  you  had  some  one  sup- 
ping with  you/' 

"  I  cannot  conceive  why  Margaret  assumes 
the  liberty  of  making  such  remarks,  or  what 
necessity  there  was  for  her  informing  you  that 
I  had  company  last  night.*' 

As  Touquet  spoke  he  cast  a  look  of  keen 
severity  at  Margaret,  who  continued  still  to 
dust  and  rub  the  fiimiture,  not  venturing  to 
meet  her  master's  angry  eye. 


<« 
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"  But,  my  kind  Mend/'  said  Blanche, 
"is  tiicre  any  harm  in  supping  with  one's 
friends?** 

None,  certainly." 

Of  what  fault  has  Margaret  been  guilty, 
then,  in  mentioning  it  to  me  ?" 

*'  A  servant  should  not  everlastingly  relate 
the  actions  of  her  master.  It  must  be  a  matter 
of  indifference  to  you.  Blanche,  whether  I  re- 
ceive a  visitor  or  not  of  nights/' 

"  Oh !  surely,  since  you  don't  allow  me  to 
come  down ;  though  I  should  like  it  better  far 
than  staying  in  my  room.'' 

"  Young  girls  should  not  converse  with  so 
much  company,  and  many  of  the  persons  who 
come  here  are  scarcely  known  to  me." 

'*  Ay,  in  the  morning ;  but  in  the  evening 
you  receive  your  friends  alone.'' 

"  In  the  evening  even  I  receive  but  few,  ex- 
cepting ChaudoreiUe,  with  whom  you  are  ac- 
quainted." 

♦•  Yes,  yes,   I   do  know   him    indeed,  and 
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never  can  refirain  from  laughter  when  I  see 
him:  which  rarely  happens,  by  the  bye>  for 
formerly  he  gave  me  music-lesaons,  but  now, 
I  think,  I  know  as  much  as  he  does.  You 
desire  that  I  should  never  leave  my  room." 

"  Because  it  is  improper,  Blanche,  that  you 
should  do  so." 

''  But,  when  you  wfe  alone,  I  would  rather 
keep  you  company  and  talk  with  you  than 
listen  to  the  tales  that  Margaret  relates,  which 
often  frighten  me  and  hinder  me  from  sleep- 
ing. 

"  You  know  that  I  am  no  great  talker,  and» 
after  the  fatigue  and  labour  of  the  day,  I  like 
tranquillity." 

"  ^'et  Margaret  says  you  never  go  to  bed 
till  late,  that  your  light  is  burning  nearly  all 
night  long,  and  that  she  thinks  you  hardly 
ever  have  one  hour  of  rest.'' 

The  old  domestic  coughed  repeatedly,  in- 
tending vainly  to  restrain  the  volubility  of 
Blanche,  who,  little  thinking  she  was  doing 
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harm,  paid  no  attention  to  the  hint,  bat  talked 
as  fluently  as  ever;  while  Margaret^  in  order 
to  evade  her  master's  eye,  exhibited  aug- 
mented energy  in  her  employment,  till,  at 
length,  the  Barber's  voice  was  audibly  ad- 
dressed to  her. 

'*  Margaret,  I  told  you,  when  you  first  came 
hither,  I  detested  indiscreet  and  curious 
people,  valets,  who  presume  to  pry  into  their 
masters'  matters.    Do  you  remember  this  ?" 

"Yes, — yes, — Sir," replied  the  aged  servant, 
continuing  still  to  rub  a  table. 

''  How  then  do  you  chance  to  know  that  I 
retire  to  bed  so  late,  that  I  put  out  my  light 
so  late,  and  that  I  sleep  so  ill  at  night  ?  you, 
who  should  be  every  evening  in  your  room  by 
nine,  and  go  to  bed  forthwith." 

**  I  ask  a  thousand  pardons.  Sir ;  but,  some- 
times when  the  wind  is  high,  or  when  it  thun- 
ders, I  cannot  fall  asleep.  On  those  occasions, 
Sir,  I  rise  to  say  a  prayer  to  my  guardian 
saint,  or  cross  the  tongs  and  shovel,  or  place  a 
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branch  of  box  upon  my  bed, — for,  as  you  toe 
aware,  Sir,  box  charms  away  a  storm;  and, 
had  they  put  some  in  the  arsenal  upon  the 
tower  of  Bili,  it  would  not  have  been  destroyed 
by  thunderbolts  and  lightning,  in  the  year 
one  thousand  five  hundred  and  thirty-seven* 
— or  thirty-eight, — but  which  I  don't  precisely 
know  at  present '* 

"  Morbleu  !  leave  talking  of  your  branch  of 
box  and  tower  of  Bili,  and  resolve  the  question 
I  have  put  to  you." 

"  I  am  coming  to  the  point.  Sir.  As  I  said, 
high  winds  or  storms  prevent  my  sleeping, 
and,  as  my  window  is  directly  opposite  your 
own, — when  I  say  opposite, — ^why,  yes, — but 
on  the  floor  above, — I  have  sometimes  seen 
your  lamp  alight,  and  you  yourself,  as  I  ima- 
gined, walking  in  your  room ;  I  was  not  cer- 
tain, it  is  true,  for  you  have  curtains,  and  the 
shadow  might  deceive  one." 

"  As  I  would  no  longer  tax  you  with  anxiety 
about  my  sleep,  to-morrow*  you  shall  change 


your   room,   and    sleep   in    tliat   immediately 
ahovo  my  own." 

'■  What,  Sir,  in  the  apartment  no  one  ever 
enters  7  I  do  not  bcUevo  it  lias  been  occupied 
since  bere  I  camo, — and  I  should  be  afraid" — 
"  Enough !  obey  me :  and  endeavour  to  de- 
aist  from  watching  all  my  steps,  or  I  shall  be 
necessitated  1o  dismisa  you." 

"  Good  heavens !  I  am  sorry  to  have  caused 

you  such  a  scolding,  Margaret,"   said  Blanche, 

an  she  dreir  near  the  Barber ;  "  if  she  did  tell 

me  so.  my  dear  kind  friend,  it  was  owing  only 

to  Uie  interest  she  feels  for  you  :  you  know 

how  much  she  is  attached  to  you-     But,  since 

you  arc  displeased  with  her,  I  promise  you  she 

never  more  shall  do   the  like  again.     Come, 

come;  it  is  all  over:  you  arc  not   angry  with 

her,  are  you  i"' 

■^  The    severity   of   Tou(]uet   was    somewhat 

^H  softened  by  the  sweet   and    tender  voice    of 

^^L        Blanche,  on  whom  he  almost  sinUedi  »  he 
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replied^  '^  Yes,  I  have  done ;  no  more  of  it.  As 
for  you,  Blanche,  continue  to  be  good  and 
docile." 

"And  then  you  will  allow  me  to  go  out 
sometimes,  into  the  Pre  aux  Clercs,  or  walk  in 
the  Place  Boyale  ?" 

"  We  will  see — we  will  see  all  that  hereafter ; 
but,  in  the  mean  time,  to  amuse  yourself,  why, 
change  your  work." 

''Why,  that  is  what  I  do;  I  often  leave  my 
needle  for  my  net-work  or  my  tapestry.  Oh ! 
you  will  see,  I  am  doing  something  now  quite 
beautiful.*' 

""I  know  your  taste  and  talent  You  have  a 
cithern,  and  can  entertain  yourself  with  play* 
ing  on  it  Chaudoreille  has  given  you  in- 
struction." 

''  Yes,  and  now  I  know  almost  as  much  as 
he;  for  I  do  not  believe  him  to  be  very  clever, 
notwithstanding  he  declares  himself  so  famous 
a  musician.     And  yet,  all  that  amuses  me  but 


ntt!e ;  I  had  rather  sit  beside  the  window  look- 
ing on  the  street:  but  then  again,  you  have 
forbidden  me  to  open  it. " 

"  True,  Blanche ;  tliere,  are  far  too  many 
idlers  gnddin^  in  this  quarter  of  the  city ;  you 
would  be  Been,  insulted,  ogled,  by  all  those 
bachelors  and  pages,  who  delight  in  Hot  and 
disorder." 

■'  That  is  settled  then,  the  window  shall  not 
be  opened-  Yet,  if  you  chose  it,  I  could  put  a 
mask  on ;  then  they  could  not  see  me. " 

"  You  would  be  no  less  the  subject  of 
Tcmark;  besides,  Blanche,  masks  are  not 
allowed  lo  any  but  the  ladies  of  the  court.  I 
canmrt  repeat  to  you  too  often  my  advico,  to 
shan  the  gaxc  of  those  importioent  and  giddy 
fellows  who  lounge  along  the  streets,  and 
•tire  at  ercry  window  as  they  pass.  Remember, 
you  arc  not  yet  sixteen :  a  few  years  more,  and 
I  shall  leaTe  this  town,  and,  having  sold  my 
houMJ,  retire  into  the  country;  there  you  will 
enjoy  your  libcrly,  and  meet  with  pies 
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infinitely  preferable  to  all  that  Paris  could 
afford  you.  But  hold !  I  hear  some  person  in 
the  shop ;  go^  Blanche,  to  your  apartment" 

The  young  girl  kissed  the  Barber,  and  in- 
stantaneously was  in  the  passage  leading  to 
the  staircase  of  her  chamber.  She  heaved  a 
gentle  sigh  on  entering  it,  and,  looking  round 
her,  said — 

*'  For  ever  here  !  the  same  dull  scene  for 
ever!  dull,  indeed!  with  none  but  Margaret  to 
speak  to!  but  she  is  kind  and  good — ^poor 
Margaret !  she  loves  me  dearly ;  but  her  stories 
are  so  very  wearisome !  however,  since  it  must 
be  so " 

And  she  resumed  the  tapestry  she  had 
recently  been  working,  singing  at  the  same 
time  one  of  the  three  songs  in  which  her 
music-master  had  instructed  her. 

The  door  soon  after  opened,  and  Margaret, 
who  had  followed  Blanche,  arrived,  but  not 

with  the  agility  of  legs  of  sixteen  years  of 
age. 
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The  old  domestic  was  extremely  discon- 
certed at  the  ciiangc  of  her  apartment — to  her 
an  alleration  of  no  trivial  moTnont,  And  owing 
totally  to  the  loquacity  of  Blanche.  But,  when 
till.'  latter  saw  (he  poor  old  woman's  tribulation, 
she  ran  to  meet  her,  took  her  hands  BSection- 
atcly,  and.  placing  her  upon  her  chair,  with  an 
engaging  smile,  said,  "  Margaret,  art  thou 
angry  with  me?  Ihou  surely  must  have  seen 
1  waa  unconscious  of  the  mischief  I  was 
making,  when  I  told  what  thou  luulst  s:iid 
to  me." 

The  tenderness  of  Blanche  was  irresistible ; 
and  age  is  the  mure  sensible,  because  the  less 
aocostorocd.  to  such  kind  affeclioas  ;  wherein, 
perhaps,  exiot*  tfao  reason  why  old  men,  as  it 
is  said,  have  lost  their  senses  on  experiencing 
the  fondness  of  the  young  and  beanliful,  from 
which  they  bad  so  long  been  hopelessly 
estranged. 

"  Ib  it  possible  to  continue  angry  irilh  you  T 
■aid  Mai^arct,  as  site  squccied  the  young 
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girl's  hand ;  **  and  yet>  believe  me^  it  is  mighty 
disagreeable  to  change  one*s  room — to  move, 
forsooth,  at  my  years  !'* 

"  I  ivill  assist  thee,  my  dear  Margaret^  I  will 
carry  all  for  thee/* 

"  Oh !  it  is  not  on  that  account ;  the  rooms 
are  both  upon  the  self-same  floor,  and  no 
great  distance  from  each  other  ;  but  then  the 
chamber  I  have  lived  in  for  these  eight  years, 
since  I  came  here  first,  thanks  to  my  prayers 
and  precautions,  is  proof  against  the  visits  of 
all  evil  spirits.  In  that  room  I  defy  the  wiles 
of  sorcery  and  magic;  and  all  that  I  have 
done  must  be  repeated  in  my  new  apartment.*' 

"  Dost  thou  think,  then,  Margaret,  that 
sorcerers  would  molest  thee,  should'st  thou 
neglect  all  those  precautions  V 

"  Why  should  I  not  think  so,  my  dear  ?  Do 
they  not  go  wherever  they  can  penetrate  ? — 
Oh  \  there  are  many  of  them,  many  of  them, 
^ere  in  Paris ;  they  even  carry  off  the  corpses 
hanging  on  the  gibbet  of  Montfaucon,  and 
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perpetrate  .ihouB^nd  horrid  deed,  to  gain  the 
object  of  their  witchcraft.  Kftj  year.  aeo-y«. 
this  .lory  wa.  related  to  me  by  nry  inother,- 
a  l«:<iuey,  «ho  had  ruiaed  himself  by  gamiag. 
„ld  hitoaclf  to  Salan  for  tea   crown..     The 
devil    instantly    lran.fomcd    him.elf  into    a 
.erpeal ,  and  look  po.se.sion  of  bis  bargain  by 
.Udlng  through  the  mouth  into  the  body  of 
h,s  pureha* :  and  ever  afterward,  lhemi«!r.ble 
wretch  m»ln  hideou,  faces,  feeling  a.  he  did 
the   terrible   inhabitant  within    him       Some 
year,  aflerward..  a  sorcerer  look  off  a  chc.alier 

cfUie  watch " 

-Alrl  my  good  Margaret,  there  you  are 
again,  about  to  tell  me  more  of  those  toriSc 
rtoric.  which  .0  ftighleo  me  at  nighl-time  1" 

..I  do  not  loll  you  them  to  frighten  you. 
but  to  pro«o  to  you  ho»  indi.p«n.ablo  it  is  to 
be  ap-n  vour  gtia'd  again.!  magician.,  and 
„ot  \«,  like  lho«,  unbelieving  per.on.  who 
d„»bl  everything  they  hear,  in  spita  of  th. 
.„„plc.  of  the  powor  of  a..g.c  which  are 
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daily  set  before  their  eyes  !  I  will  not  instance 
the  Marechale  d'Ancre  and  Urbain  Grandier, 
who  lodged  whole  hosts  of  devils  in  the  bodies 
of  the  Ursulines  of  Loudun — that  would  be 
too  terrible;  but  I  will  jnst  relate  to  you  what 
happened  to  a  great  magician  of  the  name  of 
Cesar  Perditor^  some  seventeen  years  ago ;  so 
you  perceive>  my  dearest  child,  it  is  no  very 
ancient  story." 

"  But,  my  dear  Margaret,  if  you  were  to 
think  of  moving  all  your  things,*'  said  Blanche, 
who  seemed  by  no  means  anxious  for  the  old 
domestic's  tale. 

"  We  have  time  enough  for  that,"  said 
Margaret,  as  she  drew  her  chair  towards  that 
of  Blanche,  delighted  to  recount  a  history  of 
sorcerers,  although  she  trembled  as  she  told 
it.     She  began  accordingly  : — 

*  This  Cesar,  it  was  said,  was  very  skilful 
in  the  magic  art,  and  hail  and  thunder  waited 
on  his  will ;  he  had  also  a  familiar  spirit,  and 
a  dog  that  carried  letters  for  him,  and  brought 
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back  the  aoBwers.    At  a  quarter  of  a  league 
ttcm.  this,  in  the  direction  of  Gentilly,  he  in- 
habited  a  cave,  in  which  he  showed  the  devil 
and  the  whole  of  the  infernal  court.     Ah !  my 
poor  child>  *tis  said  that  in  the  night  a  dread- 
ful noise  was  heard  to  a  considerable  distance 
round  the  cave.    This  was  when  he  was  com- 
posing philters  to   be    given   for  love,  and 
making  waxen  images,  to  cause  the  persons 
they  resembled  to  waste  away  and  die. 

"  One  day — no,  night,  I  should  say, — an  old 
man  reached  this  cave :  he  appeared  to  suffer 
deep  affliction.  A  great  lord,  a  libertine,  in 
short,  a  wicked  person,  had  taken  off  his  only 
child ;  and  the  poor  old  father,  unable  to  get 
justice  done  him,  came  in  his  despair  to  seek 
for  the  magician,  and  to  beg  of  him  the  means 
of  vengeance  on  the  person  who  had  injured 
him." 

"  Good  Margaret,  I  think  your  master  calls," 
said  Blanche,  endeavouring  to  suspend  the 
old  domestic's  story. 
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*'  No^  no ;  you  know  he  never  wants  me  but 
at  meab.  Now,  then,  we  were  saying  that  the 
old  man  went  in  quest  of  the  mi^cian,  who 
promised  him  his  aid ;  and  on  that  very  night 
a  greater  noise  than  usual  was  heard  about 
the  cave,  so  much  so,  that  the  lieutenant  of 
police  despatched  his  people  thither,  when 
Cesar  Perditor  was  apprehended  and  conveyed 
to  the  Bastile,  and,  shortly  after,  there  the 
devil  came  and  strangled  him." 

"  And  what  became  of  the  old  man,  ma 
bonne  ?" 

"  The  old  man — ^was  seen  no  more— at 
his  abode ;  no  doubt  the  devil  took  him  off, 
as  well  as  Cesar ;  or  perhaps  the  nobleman  had 
heard  what  he  intended  doing  through  the 
means  of  the  magician ;  but  nothing  more  was 
ever  heard  of  him.  That  proves  to  you,  my 
dear,  the  danger  of  resorting  to  such  persons." 

''  Then,  Margaret,  the  little  talisman  you 
gave  me,  which  I  always  wear,  is  not  the  work 
of  any  sorcerer  ?*' 
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•*  No,  certainly,  my  little  love;  no,  quite 
the  contrary ;  it  is  to  guard  you  from  their 
snarea ;  that  talisman  is  under  the  protection 
of  my  guardian  saint !  With  that,  my  dearest 
Blanche,  you  may  go  safely  where  you  choose, 
without  exposing  your  innocence  to  the  slight- 
est  danger.** 

*'  Then,  why  will  Monsieur  Touquet  not 
allow  me  to  go  outf* 

"  Because,  my  dearest.  Monsieur  Touquet 
hath  no  faith  in  talismans ,-  and,  indeed,  so 
much  the  worse  for  him/' 

'*  But  you,  Margaret^  who  are  afraid  of 
everything,  why  do  you  not  wear  a  talisman 
like  mine  V 

'*  Ah !  child,  the  use  of  thine  is  chiefly  to 
protect  thy  virtue ;  at  my  age,  talismans  for 
such  a  purpose  are  superfluous.'* 

"  My  virtue,  say  you  ?  what,  then,  do  ma- 
gicians seize  upon  the  virtue  of  young  girls  ?*' 

*'  Not  magicians  only,  but  gallants,  seducers, 

VOL.  I.  B 
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and  such  wicked  people  as  Monsieur  Touquet 
mentioned  to  you  but  this  morning.  ** 

"  And  if  they  did,  what  would  they  do  with 
it?" 

"  That  means,  my  child,  that  they  would 
try  to  turn  your  head,  and  fill  it  with  coquetry, 
folly,  dress,  disorder,  fiedsity ;  in  short,  to  make 
you  the  reverse  of  what  you  are,  my  good  and 
gentle  Blanche.** 

J'  Oh,  I  understand,  ma  bonne ;  but  yet,  I 
think  I  should  not  need  a  talisman  to  guard 
me  from  such  tastes  as  those.  I  would  not 
for  the  world  occasion  pain  to  him  who  has 
been  careful  of  my  infancy,  and  who  has  done 
so  much  for  me  since  I  lost  my  father.** 

••  'Tis  very  well,  my  dear,  to  talk  so :  but 
with  a  talisman,  you  see, — in  short,  I  find  it 
makes  one  more  at  ease ;  and  Monsieur  Tou- 
quet, if  he  believed  in  their  efiect  as  I  do, 
would  grant  you  much  more  liberty  than  you 
enjoy  at  present ;  not  that  I  blame  his  appre- 
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hensions  of  this  wicked  world ;  you  are  grow- 
ing daily  prettier  and  prettier.'* 

"  Do  wicked  people,  then,  torment  all  pretty 
girls,  ma  bonne  ?" 

*'  Alas,  my  dear,  they  do ;  I  too  well  recol- 
lect it:  and,  what  is  most  unfortunate,  the 
pretty  g^rls  will  listen  to  them  too.'* 

"  Do  they  listen  to  them  willingly  ?  they 
have  perhaps  a  better  mode  of  speaking,  then, 
than  other  people  V 

''  Not  better,  dear,  but  they  are  skilful  in 
deception ;  they  have  such  persuasive  tongues, 
such  treacherous  eyes,  and  wily  manners. 
Ah,  I  give  Heaven  my  thanks  thou  hast  a 
talisman !'' 

"  But,  dear  Margaret,  since  I  never  leave 
my  room " 

"  Doubtless ;  but  you  are  not  to  keep  your 
room  for  ever  :  and  certainly  I  think  that, 
under  my  protection,  you  might  occasionally 
be  allowed  to  walk  abroad.  But  Monsieur 
Touquet  is  so  rigorous !  how  rigorous  he  is  !^ 

e2 


r 


76  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

To  make  me  change  my  room,  because  I  doubt 
his  sleeping  well  at  night!  What  fault  is 
that  of  mine  ?" 

"  And  forbidding  me  to  open  my  window — " 

''  Ay,  because  it  looks  into  the  street ;  and 

if  he  knew  you  were  so  often  peeping  through 

it, ^but  the  panes  are  so  extremely  small  that 

one  can  hardly  see  you.  Why,  it  is  much  more 
like  a  grating  than  a  window ;  a  very  father 
could  not  be  more  particular.'' 

'*  Ah,  Margaret,  he  fills  the  place  of  one  to 

_  »» 
me. 

'*  Yes ;  I  know  he  does ;  and,  notwithstand* 
ing,  he  is  not  related  to  you,  is  he  ?" 

No,  Margaret,  I  believe  not" 

From  what  I  could  collect  about  the  neigh- 
bourhood before  I  entered  Monsieur  Touquet's 
service,  you  are  the  daughter  of  a  gentleman 
who  came  to  Paris  on  some  law  affair^  some 
ten  years  since." 

**  Yes,  good  Margaret;  I  then  was  rather 
more  than  five  years  old    I  still  retain  a  faint 
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impression  of  my  father.     He  was  so  kind  to 
me^  and  used  to  kiss  me  so !" 

"  And  your  mother,  too, — do  you  remember 
herr 

"  No,  alas !  but  I  remember  something  of 
the  night  on  which  we  came  here;  we  had 
been  a  long,  long  time  in  the  conveyance,  and 
came  from  a  considerable  distance." 

"  And  Monsieur  Touquet  lodged  you — for 
he  did  let  Jodgings  then.— Well  V 

"  Well,  I  was  very  tired ;  they  gave  me 
some  refreshment,  and  I  was  put  to  bed  in 
this  apartment,  the  same  that  I  have  slept  in 
ever  since." 

"  And  afterwards  V 

**  I  never  saw  my  father  more.  The  next 
day,  Monsieur  Touquet  told  me  he  was  dead.'' 
"  Ay,  most  disastrously,  as  I  have  heard : 
there  were  then,  as  is  the  case  too  often  now, 
encounters  nightly  between  pages,  lacqueys, 
and  the  honest  tradespeople,  who  were  shame- 
fully assaulted  when  going  to  their  homes  by 
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those  accursed  vfllains.  That  very  night,  a 
thousand  riots  were  committed  in  the  streets 
of  Paris ;  many  individuals  were  assassinated ; 
your  poor  unlucky  father,  when  returning 
home,  was  drawn  into  a  brawl,  and  perished 
in  self-defence : — and  that  is  all  I  know  about 
the  matter.  Are  you  acquainted  with  any 
more  particulars,  my  dear  T 

"  No,  Margaret,  I  am  not:  and  you  are 
aware  that  my  protector.  Monsieur  Touquet, 
objects  to  talk  upon  the  subject.*' 

''  Ay,  because  he  thinks  it  painful  to  your 
feelings.*' 

"  He  has  been  kind  enough  to  keep  me  with 
him,  to  educate  me  as  his  child,  to  cultivate 
what  talent  I  possess*  and  I  am  deeply  grate- 
ful to  him." 

'<  Oh,  yes ;  he  has  acted  with  great  good- 
ness ;  and  he  loves  you  too.  Although  averse 
from  conversation,  and  apparently  unkind  and 
cold  in  manner,  fiill  sure  I  am  he  feels  the 
liveliest  interest  in  your  welfare.    Though  far 
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from  old.  he  seems  to  have  bo  thought  of  mar- 
riage :  his  circumstances,  too,  are  caey ;  more 
so,  by  the  way,  than  he  wowld  have  them 
acem," 

"  Dost  tliou  think  so.  Margatct  ?" 

•■  Speak  low  !  speak  low !  Ah,  if  he  knew 
that  I  had  said  so,  and,  moreover,  that  I  had 
seen  him  Bometimes  counting  gold,  as  sure  ns 
fate  he  would  discharge  me  instantly '." 

"  Haat  thou  then  seen  him  counting  gold  V 

•'  Mademoiselle,  I  do  not  say  so.  No ;  I 
have  seen  nothing.  Ah,  good  heaven !  you 
will  go  and  blah  again  and  chatter.  I  should 
do  much  better  to  attend  to  the  removnl  of 
Tiy  things." 

"  I  will  go  with  you.  Margaret" 

'■  Well,  come  then,  if  you  will." 

Blanche  followed  Margaret,  who  sighed  as 
she  surveyed  the  room  she  was  about  to  leave. 
To  alleviate  her  tribulation,  Blanche  actively 
commenced  to  move  the  fiirniturc  and  other 
tluogB  belonging  to  the  old  dumustic  to  the 
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chamber  opposite.  In  vain  did  Margaret  re- 
peat to  her,  '*  Stay,  Miss ;  take  nothing  out 
till  I  have  sprinkled  it  with  holy  water.*' 
Blanche,  anxious  to  exempt  her  aged  friend 
from  all  fatigue^  soon  finished  the  removal, 
and  Margaret  at  length  made  up  her  mind  to 
enter  on  her  new  apartment,  which  she  onoe 
more  recommended  to  the  safeguard  of  her 
tutelary  saint. 

**You  will  be  better  here,  by  far,"  said 
Blanche  to  Margaret;  '*  this  room  is  more 
commodious  and  larger  than  the  other.'* 

*'  For  my  part,**  said  the  latter,  looking 
fearfully  around  her,  "  I  find  it  far  more  gloomy 
than  the  former.  This  large  alcove — these 
sombre  hangings — all  these  nooks  and  comers 
— ^here,  Blanche,  be  good  enough  to  look  in 
that  large  closet :  is  there  nothing  in  it  ?*' 

Blanche,  having  opened  and  examined  it, 
returned  to  Margaret  with  a  little  book,  on 
which  there  lay  an  inch  of  dust. 

**  I  can  find  but  this,*'  said  Blanche,  as  she 
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presented  it  to  Margaret,  who,  puttin;^  on  bcr 
apectaclea,  proceeded  to  examine  it. 

"  liet  us  see  what  we  have  here ;"  and  the 
old  woman,  after  various  endeavours,  succeeded 
in  deciphering  "The  Conjuring  Book  of 
O<loart  the  Sorcerer,  the  famous  tier  of  Aiguil- 
lettcs." 

"  Good  Heaven !"  said  Msrgaret,  as  she 
dropped  the  &ook;  "I  am  undone  if  that 
same  aorcorer  hath  slept  in  this  apartment. 
Mercy  on  me !  a  tier  of  Ai^Ulettes  1"' 

"  Of  AiguiUettes !  what  does  it  mean,  mn 
bonne f" 

"  Why.  Mademoiselle,  it  means — it  means  a 
wicked  man,  who  little  loves  his  neighbour ; 
a  person  given  to  sortilege  to  bring  misfortune 
on  his  fellow-creatures." 

"Ahl  that  is  an  abominable  disposition: 
are  there  people  of  that  kind  existing  now  i" 

'•  Alas !    there  are.  my  dearest  child  1  and 

Ibey  continue  their  unholy  craft ;  for  I  hate 

met  witJi  many,  in  the  courMe  of  my  long  life, 
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whom  they  had  sorcerised.   But  let  us  burn  it ; 
let  us  bum  it  without  loss  of  time.'* 

Margaret  cast  the  book  of  ooujuration  on 
the  hearth,  and»  haring  made  a  fire,  conngned 
it  to  the  flames,  at  the  same  time  putting  up 
her  prayers  to  her  guardian  saint;  while 
Blanche,  retiring  to  her  chamber,  resumed  her 
ordinary  occupations. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   CHEVALIER   CHAUDOREILLE. 

Blanche  and  Margaret  had  scarcely  left  the 
Barber^  ere  he  ran  to  meet  a  person  at  the 
door. 

"  Qaick,  quick !  step  ont^  then,  my  dear 
Chandoreille,"  said  Tonqnet ;  "  I  have  been 
anxiously  awaiting  thee,  for  I  have  matters  of 
some  moment  to  impart  to  thee  to-day." 

Our  new  acquaintance,  who  had  just  arrived 
at  Master  Touquet's  shop,  was  four^and-thirty 
years  of  age ;  though,  &om  his  wrinkled  face 
and  hollow  cheeks,  he  might  fairly  have  been 
taken  for  the  riper  years  of  forty-five;  his 
mJIow  complexion  was  relieved  by  two  small 
scarlet  circles,  which  shone  upon  his  high 
cheek-bones,  and,  by  their  brilliancy  and  depth 
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of  colour^  palpably  betrayed  their  origin.  His 
eyes  were  small  but  lively,  and  Monsieur 
Chaudoreille,  who  never  fixed  them  on  the 
person  he  addressed,  maintained  them  in  a 
state  of  rapid  and  incessant  locomotion  ;  his 
small  pug-nose  presented  an  emphatic  contrast 
with  the  spacious  elongation  of  his  mouth, 
which  was  surmounted  with  immense  mus- 
tachios  of  the  fiery  colour  of  his  hair,  while 
his  nether  lip  was  ornamented  with  a  quaint 
imperial,  tapering  to  the  bottom  of  his  chin. 

The  Chevalier  s  stature  was  somewhat  about 
four  feet  ten,  and  the  skin-and-bone  condition 
of  his  body  was  the  more  perceptible  from  the 
tight  and  threadbare  garment  which  enclosed 
it.  His  doublet  had  sustained  the  loss  of 
sundry  buttons,  and,  having  been  both  darned 
and  botched  in  a  variety  of  places,  was  evi- 
dently on  the  point  of  a  relapse  into  its  former 
apertures.  On  the  other  hand,  his  haut-de- 
chausses,  or  inexpressibles,  ridiculously  over- 
large,  displayed  a  most  voluminous  profusion 
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round  his  thighs,  and  more  emphatically  showed 
the  thinness  of  the  shanks  below;  for  the 
tawny  funnel  boots  which^  fell  upon  his  ancles 
did  not  suffice  to  hide  the  utter  absence  of  a 
calf.     His  heels  were  full  two  inches  high,  and 
always   decorated  with  a  pair  of  monstrous 
spurs;    his  doublet  and   his  inexpressibles, 
originally  of  a  roseate  hue,  had  sensibly  de- 
parted from   their  pristine  colour,  and  were 
associated  with  a  little  cloak  as  faded  as  the 
other  parts  of  his  costume,  and  falling  barely 
to  his  hip  :  if  to  these  we  add  a  ruff  of  most 
extravagant  dimen^ons ;  a  little  hat  and  old 
red  plume,  invariably  cocked  upon  his  ear; 
an  old  green  silken  belt ;  a  sword  much  longer 
than  the  weapons  carried  at  that  period,  so 
much  so,  that  the  hilt  was  on  his  chest  when 
the    opposite    extremity  was   nearly  on  the 
ground,  we  shall  have  a  pretty  faithful  por- 
trait of  the  personage  who  styled  himself  the 
ChevaUer  de  Chaudoreille.     The  Gascon  ac- 
cent of  the  knight  revealed  his  country ;  as  he 
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walked,  his  head  was  ostentatiously  thrown 
back  between  his  shoulders,  with  his  nose 
erect  as  if  to  snuff  the  wind ;  and,  throwing  out 
his  leg  as  if  about  to  take  a  posture  of  defence, 
he  seemed  to  look  defiance  at  every  passenger 
tl^at  passed  him. 

No  sooner  had  he  reached  the  shop  than 
the  Chevalier  threw  himself  upon  a  bench,  as  if 
excessively  fetigued,  and,  as  he  placed  his  hat 
beside  him.  cried, — 

"  Let  me  repose  a  moment,  Saudis !  I  well 
deserve  it ! — ouf ! — ^the  night  that  I  have 
passed  !     Good  heavens,  what  a  night  !'* 

"  And  what  the  devil  hast  been  doing  all 
night  long,  that  thou  seem'st  so  dreadfully 
fatigued  r 

"  Ah !  nothing  more  than  usual,  it  is  true, 
for  me ;  merely  beaten  four  huge  sharpers, 
who  took  it  in  their  heads  to  stop  a  countesses 
sedan ;  wounded  two  pages  who  thought  fit  to 
treat  a  girl  impertinently ;  bestowed  an  earnest 
of  my  weapon  on  a  student  who  was  entering 


THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS.  87 

the  ¥rindow  of  a  dwelling-house;  delivered 
over  to  the  watch  four  thieves  about  to  rifle  a 
poor  gentlenian ; — that  is  much  about  the  sum 
of  my  last  night's  employment/' 

"  Bless  me  !'*  said  Touquet,  as  a  smile  of 
irony  escaped  him,  "  dost  thou  know,  Chaud- 
oreilIe>  thou  art  worth  at  least  three  patroles 
of  the  watch  ?  It  is  but  fit  the  king  or  my 
lord  cardinal  should  compensate  such  gallant 
conduct^  by  giving  thee  some  high  police  ap- 
pointment in  this  town,  instead  of  leaving  such 
a  brave  and  useful  person  to  parade  the 
stones  all  day,  and  run  from  gaming-house 
to  g^aming-house  to  try  to  borrow  a  poor 
crown," 

"Yes/*  said  Chaudoreille,  pretending  to 
have  lost  the  latter  portion  of  the  Barber's 
speech,  '*  I  must  admit  that  I  am  brave,  and 
that  my  sword  hath  often  been  of  service  to 
the  state ;  that  is — of  use  to  the  oppressed : 
but  then,  I  act  disinterestedly,  I  obey  the  im- 
pulse of  my  heart :  'tis  in  the  blood,  eadidis  I 
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honour  above  all  things! — and  these  are  not 
tlio  times  for  trifling ! — I  am  what  they  caU  at 
court  'punctilious  on  the  point  of  honour.* 
Let  me  but  mark  a  disrespectful  wink — a  dis- 
tant look — ^but  feel  another's  cloak  brush  mine 
— -presto ! — ^my  sword  is  bare  ;  I  know  no 
other  argument !  I  would  fight  a  child  of  five 
years  old  who  treated  me  with  the  remotest 
disrespect  !*' 

''  I  know  we  live  in  times  when  people  fight 
for  straws;  and  yet,  I  never  knew  thy  duels 
make  much  noise/* 

•  

"  What  the  devil !  my  dear  Touquet,  didst 
thou  ever  hear  a  dead  man  speak  ?  And,  let 
mo  tell  thee,  there*s  an  end  of  them  who  once 
encounter  me.  Thou  hast  heard  of  the  re- 
nowned Balagni,  styled  the  brave,  who 
perished  in  a  duel  fifteen  years  agone.  Well, 
my  friend,  I  am  his  pupil  and  successor." 

"  It  is  unfortunate  thou  wast  not  brought 
into  the  world  two  centuries  ag^.  Now,  tour- 
naments are   going  out  of  fashion,  and  all 
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those  knights  who  vindicated  injuries,  and 
cleft  asunder  giants,  at  a  stroke^  are  never 
seen — except  in  picture-galleries." 

"  Certain  it  is,  that,  had  I  but  existed  in 
the  times  of  the  Crusades,  I  would  have 
brought  back  from  Palestine  two  thousand 
Pagan  ears ;  but,  my  dear  Rolanda  was  among 
the  Saracens.  This  redoubted  sword,  which  I 
inherit  from  a  second  cousin,  who  again  in- 
herited the  same  from  Orlando  Furioso— ay, 
this  blade^ — hath  sent  the  devil's  own  legion 
to  the  other  world." 

'*  I  am  fearful  it  will  trip  thee  up  some  day : 
it  seems  by  far  too  long  for  thee.** 

'^  And^  notwithstanding,  by  dint  of  use,  it  is 
reduced  an  inch  in  length  since  first  it  came 
in  my  possession ;  and,  if  I  go  on  as  I  began 
with  it,  it  will  eventually  become  a  mere 
stiletto.^' 

"  Well,  let  us  leave  the  subject  of  thy 
prowess,  Chaudoreille ;  I  have  something  of 
more  moment  to  discuss  with  thee.** 
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"  What  doBt  thou  then,  infortunate  ? 
Would'st  thou  break  Holanda — the  sword  of 
Charlemagne's  own  nephew  ?" 

"  If  the  blade  be  good,  it  will  not  break 
with  that.  How  think'st  thou  I  can  shave  thee 
with  that  enormous  partisan  across  thy  knees  V 

"  Thou  might* st  at  least  have  handled  it 
with  care.  Sandis !  thou  art  almost  as  hasty 
as  myself." 

"  Dost  thou  wish  that  I  should  cut  off  thy 
mustachios  ?" 

"  By  no  means !  never !  A  knight  without 
mustachios!  how  canst  thou  think  of  such  a 
thing  ?  Dost  thou  wish  me  to  be  taken 
for  a  girl?"  ^ 

"  There  is  but  little  fear,  I  think,  of  that 
mistake.'* 

"  Well,  never  mind ;  I  stick  essentially  to  my 
moustachios  and  imperial ; — it  gives  effect — a 
masculine  expression.  Ah!  our  first  king 
Francis  knew  the  use  of  that  small  tuft  upon 
the  chin.  Dost  thou  perceive  I  bear  a  trifling 
likeness  to  that  monarch  ?" 
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"  Trifling,  truly ;  for  I  defy  a  soul  alive  to 
find  it  out.  But  let  us  come  to  business.  I 
have  employment  for  thee : — art  thou  free 
from  all  engagements?" 

"  Free !  why,  yes — that  is  to  say,  I  would 
abandon  anything  for  thee.  I  have  sundry 
amorous  assignations,  and  five  or  six  afiairs 
of  honour  on  my  hands ;  but  they  can  be 
deferred." 

"  Thou  may*st  gain  some  pistoles  in  this 
business.** 

"  I  am  the  man  to  go  through  fire  to  serve 
thee.'* 

''  The  affair  does  not  relate  immediately  to 


me. 


"  Ay,  ay !  I  apprehend — some  delicate  com- 
mission. I  have  already  served  thee,  as  thou 
know*st,  in  divers  instances.*' 

^'  And  I  hope  that,  in  the  present  one,  thou 
wilt  endeavour  to  be  more  expert;  for  thy 
conduct  upon  late  occasions  doth  not  plead 
much  in  favour  of  thy  friture  service." 

''  Ah !  my  dear  Touquet,  be  not  unjust.     I 
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think  I  got  out  of  the  scrape  with  tolerable 
skill;  for^  look  now,  in  the  first  place,  thou 
intrustest  me  to  give  a  note  to  a  young  lady, 
without  the  knowledge  of  her  parents." 

"  Yes ;  and  thou  directly  gav'st  the  letter  to 
her  mother." 

"  Why,  the  devil !  how  was  I  to  guess  she 
was  the  mother  ?  The  woman  was  bedecked 
with  rouge,  and  flowers,  and  lace — a  bodice, 
too,  that  squeezed  her  waist  into  the  thickness 
of  my  thumb.  I  do  admit,  I  did ;  I  took  her 
for  the  daughter.  What  with  their  hoops, 
their  baskets,  lead,  and  monstrous  head- 
dresses, it  will  soon  be  difficult  to  know  a 
woman's  sex." 

'*  Another  time,  I  bade  thee  sham  a  quarrel 
with  some  friends  of  thine,  in  order  to  attract 
a  crowd,  and  so  impede  the  progress  of  a 
lady's  chair,  in  order  to  afibrd  an  op- 
portunity to  some  one  to  exchange  a  word 
with  her.     How  did  it  end?      By    thy  re- 


94  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

ceiving  three  sound  boxes  o'  the  ear,  and 
taking  to  thy  heels '* 

"  Ah !  my  worthy  friend,  lay  all  the  blame 
upon  my  bravery.  I  knew  the  quarrel  was  a 
sham  one ;  notwithstanding,  at  the  third  in- 
fliction, I  felt  the  very  blood  boil  up  into  my 
face,  and  went  away  for  fear  of  waxing  wroth." 

"  This  time,  at  all  events,  I  hope  thou  wilt 
act  better." 

"  Speak ;  dost  thou  need  my  arm,  my  cou- 

'*  No,  Heaven  be  thanked !  I  will  not  put  thy 
courage  to  the  proof.  The  affair  is  very 
simple,  and  need  cost  thy  genius  no  great 
effort." 

"  So  much  the  worse ;  for,  by  Bolanda,  I 
protest  I  felt  disposed  to  brave  all  sorts  of 
danger.  Take  care,  my  friend,  thy  razor 
comes  too  near  my  nose :  thou  wilt  end  by 
taking  off  a  slice  of  it ;  and  then  farewell  the 
charms  of  physiognomy  !'* 
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"  Be  not  afraid^  most  valiant  Chaudoreille ; 
I  will  respect  thy  face :  it  were ,  indeed,  a  pity 
to  destroy  it." 

"  Yes,  verily ;  and  it  would  draw  forth  tears 
from  more  than  one  exalted  lady,  who  deigns 
to  look  with  favour  on  thy  servant.*' 

"  Methinks  the  ladies  whom  thou  speak'st 
of  would  do  well  to  make  a  present  to  thee  of 
another  doublet,  for  thine  hath  obvious  claims 
to  its  discharge." 

''  My  dear  friend,  Touquet,  love  dwells  not 
on  such  trifles :  doublet  or  no  doublet,  I  am 
still  the  man  to  please ; — the  fashion  of  the 
man  is  everything;  and,  let  me  tell  thee,  I 
have  cut  out  more  cavaliers  than  one,  in  spite 
of  all  their  frippery  and  tinsel.    Moreover,  if 
I  wished  for  ruffles,  lace,  and  knick-knacks,  I 
could  have  them  for  a  smile.     Ah!  heavens, 
Touquet,  my  dear  Touquet !  look,  thy  neigh- 
bour's dog  has  got  my  ruff ! — ah  !  the  thief ! 
he  has  it  in  his  mouth !" 
"  Then  take  it  from  hun." 
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*'  Yes,  that  is  easier  said  than  done.  That 
cursed  dog  bites  every  one." 

Chaudoreille  jumped  up,  half  shaved,  and 
van  to  draw  his  sword ;  but  while  he  was  un- 
sheathing it,  the  dog  had  darted  frOm  the' 
shop  and  carried  off  the  ruff,  on  which  the 
Gascon  knight  pursued  him  down  the  street, 
exclaming — 

"My  ruff!  Saudis!  My  ruff !  Stop  thief! 
stop  thief!*' 

The  cries  of  Chaudoreille  increased  the  dog's 
velocity,  and  the  astonished  passengers  beheld 
a  man  half  dressed,  with  one  cheek  shaved 
and  one  bedaubed  with  lather,  running,  sword 
in  hand,  and  crying  out,  "  Stop  thief!*"  The 
cockneys  (for  the  race  existed  in  those  days) 
were  instantly  collected,  and  followed  dose 
upon  the  heels  of  Chaudoreille  to  see  the  end 
of  the  adventure.  As  the  dog  was  pelted  by 
the  children,  he  improved  his  speed,  and, 
taking  down  a  narrow  alley  with  the  swiftness 
of  a  shoty  disappeared  firom  the  exasperated 
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knight,  who,  utterly  incapable  of  keeping  up 
the  chase,  stopped  short,  and  heaved  a  heavy 
aigh-  The  little  man  was  doubly  angry  on 
witnessing  the  mirth  of  the  beholders,  and 
began  to  swear,  but  low  enough  to  be  unheard, 
and  making  way  through  the  surrounding 
crowd,  he  at  length  regained,  with  sorrow  on 
his  countenance,  the  Barber's  house. 

"Thou  must  be  mad,  to  run  in  such  a 
manner  through  the  streets ;"  said  Touquet, 
who  had  grown  impatient  during  Chaudoreille's 
excursion ;  "  it  would  but  serve  thee  right,  if 
I  refused  to  finish  shaving  thee." 

*'  Ah !  CadedUs !  it  is  mighty  well  for  thee  to 
say  so,  but  1  am  robbed— a  ruff  of  that  mag- 
nificence !" 

**  Thou  wilt  put  on  another/* 
"  I  have  no  other.*' 

"But  with  a  smile  thou  hast  whate  er  thou 
wilt/' 

Yes :  but  I  am  not  in  smiling  humour." 
Well,  come,  compose  thyself;  if  our  affair 
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succeeds,  as  I  have  little  doubt  it  will,  I  will 
supply  thee  with  some  crowns^  and  then  thou 
mayest  buy  collars  of  another  sort,  for  rofia 
are  out  of  fashion.** 

This  assurance  of  the  Barber's  pacified  in 
some  degree  the  tribulation  of  the  knight, 
who  once  more  took  his  seat,  that  Tonquet 
might  conclude  his  interrupted  operation. 

•'Thou  wilt  go  to  day  into  the  City,"  re- 
sumed Touquet,  as  he  despatched  the  beard 
of  the  Chevalier,  ''to  the  Rue  de  la  Calandre ; 
thou  wilt  go  ^  a  perfiimer's  shop,  it  is  some- 
where near  the  middle  of  the  street** 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  it  well,  I  deal  there.** 

"So  much  the  better;  thou  wilt  thereby 
have  the  easier  access;  and  of  necessity,  thou 
knowest  the  girl  I  am  about  to  describe  to 
thee.  She  is  twenty  years  of  age,  or  there- 
abouts, of  middling  stature,  active,  and  well- 
made,  her  hair  is  brown,  her  eyes  extremely 
black  and  penetrating." 

"  Listen  to  me ;  it  is  just  possible  I  may  not 
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know  her^  since,  for  these  three  years  past,  I 
have  made  no  purchase  in  perfumery,  as 
odours  are  injurious  to  my  nerves.*' 

'*  Chaudoreille,  it  would  afford  me  an  in- 
finitude of  pleasure,  if,  when  with  me,  thou 
wouldst  dispense  with  these  perpetual  lies/' 

"  What  dost  thou  mean  by  that  ?  /  lie ! 
Sandis  !    I  swear  to  thee,  by  my  Bolanda — " 

''  Be  silent,  and  attend  to  me :  a  powerful 
lord  hath  fallen  in  love  with  the  young  girl, 
whose  portrait  I  have  drawn  thee  ;  this  noble- 
man is  the  Marquis  de  Yillebelle." 

*'  Bless  us,  the  Marquis  de  Yillebelle !     A 

gay  gallant,  much  spoken  of — it  enchants  me 

to  be  occupied  for  men  of  such  a  stamp.     He 

is  as  brave  as  generous,  much  such  another 
roue   as  myself  I     I  am  anxious  to  convince 

him  of  my  zeal  and  genius.*' 

"  Thou  must  begin  then  by  restraining  thy 

eternal  tong^ue;    and    remember,    thou    wilt 

dearly  expiate  the  slightest  indiscretion.     I 

should  not  have  mentioned  to  thee  the  name 
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of  our  employer,  had  tlie  g^rl  herself  not 
known  it;  but  as  she  might  perhaps  hare  let 
it  sUp  herself,  *tis  better  I  should  tell  it  thee. 
Once  more,  too,  recollect,  'tis  I,  and  not  the 
Marquis,  who  employ  thee.  I  myself  could 
execute  the  business  I  confide  to  thee,  but  I 
begin  to  own  a  staid  and  honest  reputation ; 
it  is  generally  thought  that,  contrite  for  the 
errors  of  my  youth,  I  meddle  with  no  more 
intrigues,  and  I  would  not  destroy  the  good 
opinion  which  the  neighbourhood  at  present 
entertains  of  me." 

'' Ah !  rogue, thou  art  as  cunning  as  a  monkey; 
thy  affairs  are  thereby  all  the  easier  to  conduct, 
and  many  are  the  persons  taken  in  by  that 
austere  and  frigid  air  of  thine.  But  thou  art 
right,  Sandis !  One  must  dissemble ;  dissimula- 
tion is  the  very  essence  of  intrigue,  and  I 
must  try  myself  to  moderate  my  libertine 
demeanour,  the  easier  to  gain  my  ends  with 
all  the  little  innocents." 

The  Barber  shrugged  his  shoulders,   and 
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made  a  gesture  of  impatience,  which  again 
approached  the  razor  to  the  nose  of  Chau- 
doreille,  whose  face  became  completely  pale^ 
excepting  the  eternal  red  which  never  fled  his 
prominent  cheek-bones. 

"Curses  on  theeP'  exclaimed  Touqaet,  as 
he  held  the  knight  in  an  immoveable  position 
by  the  nose,  and  gave  him  the  concluding 
Btrdce>  ''canst  thou  not  be  still  one  instant, 
and  abstain  from  trembling  at  my  razor  ?  It 
would  serve  thee  right  if  thou  wert  gashed 
from  ear  to  ear.  Come,  get  up  then ;  I  have 
done." 

"Great  thanks,"  cried  Chaudoreille,  who 
breathed  more  freely,  "  I  am  shaved  like  any 
cherub.  Oh !  thy  hand  is  sure  as  it  is  light. 
I  owe  thee  now  for  seventy-seven  times." 

"  Good ;  our  reckoning  shall  be  made  here- 
after." 

''I  know  thou  canst  rely  on  me;  thou  art 
not  like  the  barber,  who  shaves  a  friend  of 
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mine  on  credit,  and  makes  a  notch  each  time 
upon  his  face,  by  way  of  keeping  score." 

"  Now  then,  before  any  one  comes  in,  let  us 
talk  of  this  affair.'* 

"  Proceed,  111  listen  to  the^  while  I  wipe 
my  face.^' 

"Thou  wilt  go,  then,  to  the  shop  of  this 
perfumer,  and  as  you  purchase  something — ^*' 

"  Ay,  a  collerette^  or  ruff^  for  ii^tance.'* 

"  No  matter  what." 

'^  A  ruff— yes,  ruffs  are  more  becoming  to  me." 

''Hold  thy  accursed  clack,  we  are  not 
talking  of  thy  face.  Thou  wilt  join  in  con- 
versation with  the  girl  I  have  described  to 
thee,  and  tell  her  that  the  Marquis  de  Ville- 
belle  is  desperately  smitten  with  her." 

"  Yes,  1*11  tell  her  he  will  stab  himself  before 
her  eyes,  if  she  refuses — " 

"  Pshaw !  Killing  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 
Fool !  that  were  indeed  a  pretty  means  for  the 
seduction  of  a  mere  grisette.'' 
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^For  my  part,  I  invariably  seduce  them  so," 
**  Speak  rather  of  gifts,  of  jewels,  keepsakes ; 
that  is  a  readier  course  to  touch  the  tender 
point.** 

*'  To  every  man  his  method ;  as  for  me,  I 
never  touched  their  hearts  by  means  like  those. 
However,  I  will  say  or  do  whatever  thou  shalt 
tell  me,  and  play  the  generous  and  magnificent 
Marquis  tike  a  veritable  son  of  Gascony.** 

*'  In  short,  thou  wilt  solicit,  in  his  name,  a 
meeting  for  to-morrow  evening.*' 
"  But,  where  ?" 

**  Wheree'r  thou  wilt ;  though  it  were  better 
to  appoint  some  unfrequented  spot." 
♦'  Tis  well ;  what  then  r 
'*  The  rest  remains  with  me." 
"  One  moment !  should  the  little  thing  re- 
fuse a  rendezvous  ?** 

"  Dost  thou  think  it  likely,  now  ?  a  shop- 
girl who  discovers  she  has  caught  the  fancy  of 
the  noble  Marquis  de  Villebelle !  I'll  be  sworn 
she  is  already  racked  with  sheer  impatience 
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that  no  messenger  arrives  from  him.  Thou 
needs  must  manage  most  incapably  indeed,  to 
fedl  in  this  affair/* 

"  Be  not  uneasy,  I  am  not  a  bumpkin,  and 
am  resolved  by  this  transaction  to  place 
myself  in  the  good  graces  of  the  Marquis.'* 

"  Once  more  I  tell  thee,  'tis  with  me,  and 
not  with  him,  thou  hast  to  do;  and,  if  by  any 
accident,  a  syllable  of  this  adventure  should 
escape  thee;  should'st  thou  be  unfortunate 
enough  to  name  the  Marquis,  I  promise  thee 
that  razor  blade  of  mine  shall  spoil  the  face, 
which  thou  appear'st  to  hold  in  such  inordinate 
esteem." 

The  Barber's  eyes  announced  a  firm  deter- 
mination to  fulfil  his  threat,  in  case  of  need  •' 
and  Chaudoreille  proceeded  speedily  to  take 
his  sword,  which  he  suspended  to  his  side; 
observing  in  a  murmur — 

*'  Yes,  undoubtedly,  I  hold  my  face  in  great 
esteem ;  and  well  I  may  do  so^  for  I  am  in  its 
debt  for  many  a  soft  and  happy  moment. 
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\\m  devil  of  a  fellow,  Touquet,  is  ever  at  his 
jests.  But,  friends  must  not  fall  out ;  veknow 
each  other's  bravery,  and  therefore,  it  were 
useless  to  put  it  to  the  test.  By  Rolanda ! 
I  protest  to  thee  the  most  profound  discretion  ; 
and  thou  know*st  if  I  am  worthy  to  be  trusted ; 
thou  hast  known  me  ere  to-day — ay  fifteen 
years  and  more,  we  have  been  linked  in  bonds 
of  firiendship.  We  are  lads,  too,  who  have  cut 
some  capers  of  our  own ;  what  wonderful  in- 
trigues have  been  successfully  conducted  by  our 
ingenuity ! — not  to  speak  of  our  particular  and 
individual  feats.  Thou,  built  like  Hercules, 
with  a  face  of  the  antique :  a  noble  form ; 
adored  by  all  great  ladies:  at  least,  by 
women  on  a  larger  scale.  Myself,  a  smaller 
person,  but  of  perfect  shape  and  modem  physi- 
ogpaomy ;  my  whole  pretensions  resting  on  my 
grace  and  lightness.  Love  never  gave  thee 
much  concern :  money  was  thy  object ;  ay,  gold 
and  gambling;  they  were  thy  delight  I  like 
play  too,  I  must  confess,  and  am  unrivalled 
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at  piquet.  But  thea  no  trivial  portion  of  my 
moments  is  ^igrossed  by  gallantry ;  I  cannot 
help  it^ — I  adore  the  women !  nor  is  it  to  be 
wondered  at;  I  am  their  spoiled,  their  petted 
child:  they  have  scattered  flowers  across  the 
path  of  my  existence ;  and  there  remains  no 
trifling  number  to  be  gathered  yet  To  them 
I  have  devoted  heart  and  sword.  Bat  love 
and  valour  do  not  always  lead  to  fortune. 
Thou  hast  attained  it  sooner  than  myself,  and 
I  congratulate  thee  thereupon.  While  I  was 
on  the  track  of  some  delicious  Venus,  thou 
wast  successfully  conducting,  without  me,  some 
intricate  intrigue :  for  formerly,  this  house 
did  not  belong  to  thee, — and  now  it  is  thy 
property ;  of  course,  it  did  not  tumble  from 
the  skies/' 

''  What  art  thou  meddling  with  ?"  exclaimed 
the  Barber  in  an  angry  accent ;  ^'  what  is  it 
to  thee,  how  I  acquired  this  house  T'  When  I 
have  used  thy  services,  have  I  not  paid  thee : 
and    often  far  beyond  thy  merits?    I  have 
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i^Iready  told  thee,  Chaudoreille,  that  if  thou 
hast  a  vnsli  we  should  continue  friends, — ^that 
if  it  please  thee,  that  I  now  and  then  enable 
thee  to  pick  up  sundry  crowns, — ^leave  off  thy 
foolish  questions,  and  never  seek  to  learn 
what  one  doth  not  think  fit  to  let, thee  know; 
or  otherwise  I'll  turn  thee  out  of  doors,  and 
never  shalt  thou  put  thy  foot  within  them 
more." 

•'  Holla,  holla !  Sandis !  my  dear  friend 
Touquet,  thou  art  Vesuvius  in  miniature !  If 
I  were,  like  thyself,  to  yield  to  my  impetuous 
disposition,  what  pretty  things  would  happen ! 
Enough ;  no  more  of  this.  Mum !  Now  I  am 
dressed  all  right,  except  my  ruff;  but  how 
can  I  appear  abroad  without  it  ?** 

"  It  was  but  now  thou  went'st  into  the  street 
half-naked." 

''  Ay,  then  I  had  my  rapier  in  my  grasp, 
and  at  such  a  moment,  I  see  my  victim  only. 
Well,  no  matter ;  I  can  pull  my  cloak  a 
little  higher  up.     Ah !  I  had  near  forgot  the 
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most  important  point  of  alL  If  I  am  to 
purchase  something  in  the  little  creature's 
shop,  I  must  have  money;  and  it  happens^ 
that  at  present  I  am  high  and  dry.'* 

"Hold;  take  these  ten  crowns,  upon 
account  of  what  I  mean  to  give  thee>  if  thy 
work  be  cleverly  performed/* 

*'  The  thing  is  done/'  said  ChaudoreiUe ; 
who  took  the  money^  dravring  from  his  girdle, 
at  the  same  time,  an  old  silk  faded  purse, 
which  had  been  red  in  times  of  old,  and  into 
which  he  counted,  one  by  one,  and  with  an 
air  of  grave  respect,  the  pieces  given  him  by 
the  Barber. 

*'  It  is  too  early  yet,"  said  Touquet,  ''  to  go 
to  the  perfumer's.  Those  ladies  open  shop 
much  later  than  myself.  In  the  mean  time, 
oanst  thou  not  step  up  to  Blanche,  and  give 
her  her  music  lesson  ?  it  may  amuse  her ;  for«  I 
must  admit,  she  hath  but  little  entertainment 
in  her  room,  where  Margaret  is  all  she  sees." 

At  the  name  of  Blanche^  the  Gascon  lifted 
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up  his  eyes  to  heaven  and  breathed  a  sigh, 
which,  notwithstanding,  he  conceired  it  prudent 
in  the  Barber's  presence  to  cut  short; 
excUdming,  "  A^propos !  how  is  the  pretty 
girl  ?  I  was  just  about  to  make  inquiry  for  her ; 
for  I  have  not  seen  her  for  an  age." 

*'  She  is  well,  but  weary  of  the  house,  and 
wishes  to  go  out." 

"  Why  the  devil  then,  in  that  case,  am  I  not 
sent  more  frequently  to  keep  her  company  ?  I 
should  amuse  the  little  Blanche,  and  play  to 
her." 

"  I  am  not  so  certain  thy  society  would 
please  her.  She  says,  thou  hast  but  one  song 
only ;  and,  as  to  her  cithern,  that  she  is  fully 
as  proficient  as  thyself." 

"  The  vanity  of  these  young  girls !  I  admit 
her  progress  has  been  rapid,  and  that  is  not 
surprising ;  I  have  a  knack  in  teaching,  that 
would  make  a  jackass  sing!  Besides,  the 
little  darling  is  intelligent ;  but  still  I  flatter 
myself  that  I  have  much  in  store  to  teach  her, 
for  some  time  to  come." 
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''  Chaudoreille,  I  have  given  thee  a  striking 
proof  of  confidence  in  admitting  thee  to 
Blanche ;  and  thou  hast  sworn  to  me  that  thou 
wilt  never  breathe  a  word  about  her  beauty." 

''Be  easy  on  that  subject;  should  I  be 
asked,  by  accident,  if  I  know  the  child  thou 
hast  adopted,  I  shall  answer,  as  agreed  between 
us,  that  I  have  seen  her  once  or  twice — 'that 
she  is  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other — a  face, 
in  short,  that  one  may  see  a  thousand  times, 
without  remembering  it." 

"  That  is  right.  Were  it  suspected  that 
this  house  contains  one  of  the  greatest  beauties 
in  the  town,  I  should  never  have  a  moment's 
quiet.  My  doors  would  be  eternally  beset  by 
rakes  and  profligates;  my  house  would  be 
the  rendezvous  of  all  the  sparks  and  libertines 
in  the  vicinity ;  nor  could  I  be  absent  for  a 
moment,  without  some  effort  being  made  by 
some  of  them  to  gain  admission  to  the  girl. 
Old  Margaret's  circumspection  would  be  as 
insufficient  as  my  own  for  the  prevention  of 
these  wild  gallants;   and  it  is  expressly  to 
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escape  all  this  exabarrassment  that  I  with- 
hold her  from  the  eye  of  curiosity." 

''  Verily,  thou  art  wise  in  that  particular, 
and  I  approve  of  thy  precaution.  Oh !  let  her 
not  be  seen,  or  venture  out  one  minute,  for 
the  world !  If  thou  wilt,  I  will  proclaim  her 
everywhere  to  be  a  hideous,  one-eyed,  limping, 
hump-backed ." 

"  No,  no,  no :  one  should  never  run  into 
extremes  ;  there  may  be  such  a  thing  as 
carrying  precaution  to  excess." 

''  It  would  be  so  afflicting,  if  some  wretch 
of  an  adventurer  should  rob  us  of  this  lovely 
flower." 

"  How  sayst  thou, — us  V 

''  I  should  say — thee  ;  but  I  am  borne  away 
by  my  concern  for  her :  she  is,  indeed,  a  jewel 
— the  very  innocence  and  candour  of  the  golden 
age !  Ah !  Sandis !  thou  art  a  lucky  dog, 
Touquette.  Til  wager  now,  thou  keep'st  this 
treasure  for  thyself.^ 

"  For  me !"  said  Touquet,  as  he  knit  his 
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brow.  A  momentary  silence  followed^  during 
wUch  the  knight  was  occupied  before  a  look^ 
ing-glass,  in  studying  smiles,  and  trying  the 
effect  of  various  ocular  expressions. 

'*  I  have  already  told  thee,  I  detest  thy  in- 
terrogatories/' at  length  resumed  the  Barber ; 
"but  I  see  thou  art  incorrigible,  and  that 
nought  will  bring  thee  to  thy  senses,  till  thy 
shoulders  have  had  earnest  of  the  vigour  of 
my  arm.*' 

"For  ever  jesting!  thou  art  certainly  the 
most  ironical  of  men." 

"  Come ;  away  to  Blanche's  room ;  there 
remain  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  and  then 
take  thy  departure; — ^hearest  thou? — by  the 
passage. — I  would  not  have  the  people  in  the 
shop  observe  thee  come  from  the  interior  of 
my  house.  Thou  wilt,  then,  go  where  I  bade 
thee,  and  wilt  come  and  let  me  know  the  issue 
of  thy  journey." 

"  At  thy  dinner  hour  ?" 

''No ;  at  dusk  this  evening." 
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"As  thou  wilt  But  oh!  good  heaven! 
how  can  I  present  myself  without  a  ruff  before 
my  pupil  ?*' 

"  Will  that  prevent  thy  singing  ?" 

"No;  but  decency!  this  naked  neck!  I 
prythee  lend  me  but  a  collerette^-ov  some- 
thing/' 

*'  Morbleu !  the  devil  take  thy  airs  and 
graces!  Dost  thou  think  that  Blanche  ob- 
serves thy  dress  or  face  ?*' 

"My  face!  my  face!  To  hear  thee  talk 
one  might  suppose  me  an  Albinos." 

"  Some  one  comes ; — away  !'* 

The  Barber  pushed  the  knight  into  the 
passage^  whence,  after  having  spent  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  in  studying  attitudes  and  the  ad- 
justment of  his  cloak,  he  resolved  on  going  up 
to  the  apartment  of  his  pupil. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


THE  MUSIC  LESSON. 

Blanche  was  at  her  work,  and  seated  at  the 
window ;  though  the  small  dull  panes  of  which 
it  was  composed  would  scarce  enable  her  to 
see  distinctly  any  object  in  the  street ;  where, 
notwithstanding,  her  involuntary  glances  fell 
from  time  to  time.  Though  she  was  neither 
melancholy  nor  oppressed  by  any  special  grief, 
she  had  attained  the  age  of  sixteen  years ; — a 
time  of  life  at  which  a  girl  discovers,  without 
precisely  knowing  its  occasion,  some  vague  and 
unaccountable  desire.  She  often  sighed  and 
fell  into  a  reverie;  she  felt  some  secret  but 
inexplicable  emotion;  she  was  agitated  by 
the  merest  incident ;  the  slightest  noise,  an 
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unknown  voice,  accelerated  the  pulsation  of 
her  heart.  She  often  looked  into  the  glass, 
bestowed  increasing  care  upon  her  dress ;  and 
yet,  for  what  or  whom  ?  It  seemed  as  if  some 
secret  instinct  had  inspired  her  with  a  wish  to 
please ;  there  was  a  growing  fondness  gather- 
ing round  her  heart,  and  with  it  a  perplexing 
but  delicious  care ;  perchance  the  absence  of 
some  object  that  might  reciprocate  and  fix  her 
tender  thoughts ;  and  thence  the  musing  mood 
in  which  she  was  occasionally  lost.  Such  was 
the  nature  of  young  girls  in  times  gone  by ; 
the  sjmisters  of  the  present  day,  too,  have  the 
self'Same  dreams,  though  unencumbered,  as 
the  connoisseurs  a£Brm,  with  sighs  and  sad- 
ness, as  of  old. 

The  Barber's  disposition,  his  morose  and 
gloomy  air,  whenever  Blanche  was  with  him 
was  little  calculated  to  attract  and  cherish  her 
expanding  sensibility;  on  the  contrary,  it 
seemed  to  check  and  to  repel  a  girl,  whose 
tender  and  ingenuous  heart  was  yearning  for 
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a  bosom  fraught  with  mutual  feeling.  She 
entertained  obedience  and  respect  for  Touquet, 
whom  she  looked  on  as  her  benefactor ;  but 
she  never  could  indulge  with  him  in  unreserved 
discourse,  as  his  laconic  answers  manifested 
the  most  marked  aversion  for  protracted  con- 
versation. But  Margaret,  on  the  other  hand, 
was  an  excessive  talker,  and  would  willinglj 
have  spent  the  live-long  day  in  chat ;  but  then, 
the  old  domestic's  only  theme  was  sorcerers, 
robbers,  and  magicians,  which  afforded  little 
entertainment  to  a  girl  who  preferred,  as  may 
be  easily  supposed,  to  these  terriffic  narratives, 
the  tender  quarrel  of  two  lovers,  or  a  tale  of 
chivalry ;  for  knights  were  ever  faithful  to  their 
vows,  and  it  was  not  accounted  the  least 
honourable  portion  of  their  fame,  to  have 
maintained  a  constancy  of  twenty  years*  dura- 
tion to  their  peerless  dames. 

Blanche  was  in  the  depth  of  fancifol  imagi- 
nation, when  a  gentle  tap  immediately  pre- 
ceded the  little  head  of  Chaudoreille,  appear- 
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ing  at  the  door^  as  he  pronoanced>  in  honied 
accents,— 

'*  My  interesting  pupil,  may  one  enter  ?" 

Blanche  raised  her  eyes,  and  burst  into  a  fit 
of  laughter,  as  she  caught  the  visage  of  the 
knight,  whose  appearance  had  invariably  the 
same  effect  upon  the  unsophisticated  girl. 

'*  Come  in,  my  dear  master,  pray  come 
in,''  said  Blanche,  as  she  arose  to  welcome 
ChaudoreiUe,  who  had  now  advanced  into  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  made  three  bows 
to  his  disciple,  each  so  very  low,  that  as  he 
bent,  his  sword  fell  forward,  and  which,  as  he 
recovered  his  position,  he  was  as  frequently 
obliged  to  re-adjust  within  its  scabbard. 

"  I  am  so  accustomed,*'  said  the  knight,  '<  to 
draw  Bolanda,"  as  he  restored  his  weapon  to 
its  resting-place,  "that  she  will  not  remain 
two  hours  together  tranquil  in  her  sheath. 
Come,  come,  be  still,  Rolanda ;  thou  knowest 
well  the  night  will  not  go  by  but  I  shall  have 
enough  for  thee  to  do." 
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"How  mean  you.  Monsieur  Chaudoreille, 
do  you  fight  then  every  day  ?" 

•'  Can  I  help  it,  beauteous  angel  ?  peril  is 
my  element.  I  cannot  sleep  unless  I  measure 
rapiers  with  some  adversary,  and  should  be 
literally  ill,  if  three  days  passed  me  by  without 
my  ridding  human  nature  of  some  insolent  or 
rival/' 

Ah !  good  heaven !" 

But  let  us  leave  this  subject,  and  discourse 
about  yourself,  delicious  creature.  You  ap- 
pear to  me  more  fair  and  beauteous — the 
opening  bud — the  flower  about  to  bloom — the 
fhiit  which — tell  me,  lovely  lady,  how  d'ye  do  ?" 

"Eirtremely  well.     Are  you  come  to  give 
me  my  music-lesson  ?" 

"  Yes,  with  your  permission  :  it  is  long  since 
I  enjoyed  that  happiness." 

''  I  hope  then  you  intend  to  teach  me  some- 
thing new." 

''Saudis!  my  stock  is  not  exhausted  yet; 
moreover,  if  I  wanted  novelty,  thy  beauteous 


THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS.  119 

eyes  would  give  me  such  improvisante  powers, 
that  I  could  weave  a  ballad  sixty  couplets 
long." 

Blanche  reached  her  cithern^  and  presented 
it  to  Chaudoreille^  who,  as  he  took  it,  raised 
his  eyes  to  heaven  and  heaved  a  deep-drawn 
sigh. 

''Monsieur  Chaudoreille,  are  you  unweU?'* 
inquired  the  girl,  astonished  at  the  melancholy 
sound. 

"  No,  I  am  not  unwell ;  and  yet  I  am  not 
happy/'  said  the  knight,  who  hazarded  a  look 
and  smile  at  Blanche,  which  he  had  but  lately 
practised  at  the  Barber's  glass. 

'*  You  seem  to  breathe  with  difSculty/*  re- 
sumed Blanche  ;  ''perhaps  your  supper  yester- 
night has  caused  you  indigestion." 

"  Pardon  me !  I  swear  to  you  I  do  not  feel 
the  least  effect  from  it.  Indigestion !  I  abhor 
it — Fie  ! — I  never  run  the  risk  of  such  abomi- 
nations." 
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*^  Sing  the  song,  then^  you  intend  to  teach 
ine;  perhaps  it  will  recover  you." 

"  Innocence  itself/'  said  Chaudortille»  as  he 
beg^  to  tune  the  cithern;  ''little  doth  she 
guess  what  makes  me  sigh ;  and»  notwithstand- 
ing, I  can  see  that  I  am  grateful  to  her  eyes. 
But  patience,  patience !  In  a  little  while  her 
heart  will  speaks  and  I  shall  be  her  conqueror.** 
.  Blanche  resumed  her  work,  and  ChaudoreOle 

\.  was  seated  by  her  side.  The  knight  employed 
^  a  quarter  of  an  hour  at  least  to  put  the  in- 
strument in  tune,  then  coughed^  expectorated, 
wiped  his  nose,  and  turned  upon  his  chair. 
Eventually,  having  carefully  arranged  his 
cloak,  and  licked  his  lips,  and  screwed  his 
mouth  into  a  hundred  shapes,  the  little  person- 
age began,  in  a  discordant,  shrill,  and  piercing 
voice,  an  ''old  complaint,**  that  Blanche  had 
heard  a  thousand  times  before. 

"  I  know  that  well,  already,  my  dear  master/ 
said  Blanche^  who  interrupted  Chaudoreille 


THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS.  121 

when  in  a  rest,  which  he  appeared  desirous  to 
prolong ;  ''  it  is  one  of  those,  the  three  you 
haye  already  taught  me/* 

*  You  think  so,  do  you  ?" 

^*  Stay.  I'll  sing  it  to  you." 

Blanche  took  the  instrunnent,  and^  accom- 
panpng  herself  with  taste  and  grace,  conferred 
a  charm  upon  the  "Old  Complaint,*'  which  it 
did  not  possess  when  aided  by  the  execution 
and  grimaces  of  the  knight. 

'*  In  truth,"  said  Chaudoreille,  "  the  thing 
itself;  you  execute  the  passages  exactly  like 
myself: — in  fact,  when  you  are  singing,  I  almost 
think  I  hear  myself." 

*•  Teach  me  some  other,  pray,"  said  Blanche, 
as  she  gave  back  the  instrument  to  Chaud- 
oreille, who  instantly  began  to  symphonise  a 
a  virelai,  recording  the  high  feats  of  Pepin-le- 
Bref. 

'*  I  know  that  also,"  said  the  girl,  once  more 
preventing  the  Chevalier's  progress. 

VOL.  I.  G 
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"  You  know  that  also ;  well,  then,  I  must 
sing  you  a  delightful  pastoral.*' 

"  Good  Heaven !  'tis  the  third  and  last  of 
those  you  taught  me !  Do  you  know  no  others?'' 

'«  Nay,  pardon  me ;  the  fact  is,  a  confounded 
dog  this  morning  carried  off  my  ruff  while  I 
was  being  shaved,  and^  really,  with  a  naked 
neck,  I  fear  to  hazard  a  new  song -> it  checks 
the  execution :  besides,  this  pastoral  is  quite 
as  good  as  new,  since,  every  time  I  sing  it,  I 
introduce  fresh  variations." 

''Proceed,  I  am  attending;"  Blanche  re- 
plied, while  looking  in  the  street. 

The  knight  sent  forth  another  sigh,  and, 
after  taking  the  position  which  appeared  to 
him  most  advantageous  to  the  exhibition  of 
his  graces,  he  began  the  villanelle,  which  he 
had  sung  already  to  his  fair  disciple,  as  part  of 
every  former  lesson  he  had  g^ven  her. 

**  JTai  perdu  ma  tourt£relIe ; 
Sit-ce  point  elle  que  j'oif 
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Je  ?eux  aller  aptdy  elle — 
Tu  T^grettes  ta  f^melle ! 
H^las  !  aussi  fais-je,  moi  ! 
J'ai  perdu  ma  tourt^relle." 

Some  strolling  singers  at  the  moment  were 
psssingthroQglithe  street,  and  stopped  beForc 
the  Barber's  house^  where  they  performed  some 
sweet  Italian  airs^  accompanied  by  mandolines, 
Blanche  listened^  all  attention:  the  melody, 
so  widely  different  from  the  music  of  her 
master^  touched  her  heart  with  a  delicious 
sympathy;  and  she  exclaimed,  still  drawing 
closer  to  the  window, — 

"  This  is  beautiful  indeed !" 

"  Yes;  no  doubt  'tis  beautiful,"  said  Chaud- 
oreille^  supposing  Blanche  to  be  enchanted 
with  his  mllanelle  ;  "but  you  must  try  to  catch 
the  fortunate  expression  I  throw  into  it.  Ob- 
serve particularly,  J^ai  perdu  ma  tourterelle — 
the  accent  of  that  poignant  anguish ;  then 
raise  your  eyes  to  heaven^  as  you  mark  the 
measure  with  your  foot,  Est-ce  point  elle  que 
foi  ? — a  soft,  harmonious  sound,  as  of  a  flute — 
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and  then,  a  slight  emotion  of  surprise,  sustain- 
ing still  your  treble  note.  Je  veux  alter  apres 
pile — a  wild  distracted  air,  the  thumb  and 
finger  striking,  as  before,  Tu  regreties  ta 
femelle  !  This  requires  particular  expansion : 
Tu  regrettes,  a  pearly  cadence ;  ta  femelle,  a 
tone  of  greater  volume,  and  crescendo " 

''  Ah  !  I  never  should  be  tired  with  listening 
to  such  music,"  said  the  girl,  delighted  with  the 
song  of  the  Italians,  and  bestowing  not  the 
least  attention  on  the  viUanelle  of  the  Che- 
valier. 

''  I  also  should  be  charmed  to  give  you 
daily  lessons,  most  seducing  damsel;  but  I 
am  overwhelmed  with  occupation.  Then, 
again,  good  Master  Touquet  will  not  allow  one 
frequently  the  pleasure  of  beholding  you,  and, 
when  away  from  you,  I  sing  incessantly 

'<  Tu  r^grattas  U  fimelle.** 

"  It  is  a  barcarolle.  Sir,  is  it  not  ?*' 
"  No,  my  fair  friend,  it  is  called  a  villaneUe^ 
a  kind  of  song  in  great  esteem  among  our 
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ancient  troubadours  and  shepherds^  who  be- 
wailed their  loves." 

What  a  pity  that  I  do  not  know  Italian !" 
How  so  ?    What  need  have  you  to  know 
Italian  to  pronounce 

**  N'ect-ce  point  elle  que  j'oi  ?** 

''  Hush !  hush !  they  are  singing  French 
now/'  said  Blanche,  as  she  drew  closer  to  the 
window,  and  made  a  sign  to  the  Chevalier  not 
to  stir. 

"  What  may  this  mean  ?"  exclaimed  the 
teacher  of  the  cithern,  rising  from  his  ,seat 
with  mortified  surprise.  '*  Hush !  hush !  Do 
I  aifect  you  then  too  much  ?  The  devil  take 
those  screaming  vagabonds  below,  who  hinder 
you  from  hearing  me !  1  am  completely  at  a 
loss  to  know  what  stays  my  inclination  to  lay 
my  sword  across  their  loins,  and  drive  the 
rogues  away." 

-  "  Oh !  if  I   dared  but  to  unclose  the  win- 
dow !"  said  Blanche,  rejoining,  with  a  sigh — 
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"  but  no,  Monsieur  Touquet  has  forbidden  it. 
How  sweet  an  air  !     Ah !  I  shall  remember  it. 

"  J'aime,  et  cW  pour  la  vie — 
Ma  mie  est  tout  pour  moi 

That  is  the  burden  of  it" 

"  Not  at  all  celestial  Blanche ;  the  words  are 
these  : — 

**  J'ai  perdu  ma  tourt^relle, 
NVsi^ce  point  elle  que  jVi.** 

The  Italians  had  no  sooner  passed  along, 
than  Blanche  drew  backwards  from  the  win- 
dow, and,  turning  round,  perceived  the  knight 
elongating  his  throat,  as  if  in  the  endeavour 
to  strain  out  a  note.  The  girl  could  not  sup- 
press her  laughter  on  beholding  the  Chevalier*s 
face.  The  little  man  remained  with  his  capa- 
cious mouth  extended,  as  if  uncertain  in  what 
humour  to  regard  his  pupirs  mirth,  when 
Margaret  entered  the  apartment, 

<'  Burnt  at  last/*  said  the  old  woman. 

"  Who,  pray  ?"  cried  Chaudoreillc ;  *'  or  are 
j-ou  speaking  of  the  roast  ?" 
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*'  Yes,  yes,  a  book  of  sortilege  and  magic. 
What  work  I  had  to  make  it  catch !  those 
books  are  so  accustomed  to  the  fire !" 

"  What  say  you,  Margaret?  Do  you  keep 
books  of  magic?  you,  who  are  trembling 
everlastingly!  Do  you  maintain  an  inter- 
course with  spirits  of  the  other  world  ?" 

"  Ah,  Heaven  preserve  me  from  them.  Mon- 
sieur Chaudoreille !  but  I  will  tell  you  how 
the  book  I  speak  of  fell  into  my  hands,  where 
I  can  promise  you  it  did  not  long  remain  ;  for 
truly  the  abominable  volume  seemed  to  burn 
my  fingers.     It  is  my  master's  will  that  I 

should  change  my  room,  because but  that 

hath  nought  to  do  with  what  I  am  about  to 
tell  you." 

"  Endeavour  to  remember,  if  you  can,  then, 
what  you  are  about  to  tell  me.*' 

"  At  all  events,  I  must  vacate  the  room  I 
occupied  to  go  into  another,  where  no  one 
hath  set  foot  these  eight  years  past,  since  I 
have  lived  here  ;  and,  judging  from,  the  state 
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of  the  apartment,  it  was  not  nnioh  frectuented 
theretofore  ;  it  is  as  black — and  gloomy  I*— 
the  windows  are  two  inches  thick  with  dust 
and  dirt,  and  scarce  admit  the  daylight." 

"  I  verily  believe.  Heaven  pardon  me !  that 
she  is  going  to  enumerate  the  cobwebs  she 
has  found  tlierc:  what  think  you,  my  most 
seducing  pupil  ?** 

Blanche  returned  no  answer  to  the  knight ; 
for,  far  from  listening  to  old  Margaret,  she 
was  endeavouring  to  get  by  heart  the  tender 
burden  of  the  song  which  had  appeared  so 
beauti^l  to  her,  repeating  to  herself,  with 
pensive  pleasure — 

"  J'aime,  et  c'c»t  pour  U  vie— " 

when  Chaudoreille,  perceiving  she  was  lost  in 
thought,  abstained  from  interrupting  her  re- 
flections, being  thoroughly  persuaded  that  her 
heart  had  yielded  to  the  fascinations  of  his 

villaneUe. 

"  I  do  not  speak  of  spiders,"  said  the  old 
domestic,  peevishly :  "  had  I  seen  no  more  than 
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tlitt !  ■  bat  in  the  corner  of  a  closet  Blanche 
discovered  a  diabolical  book — ^no  other  than 
the  Gonjuring'Book  of  Odoart  the  Sorcerer : 
did  you  ever  hear  of  him  ?" 

"  Not  to  my  remembrance :  if  you  talked  to 
me  of  some  courageous  doughty  wights  some 
lion-hearted  man,  some  soul  of  honour^ — good ! 
— I  should  have  known  him  instantly ;  but  as 
for  sorcerers^ — ^why,  what  the  devil  should  I 
know  of  them  ?  a  race  that  never  meddles  with 
the  sword." 

"  You,  Monsieur  Chaudoreille,  who  are  a 
aaan  of  such  distinguished  valour,  you  must 
render  me  a  service.** 

''  What  is  itr*  said  the  knight,  who  pricked 
his  ears  np  at  the  uncertain  aim  of  Margaret's 
entreaty. 

"  But  now,  just  after  1  had  burned  the  con- 
juration-book  of  this  same  Odoart,  surnamed 
'  the  mighty  tier  of  aiguillettes,'  1  made  a 
second  survey  of  my  room,  sprinkling  every 
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corner  of  it^  as  you  may  suppose,  with  holy 
water." 

And  afterwards  T^ 

At  the  back  of  an  alcove  I  spied  a  little 
door,  where  no  one  living  would  have  thought 
to  find  one ;  but,  old  as  I  may  be»  I  have  my 
eyes  about  me ;  and  as  I  pushed  the  bedstead 
I  heard  the  wainscot  creak,  when  lo !  this  little 
door " 

"  To  the  point,  I  pray/*  exclaimed  the  knight, 
whose  countenance  betrayed  the  terror  he  was 
anxious  but  unable  to  conceal. 

''  Well,  Sir,  I  confess  I  did  not  dare  to  open 
it;  it  leads,  no  doubt,  to  some  dark  closet; 
but  the  alcove  I  speak  of  is  so  deep  and 
dingy !  What  I  have  to  ask  of  you  is  this; — to 
go  up  stairs  with  me,  and  go — ^before  myself-r- 
into  the  room  beyond  this  door,  for  I  dare  not 
make  such  a  request  of  Monsieur  Touquet, 
who  would  only  laugh  at  my  concern.'* 

"  And  well  he  might,  Sandis !    What,  Mar- 
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garet,  at  yottr  advanced  age  to  have  so  little 
courage!" 

"  I  cannot  help  it.  Suppose  some  foul  hob* 
goblin  flies  into  my  Tace  when  I  unlock  tlic 
door;  which peradventure  hath  been  closed  for 
years ;  for  never  have  I  seen  my  master  enter 
that  apartment  since  I  came  here  first." 

*'  Why,  cannot  these  hobgoblins  pas's  through 
key -holes,  think  you  ?  Fie,  Margaret !  for 
shame!  you  are  a  visionary  creature,  and  I 
blush  for  your  timidity." 

"  Why,  people  say,  indeed,  that  sorcerers 
are  scarce  in  Paris :  but  have  they  not  esta- 
blished in  the  Arsenal  a  court  expressly  for 
their  trial  r' 

"  That  I  must  admit ;  but  I  cannot  per- 
ceive what  grounds  you  have  for  thinking  there 
are  any  in  this  house.** 

"  Ah,  Monsieur  Chaudoreille,  if  I  but  told 
you  all  that  I  have  heard  and  seen — ^the  noise 
of  nights,  that '" 

"  What  hast  thou  seen  then,  Margaret  ?' 
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said  Blanche^  who  had  just  awakened  from 
her  reverie,  and  caught  the  latter  words  of  the 
domestic. 

'*  Nothing ;  nothing,  Mademoiselle."'  And 
Margaret  added,  in  a  lower  tone  of  voice,  in* 
tended  for  the  ears  of  Chaudoreille  alone — 

"  My  master  is  offended  if  I  speak  of  that ; 
and  he  would  certainly  discharge  me  if  he 
knew  that " 

"  Enough ;  1*11  hear  no  more/'  said  Chaud* 
oreille,  who  rose  and  took  his  hat:  ^ since 
Touquet  has  forbidden  you  to  tell  these  idle 
tales,  I  must  request  that  you  will  din  my  ears 
with  them  no  more." 

"  But  you  will  go  up  stairs  with  mc,  and 
search  the  closet^ — will  you  not.  Sir  ?" 

'*  Ah !  good  Heaven !  I  hear  the  clock  strike 
ten  : — by  rights,  I  should  have  been  by  this 
time  in  the  city.  I  did  not  receive  ten  crowns 
to  listen  to  your  antiquated  tales.  I  am  off. 
Adieu !  most  interesting  pupil.  I  am  charmed 
to  think  you  are  so  pleased  with  my  last 
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variations.    The  pleasure  of  another  lesson 
soon>  I  hope.     With  such  a  master  as  myself 
you  will  become  a  prodigy." 

Chaudoreille,  as  he  concluded,  assumed  his 
perpendicular,  and  placed  his  left  hand  on  bis 
hip,  while  the  other  traced  a  graceful  circle, 
as  if  intending  to  exemplify  the  prefatory 
flourishes  of  fencing ;  but,  instead  of  drawing 
forth  Rolanda  from  her  scabbard,  his  hand 
ascended  to  his  hat,  which  he  doffed  with  a 
respectful  and  profound  salute  to  Blanche; 
then,  stepping  briskly  past  the  old  domestic, 
who  in  vain  attempted  to  detain  him,  he  shot 
like  lightning  through  the  door,  and  down 
the  staircase,  humming  as  he  went*— 

<«  Tu  rtgrettei  ta  f4meUe ! 
H^las  I  au8si  fus-je^  moi  I** 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  LOVER— CHIT-CHAT. 

The  Barber's  shop  was  filled  with  persons  of 
all  classes;  there  were  bourgeois,  students, 
pages,  poets>  bachelors,  adventurers,  and  even 
some  young  noblemen ;  for  in  the  olden  time 
it  was  no  contravention  of  good  taste  among 
well-humoured  rakes  to  mix  occasionally  with 
the  lower  orders  of  the  people,  whether  to 
diversify  their  recreations  by  listening  to  a 
language  which  amused  them,  or  to  play  their 
tricks  on  the  various  individuals  of  so  droll 
and  motley  a  society. 

Master  Touquet's  shop  was  spacious,  and 
presented  the  convenience  of  abundant  benches, 
almost  ft  luxury  in  days,  when  even  the  audience 
at  the  theatres  was  not  supplied  with  seats. 
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The  Barber  served  his  customers  with  match- 
less expedition;  dexterous  and  attentive,  he 
was  all-sufficing,  and  was  individually  worth 
ten  barbers  of  the  present  day.  His  light  and 
skilful  hand  had  fairly  gained  him  the  repute 
of  one  of  the  most  able  operators  in  all  Paris, 
and  attracted  to  his  shop  a  crowd  of  dandies 
of  the  middling  class,  with  whom  it  was  a 
point  of  pride  to  stroke  their  chins,  and  add, 
''  1  have  been  shaved  by  Touquet.*'  Even 
those  whom  ho  had  served  sometimes  remained 
to  chat  with  persons  waiting  for  their  turn ; 
and,  as  the  greater  number  of  such  loungers 
usually  discussed  the  morning  news  and  the 
adventures  of  the  previous  night,  there  was 
generally,  towards  the  hour  of  ten,  a  pretty 
large  assemblage  in  tlie  Barber's  shop. 

llie  costumes,  in  a  party  so  composed,  weru 
quite  as  various  as  the  chacacters  aa  whom 
they  were  displayed,  though  then,  as  now 
indeed,  the  rank  and  fortune  of  a  man  was 
not  attested  by  his  dress.    A  general  taste  fur 
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luxury  prevaiied,  because  conBideration  and 
re^ct  appeared  to  wait  excluBively  on  bril- 
liant  equipages  and  raagnificent  apparel.  The 
external  signs  of  power  and  fortune  were 
blindly  honoured  by  the  multitude;  while 
genuine,  modest,  unpretending  merit  lan- 
guished in  the  darkness  of  oblivion  and 
distress — a  destiny  which  some  ascribe  to  it 
in  these  our  times. 

The  equipments  of  a  hat  with  feathers,  a 
cloak  and  doublet  of  satin  or  of  velvet,  a  sash 
and  sword,  all  suitably  adortied  with  gold  or 
silver  lace ;  in  short,  the  splendid  costume  and 
appointments  of  a  courtier,  frequently  sufficed 
to  gain  an  introduction  to  the  court,  and 
almost  every  one,  deluded  by  the  glittering 
falsity,  encountered  ruin  to  embrace  the  phan* 
toms  of  magnificence. 

An  attempt  was  made,  however,  to  arrest 
this  tendency  to  luxury,  which,  wide  and 
raging  as  it  was,  could  not  conceal  the  true 
and  sad  condition  of  the  times.    By  an  edict 
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of  the  month  of  Nov^aber,  in  the  year  1633, 
it  iros  forbidden  to  all  subjects  to  wear  upon 
their  sbirta>  their  ecdlars,  ruffles^  caps,  or  other 
linen,  any  patterns  or  embroidery  of  gold  or 
silver  thread^lacc,  whether  of  foreign  or  domes- 
tic manufacture. 

In  the  course  of  the  ensuing  year  appeared 
another  edict,  prohibiting  in  dress  the  use  of 
gold  or  silver  cloth,  whether  superfine  or 
imitation ;  declaring,  that  the  richest  dresses 
should  consist  of  velvet,  satin,  tafiety,  with  no 
other  ornament  than  two  bands  of  silk  em- 
broidery ;  and  forbidding  pages,  lacqueys, 
coachmen,  and  the  like,  to  dress  in  anything 
but  woollen  stuffs.  These  laws,  however^  were 
immediately  infringed ;  for,  it  will  ever  be  the 
object  of  the  men  to  seem  much  greater  than 
they  are,  as  women  always  will  endeavour  to 
preserve  the  secret  of  their  own  reality. 

Among  the  various  persons  in  the  Barber's 
shop  there  was  one  who  talked  with  nobody, 
and  even  seemed  indifferent  to  the  relation  of 
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the  wild  adventures  of  the  preceding  night 
He  was  a  youth,  apparently  of  nineteen  years 
of  age.  His  countenance  could  not  be  desig- 
nated ^*  happy/ '  an  epithet,  in  genial,  bestowed 
upon  those  jolly,  round,  fresh,  ruddy  faces, 
breathing  health  and  gaiety:  his  eyes  were 
handsome,  his  complexion  pale ;. his  noble  and 
expressive  features  were  softened  by  a  melan- 
choly air ;  he  had,  in  short,  what  is  emphatically 
termed  an  interesting  face,  a  phjsiognofny  by 
far  more  fortunate  in  the  pursuits  of  love  than 
others  of  a  happier  character. 

The  youth^s  costume  was  singularly  simple ; 
his  plain  grey  coat,  without  embroidery  or 
ornament  of  any  kind,  cut  in  the  fashion  of 
our  modern  frocks,  was  buttoned  nearly  to  the 
knee  ;  his  belt  was  black ;  he  wore  no  sword, 
no  ribbons  on  his  arms  or  legs,  no  lace  not 
plumage  on  his  broad-brimmed  hat. 

It  was  now  some  time  since  he  had  come 
into  the  shop,  which  as  he  entered,  his  eyes 
appeared  to  seek  some  other  person  than  the 
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master  of  the  house,  and  since^  had  been  still 
bent  upon  the  room  behind.  His  turn  had 
frequently  arrived,  and  Touquet  had  accord- 
ingly addressed  him,  *'  Now,  if  it  please  you, 
Mr.  Bachelor  *'  (for  the  youth's  costume  was 
that  of  the  Parisian  students) :  but  to  every 
invitation  of  the  Barber  he  replied,  ''  I  am  in 
no  hurry,  thank  you  ;**  and  his  place  accord- 
ingly was  taken  by  some  other  customer. 

At  length  the  loungers  had  departed,  one 
by  one,  and  Touquet  and  the  youth  remained 
alone :  there  was  a  something  strange  in  the 
demeanour  of  the  latter,  which  had  roused  the 
Barber's  curiosity. 

"  Your  turn  is  come  at  last,  at  all  events," 
said  Touquet,  as  he  placed  a  chair  for  his 
mysterious  customer ;  "  but,  verily,  I  cannot 
shave  you,  seeing  that  as  yet  you  have  no 
beard :  but,  as  you  undoubtedly  are  come  for 
something*  let  me  know,  Sir,  in  what  manner 
you  require  my  services." 

"  Yes,*'  replied  the  youth,  with  an  embar- 
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rasscd  air^  his  looks  still  bent  upon  the  room 
behind  the  shop ;  "  I  wish — my  hair  is  rather 
long,  and " 

''  Be  seated,  Mr.  Bachelor  ;  you  will  find  me 
passably  expert.  The  razor  and  the  scissors 
arc  the  same  to  me/* 

The  youth  at  length  was  under  Touquet's 
hands ;  but  no  sooner  had  the  Barber  left  him 
free  one  moment  than  his  head  was  turned 
towards  the  back  apartment. 

"  Do  you  seek  for  something,  Sir  V  said 
Touquet^  whom  this  remarkable  proceeding  of 
course  did  not  escape. 

*'  No,  no ;  I  was  merely  looking  to  see 

if  you  were  all  alone  here." 

"  Yes,  Sir ;  you  perceive  I  stand  in  need  of 
no  assistance  to  despatch  my  customers." 

"  Indeed,  they  told  me  you  were  very  dex- 
terous and  quick.** 

"  And  certainly,  Sir,  you  have  had  an  op- 
portunity of  judging  of  my  talents,  for  you 
have  been  almost  two  hours  in  my  shop." 
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"  I  was  in  no  hurry ;  and,  moreover,  I  was 
anxious  to  acquire  some  information  from  you. 
Tell  me,  my  friend^  who  occupies  the  first  floor 
of  this  bouse  T* 

"  I,  Sir/*  said  the  Barber,  after  a  moment^s 
hesitation;  and  the  youth  seemed  vexed  at 
having  asked  the  question. 

"  May  I  inquire  how  that  concerns  you^ 
Sir?*'  said  Touquet,  examining  the  stranger 
with  attention. 

''  Why,— I  am  looking  for  a  lodging  in  this 
part  of  town ;  a  single  room  would  be  sufB- 
cient.  You  let  apartments,  I  believe? — and 
perhaps  you  might  accommodate  me  if  this 
house  is  yours  T^ 

**  The  house.  Sir,  it  is  true^  is  mine ;  and 
yet  I  cannot  possibly  accommodate  you.  I 
have  long  since  left  off  letting  lodgings,  having 
no  more  rooms  than  I  myself  require.'* 

"  What,  have  you  not  a  cabinet  to  spare  ? 
a  single  cabinet  ?  I  repeat  to  you,  I  wish  to  be 
in  this  particular  locality,  for  I  have  frequent 
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business  at  the  Louvre.  As  to  price^  I  am 
ready  to  comply  with  your  demands,  whatever 
they  may  be/' 

**  Whatever  they  may  be !"  said  Touquet,  as 
he  cast  a  look  of  irony  upon  the  plain  attire 
of  the  young  stranger.  *'  Methinks  you  should 
consider  what  you  say,  good  Mr.  Student ;  at 
all  events,  I  cannot  meet  your  wishes,  and 
must  therefore  hope  you  will  renounce  your 
projects." 

Touquet  dwelt  with  emphasis  upon  the 
latter  part  of  his  reply,  and  the  face  of  the 
young  man  was  coloured  by  a  passing  blush. 
But  the  Barber^s  job  was  finished;  and  as 
there  appeared  no  further  pretext  for  remain- 
ing with  a  person  evidently  indisposed  to  con- 
versation, and  to  whom,  indeed,  he  had  already 
said,  as  he  believed,  too  much,  the  bachelor 
got  up,  and,  having  paid  the  Barber,  left  his 
shop;  though  not  without  bestowing,  as  he 
went,  a  lingering  look  upon  the  windows  of  the 
house. 
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"  A  lover,  certainly,"  said  Touquet,  as  the 
youth  departed.  "  Yes,  his  confusion, — looks 
and  questions. — Yes,  I  know  these  symptoms 
thoroughly ; — I  have  had  too  much  to  do  with 
lovers  to  be  mistaken  in  them.  Curses  on  it ! 
it  is  just  the  very  thing  I  feared.  What  em- 
barrassing vexations  are  in  store  for  me !  I 
shall  be  the  prey  of  everlasting  apprehensions. 
He  has  certainly  seen  Blanche ;-^but  where? 
and  how  ?  and  when  ?  She  has  never  left  the 
house  without  my  being  at  her  side,  and  then 

so  rarely And,  notwithstanding,  here  is 

this  young  man  in  love  with  her.  1*11  lay  a 
hundred  golden  pieces  that  he  is.  Holloa ! 
there,  Margaret,  I  say  T' 

No  sooner  did  the  old  domestic  hear  her 
master's  powerful  voice  than  she  addressed  a 
silent  invocation  to  her  guardian  saint,  and 
instantly  descended  to  the  shop. 

"  Hath  Blanche,  of  late,  been  out  unknown 
to  me?"  inquired  the  Barber,  hastily. 

"  Been  out !  Miss  Blanche  been  out !"  re^ 
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peated  Margaret^  surveying  Touquet  with 
surprise. 

**  Yes,  been  out — with  you ;  canst  thou  not 
answer  ?" 

''  Good  and  holy  Virgin !  not  these  two 
years;  but  then  she  was  a  child,  and  you 
permitted  her  sometimes  to  take  a  turn  with 
me  in  the  grand  Pre  aux-Clercs.  Since  then 
the  little  darling  has  been  out  but  twice,  and 
then  with  you ;  besides,  it  was  at  night,  and 

she  wore  a  veil,  a  very  thick  one,  too,** 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  of  her  going  out  with 
me.  Hath  no  one  been  here  in  my  absence  ? 
no  one  who  hath  spoken  of  her,  or  attempted  to 
approach  her,  or  converse  with  her  ?" 

*•  Truly,  I  should  have  given  him  a  pretty 
welcome.  I  thought.  Sir,  you  had  known  me 
better.  Excepting  the  Chevalier  Chaud- 
oreille.  Miss  Blanche  sees  no  one,  and  he,  in* 
deed,  was  here  this  morning,  giving  her  her 
music-lesson/* 

'*  Oh  !  Chaudoreille  is  nobody ;  but  should 
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there  ever  come,  by  chance,  some  students  or 
young  pages,  who  might  ask  to  see  her  in  my 
absence;  remember,  send  the  reckless  fools 
incessantly  about  their  business/' 

"  Yes,  Sir,  oh,  yes ;  you  have  little  need  to 
be  uneasy.  Besides,  the  lovely  child  hath  al- 
ways on  her  person  the  precious  talisman, 
which  guards  herirom  all  danger.  1*11  defy — 
ay,  ten  gallants,  to  turn  her  head  as  long  as 
she  hath  that  about  her,  and  I  take  special 
care,  I  warrant  me,  she  never  goes  without  it. ' 

"  'Twere  better  to  take  care  she  open  not 
her  window ;  for,  if  she  should  do  so,  I  must 
remove  her  to  the  little  chamber  looking  in 
the  yard." 

"  Ah  !  Sir,  in  that  apartment  she  would  die 
of  sheer  ennui;  it  is  so  dark  that  one  can 
scarcely  see,  and,  as  the  little  darling  never 
goes  from  home,  she  would  be  obliged  to  work 
by  candle-light." 

"  Were  it  not  for  that,  she  would  have 
occupied  it  long  ago,*'  said  Touquet,  in   a 

VOL.  I.  H 
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voice  almost  inaudible  to  Margaret,  to  whom 
he  intimated  his  permission  to  withdraw. 

As  Margaret,  in  obedience  to  the  Barber's 
sign,  retired^  she  muttered  to  herself — 

"  It  is  unfortunate,  indeed,  to  have  no  faith 
in  talismans.  If  Monsieur  Touquet  but  be- 
lieved in  them,  he  would  not  deprive  the  little 
love  of  all  amusement" 

The  Barber  was  correct  in  his  conjecture, 
that  the  youth,  who  quitted  him  with  such  re- 
luctance, was  in  love. 

The  song  of  the  Italian  minstrels  had  so 
charmed  the  ears  of  Blanche,  that  she  had 
fixed  herself  as  close  as  possible  against  the 
window,  and  had  remained  in  that  position  all 
the  time  that  Chaudoreiile  was  wrapped  in  his 
attempted  variations  of  the  viUanelle.  It 
chanced  that,  at  that  moment*  Urban  (such 
was  the  youthful  stranger's  name)  was  passing 
by ;  and,  as  he  stopped  to  listen  to  the  music, 
his  eyes,  by  accident,  beheld  her  at  the  window, 
of  which  he  merely  saw  at  first  the  small  and 
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dingy  panes ;  though  there  afterwards  appeared 
behind  them  an  enchanting  face,  the  eyes  of 
which  were  lighted  up  with  sucli  an  exquisite 
expression,  that  the  bachelor  was  fixed  in  con- 
templation of  the  lovely  picture. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  music,  the  face  had 
disappeared. 

**  Then  it  is  no  deception  !"  said  the  youth; 
"  there  is  a  divinity,  an  angel  in  that  house !'' 

And  as  this  angel  or  divinity^  or  what  you 
will,  inhabited  the  humble  mansion  of  the 
Barber,  the  bachelor  believed  himself  upon 
the  point  of  sharing  the  celestial  regions,  as  he 
entered  Master  Touquet's  shop;  but,  being 
restored  to  his  terrestrial  notions  by  the  sight 
of  operations  which>  in  spite  of  all  the  odours 
used  in  soap  and  lather,  are  anything  but 
heavenly.  Urban  had  directed  his  inquiring 
glances  at  the  room  behind  the  shop,  desirous 
of  encoimtering  the  visage  that  had  struck  him 
in  the  upper  story ;  and  had,  moreover,  in  the 

H  Q. 
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self-same  hope,  prolonged  as  much  as  possible 
his  visit,  as  described  above. 

We  have  witnessed  the  result  of  Urban's 
conversation  with  the  Barber.  The  youth  had 
left  him  much  dissatisfied  :  he  saw  that  he  had 
made  an  evident  mistake  in  questioning  a 
person,  who  was  probably  the  father  of  the 
girl  for  whom  he  felt  this  warm^  but  sudden 
adoration;  for  youth  of  old  was  fully  as  in- 
flammable as  now.  It  struck  him  that  his 
course  would  have  been  far  more  cautious,  if, 
previously  to  visiting  the  Barber's  shop,  he  had 
procured  such  information  on  the  point  of  his 
research,  as  it  was  probable  the  neighbour- 
hood might  yield ;  and  he  accordingly  resolved 
on  taking,  thus  late  in  the  business,  the  steps 
with  which  he  ought  to  have  commenced  it. 
It  occurred  to  Urban  that  the  baker,  of  all 
people,  was  the  man  most  likely  to  afford  him 
the  desired  intelligence,  as  the  shop  of  that 
purveyor  is  commonly  a  place  of  very  general 
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resort  and  conversation.  Perceiving  such  an 
one  at  no  great  distance,  the  bachelor  pro- 
ceeded there,  and^  laying  down  the  money  for 
a  loaf  he  bought,  began  to  gossip  with  a 
woman  in  the  counting-house — a  discourse  to 
which  the  various  servants  of  the  neighbour- 
hood contributed,  as  they  successively  arrived. 
"  Do  you  know  a  barber  in  this  street  ?'* 
•'  A  barber?  Yes,  my  handsome  gentleman, 
down  yonder,  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  St. 
Honore,  Master  Touquet.  Have  you  any 
business  with  him?  Ah!  he's  a  clever  per- 
son at  his  trade;  and  he  has  made  a  good 
round  sum  of  money,  too,  but  whether  'twas 
by  shaving  only,  or  by  other  means,  is  more 
than  I  pretend  to  say,  can  you,  Madame 
Ledoux  r 

*^  It  is  certain,"  said  the  latter,  as  she  set 
down  a  basket  full  of  vegetables  on  the  counter, 
"  that  Touquet  has  not  always  owned  the  best 
of  reputations.  I  have  inhabited  this  quarter 
twenty  years,  and,  Heaven  be  praised !  I  know 
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whatever  has  occurred,  and  all  that 's  going  on 
here  now :  for  instance,  last  night  I  saw  Ma- 
dame Grippart  returning  home  at  ten  o'clock 
in  company  with  a  young  man,  who  parted  from 
lier  opposite  the  grocer's  shop,  after  having 
held  her  hands  in  his  for  better  than  an  hour, 
while  that  poor  creature  d^rippart  was  asleep — 
for  he  invariably  goes  to  bed  at  nine.  It 
matters  not — it  serves  him  right:  he  goes 
about  proclaiming  everywhere  that  his  wife 
has  an  unpleasant  breath  ; — there 's  no  ne- 
cessity for  mentioning  such  things.  But  to 
return  to  Master  Touquet.  Oh !  he 's  a  shrewd, 
a  deep,  a  cunning  dog.  I  can  remember  his 
first  settling  in  this  street — ay,  fifteen  years 
ago.  He  hired  the  house  of  Monsieur  Richard ; 
you  remember,  neighbour,  the  old  draper  ?" 

"  You    mean    the    man    whose    wife    was 
brought  to  bed  of  seven  months*   twins,   so 

fat  and  plump?" 

"  The  same ;  the  very  same,  and,  by  the  way, 

the   children    were  remarkably   unlike   their 
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father.  Well^  at  that  time,  Touquct  was 
barber-bather^  and  let  lodgings ;  and>  if  report 
speaks  true,  assisted  the  young  rakes  of  family 
in  their  intrigues.  At  the  time  I  speak  of,  he 
had  two  assistants  in  his  shop,  and  must  have 
made  some  money,  notwithstanding  he  was 
long  in  a  deplorable  condition ;  for  he  was 
quitted  by  the  lads,  because  he  did  not  pay 
their  wages.  Every  one  was,  consequently, 
much  surprised  when  Touquet,  now  ten  years 
ago,  received  and  educated  as  his  own  the 
daughter  of  a  man  unknown  to  him,  who  came 
to  lodge  with  him  by  accident,  and  who  was 
killed,  the  very  night  of  his  arrival,  in  a  skir- 
mish of  some  hare-brained,  good-for-nothing 
fellows  with  the  watch.  Poor  man !  they 
found  his  body  there,  in  the  Rue  St.  Honore, 
before  the  mercer's  shop.  Do  you  remember 
it,  Madame  Legras  ?*' 

Madame  Legras,  who  had  but  just  arrived, 
began  by  throwing  herself  into  a  chair,  ex- 
claiming,— 
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"  Ladies^  good  day.  Good  Heaven !  tlic 
price  of  fish  to-day !  one  cannot  look  at  it !" 

And  Urban  sighed,  as  saying  to  himself, — 

"  Now  we  shall  hear  no  more  about  the 
Barber/' 

But  patience  is  a  quality  most  indispensable 
to  those  who  would  get  on  in  love,  and  in  the 
midst  of  all  this  motley  gossip,  every  point 
concerning  Touquet  was  a  precious  acquisition 
to  the  bachelor. 

"I  wished  to-day  to  treat  ray  husband  with 
an  eel ;  but  oh !  impossible !'' 

"  Is  this  his  anniversary  ?" 

*'  No ;  but  yesterday  he  took  me  out,  and 
walked  with  me  all  round  the  Bastile,  and 
one  good  turn  deserves  another.  I  may  say, 
with  pride,  few  families  are  so  united  as  our 
own ;  during  the  whole  four  years  of  my  being 
married  to  Monsieur  Legras^  my  second  hus- 
bandy  we  have  fought  but  five  times  at  the 
utmost,  and  always  then  for  straws.  What 
are  you  talking  of,  ladies?" 
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*'  Of  Tonquet,  there,  our  neighbour ;  this 
young  gentleman  was  making  some  inquiries 
with  regard  to  him." 

*'  Touquet,  the  Barber  ?  i'faith,  good  ladies, 
you  may  say  what  you  think  fit  of  him  ;  for  my 
part,  I  cannot  endure  the  man." 

**  Notwithstanding,  he  *8  a  fine,  good-looking 
fellow/' 

*'  Yes,  the  very  stature  of  Monsieur  Legras; 
but  there's  a  something,  hard,  deceitful, — 
something  fierce  and  frightful  in  his  counte- 
nance." 

"  Yes,  only  latterly  ;  for  formerly  he  was  a 
gay  and  open  person,  but  now  he  is  so  silent 
and  reserved  :  he  plays  the  gentleman  of  con- 
sequence !" 

"It  is  not  surprising he  has  made  his 

fortune." 

"  Yes,  by  shaving,  I  presume  ?" 

"  More  likely,  1  should  say,  in  aiding  the 
amours  of  certain  lords, — in  carrying  off  some 
belle  by  proxy." 

h3 
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'*  Come,  ladies,  no  ill-nature ;  you  know  that 
mine  is  no  ill-natured  tongue.  Touquet  is 
very  clever  in  his  business;  though  I  know, 
of  course,  that  to  have  purchased  and  have 
paid  for  such  a  house  as  he  possesses,  he  needs 
must  have  bedaubed  some  sundry  faces  in  his 
time ;  but  now  they  say  he  is  as  correct  as  he 
is  economical." 

"  When  the  devil  grows  old        " 

"  Oh  !  Touquet  is  not  old, — ^he  is  barely 
forty." 

"  It  was  the  adoption  of  that  child,  perhaps, 
that  brought  him  luck.'* 

*<  That  *s  what  I  was  relating  to  this  gentle- 
man. Poor  little  soul !  it  is  not  even  known, 
who  or  what  her  father  was." 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  neighbour,  they  found 
a  letter  on  him,  bearing  the  address, — 'A 
Monsieur  MoranvcU,  gentilhomme,* 

"  Indeed !  he  was  a  gentleman  7 

"  Yes,  my  dear ;  oh !  I  remember  the  event 
as  well  as  if  it  happened  only  yesterday." 


»> 


i>* 
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"  What  a  blessing  to  possess  bo  good  a 
memory ! — and  what  said  the  contents  of  the 
letter  r 

*'  It  seems  that  it  contained  a  few  lines  only, 
which  no  one  rightly  understood ;  but  they  re- 
commended Monsieur  Moranval  to  use  the 
greatest  caution  in  the  business  which  brought 
him  up  to  Paris ;  but  what  that  business  was, 
— there^ — every  one  is  in  the  dark." 

'*  Was  nothing  else  upon  his  person  ?*' 

"  No ;  for  doubtless,  the  poor  man  was 
rifled  as  soon  as  he  was  killed." 

"  They  should  have  gone  to  Touquet's  to 
inquire  what  he  could  tell  them  of  the  busi- 


ness." 


"  They  did ;  and  Touquet  told  the  officers 
of  justice  that  the  gentleman  in  question 
alighted  at  his  house  towards  evening,  say- 
ing that  he  intended  to  remain  some  time  in 
Paris ;  that,  having  first  of  all  desired  his 
little  daughter  should  be  put  to  bed^  he  went 
out,  intending  to  be  absent  for  an  hour  or 
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two.  Touquet  said,  moreover,  he  sat  up  for 
him  till  very  late  at  night,  and  that  on  the 
ensuing  morning,  when  he  heard  a  man  had 
been  discovered  murdered  in  the  Rue  St. 
Honore,  at  no  great  distance  from  his  dwell- 
ing, and  being  most  uneasy  at  the  absence  of 
his  lodger,  he  repaired  to  see  the  corpse,  in 
which  he  recognised  the  individual  who  had 
reached  his  house  on  the  preceding  evening.*' 

*'  There 's  a  pretty  story  for  ye !  unluckily, 
we  have  too  many  such.  Our  streets  are 
thronged  with  cut-throats,  and  really,  after 
nine  o'nights,  'tis  perilous  to  venture  out. 
These  gentlemen  of  parliament,  however,  issue 
an  abundance  of  decrees,  but,  as  it  seems,  to 
small  effect*' 

"  It  is  but  lately  that  a  Chancellor  of  the 
Requests  was  murdered  in  the  self-same  man- 
ner. 

'^  The  parliament  has  lately  issued  another 
ordinance  against  these  villains,  has  it  not. 
Sir  ?" 
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"  Yes,"  said  Urban ;  "  the  Procureur  du 
Roi  but  recently  complained  of  the  atrocious 
robberies  and  murders  which  are  daily  perpe- 
trated in  this  city,  its  vicinity,  and  all  the 
principal  highways ;  imputing  these  outrage- 
ous acts  to  armed  delinquents,  who  audaciously 
break  into  private  dwellings,  and  pursue  their 
villanies  in  safety,  entirely  owing  to  the  negli- 
gence of  officers  who  shamefully  desert  their 
duty;  and  it  was  decreed  but  yesterday  by 
parliament  that  all  idle  vagabonds,  all  persons 
without  ostensible  employment,  and  all  night 
robbers  should  vacate  the  town  and  faux- 
bourgs  in  the  space  of  four-and- twenty  hours.** 

*'  Very  good !  and,  after  the  decree,  we  heard 
last  night  more  uproar  and  enormity  than 
ever." 

*•  The  Barber  Touquet  is  unmarried,  then?" 
said  Urban,  anxious  to  bring  back  the  conver- 
sation to  its  former  topic. 

••  Yes,  he  is  a  bachelor ;"  said  Madame 
Lcdoux. 
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"  And  this  young  girl,  who  lives  with  him — " 

'*  Is  the  little  girl  that  he  adopted." 

''  Has  she^  then,  no  protectors  bfut  him- 
self?" 

"  What  others  can  she  have  ?  since  no  one 
knows  who,  where,  and  what  are  her  relations. 
To  do  him  justice,  Touquet  has,  as  it  is  ru* 
moured,  taken  the  most  special  care  of  her. 
He  engaged  a  servant  expressly  to  attend  the 
little  girl,  one  Margaret,  a  credulous  old 
gossip,  ever  on  the  search  for  charms  to  guard 
her  against  thunder,  storms,  and  sorcerers,  or 
talismans  to  shield  her  dear,  young  Blanche 
from  all  the  snares  and  craft  of  amorous  gal> 
lants." 

''  Blanche !  is  that  the  young  girPs  name  V* 

"  It  is/' 

"  And  this  old  woman  is  the  only  person 
near  her  ?" 

''  Pardi !  and  quite  enough,  too.  Besides, 
she  never  leaves  the  house,  nor  shows  her  nose 
within  an  acre  of  her  window." 
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"  Now^  tell  me,  ladies^  do  you  not  think,  as 
I  do»  I  confess,  thai  Touquet  is  educating  this 
pretty  little  creature  for  himself,  and  that  all 
this  care  of  his  is  neither  more  nor  less  than 
plain,  straight-forward  love  ?" 

"  Indeed,  my  cunning  friend,  'tis  very  pos- 
sible. Touquet  still  is  young,  and,  perhaps, 
may  be  disposed  to  marry  her.'* 

''Nonsense!  that  I,  for  one,  cannot  believe ; 
and,  in  the  next  place,  I  have  heard  that  the 
young  person  is  by  no  means  pretty.  I  have 
heard  that  little,  dirty,  meagre  hound  with  the 
long  sword, — ^he  that  goes  so  often  to  the 
Barber's, — say  so.  He  declares  the  orphan  is 
extremely  ugly." 

"  Ugly ! "  exclaimed  Urban,  with  vivacity, 
'^  the  monstrous  lie ! " 

'*  Oh !  oh !  Sir,  you  have  seen  her  then  ?" 
exclaimed  the  gossips,  all  with  one  accord,  as 
they  surveyed  the  youth  with  searching  eyes. 

Urban  instantly  perceived  the  indiscretion 
of  his  observation,  and  having  nothing  more 
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to  learn  from  his  loquacious  company^  he  made 
the  ladies  a  profound  obeisance,  and  quickly 
left  the  shop. 

*'  Why  there  now,  he  is  gone !  exclaimed  the 
gossips,  without  telling  us  a  syllable  of  his 
affairs  with  Touquet** 

Urban  had  learned  sujBicient;  and  as  he 
bent  his  steps  towards  his  lodging  in  the  Rue 
Montmartre,  our  lover  communed  with  him- 
self, as  foUoweth. 

'<  She  is  not  the  Barber's  daughter ;  he  has 
acted  as  a  father  to  her,  but  has  no  more 
authority  upon  her  will  than  she  may  yield  him, 
from  the  grateful  sense  of  benefits  received. 
She  is  the  daughter  of  a  gentleman ;  so  mudi 
the  better.  My  father  was  a  gentleman  as 
well;  and  fought  with  gallantry  beneath 
King  Henry.  Many  veterans  still  remember 
Captain  Dorgeville ;  the  name  he  has  trans* 
mitted  to  his  son  is  pure  and  spotless.  I 
am  single,  and  the  master  of  my  actions. 
Like  herself,  I  have  no  relatives,  since  death 
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bereaved  me  of  my  blessed  mother  one  year 
since.  My  fortune  is  but  moderate;  twelve 
hundred  livres  yearly^  and  a  little  habitation 
on  the  Loire,  was  all  my  father  left  me.  She, 
too,  has  nothing ;  yet  by  industry  I  shall  be 
able  to  ensure  her  happiness.  I  have  taken 
my  degree  as  bachelor ;  but  I  shall  leave  this 
dry  career :  the  sciences  conduct  to  competence 
too  slowly.  I  am  deeply  skilled  enough,  if  I 
succeed  in  pleasing  her.  Yes, — that  must  be 
my  first  consideration.  If  she .  should  love 
me,  I  shall  ask  her  of  the  Barber ;  and  if  he  really 
contemplate  her  happiness,  he  cannot  refuse 
me,  unless,  indeed — ^himself — .  What !  should 
the  conjectures  of  these  women  prove  correct  ? 
Should  he  be  himself  in  love  with  her !  The 
churlish  tone  in  which  he  answered  me 
this  morning, — his  blunt  refusal  to  receive  me 
in  his  house — would  lead  me  to  suspect  it. 
And  that  wretch  who  dared  to  call  her  ugly — 
no,  never  did  my  eyes  behold  a  more  enchant- 
ing object.     It  could  not  be  of  her  he  spoke. 
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Come  what  come  may^  I  am  resolved  to  see 
her,  and  let  her  know  the  ardour  of  my  passion  ; 
and,  should  I  but  succeed  in  pleasing  her>  no 
earthly  power  shall  hinder  me  firom  making  her 
my  wife." 

It  will  be  said  that  these  were  hare- 
brained projects,  to  possess  a  girl  whose  face 
had  been  imperfectly  discovered  through 
the  medium  of  a  dingy  window ;  yet  Urban 
had  already  placed  the  bliss  of  his  existence 
in  the  attainment  of  this  almost  ideal  object. 
Notwithstanding,  let  us  look  into  ourselvesj 
and  we  shall  find  that  we  have  little  reason 
to  be  proud  of  our  superior  wisdom :  happy 
should  we  be,  if  no  worse  obstruction  than  a 
pane  of  glass  arose  between  ourselves  and 
the  seducing  fantasies  we  cherish  with  such 
fond  and  earnest  folly. 
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INTRIGUES  BEGIN. 


As  the  Knight,  with  all  due  expedition, 
bent  his  steps  in  the  direction  of  the  city,  the 
rare  sensation  of  ten  crowns  within  his  purse 
inspired  him  with  an  air  of  consequence,  and 
gave  his  head  a  more  than  ordinary  arrogance 
of  elevation.  He  conceived  it  prudent,  under 
the  accession  of  so  large  a  sum,  to  keep  his 
hand  tenaciously  upon  his  treasure,  as  he 
passed  along.  The  little  man  had  cocked 
his  hat,  too,  so  completely  on  one  side,  that  the 
old  weather-beaten  plume  with  which  it  was 
adorned  just  came  in  contact  with  his  eye, 
and  afforded  him,  at  every  step  he  took,  the 
satisfaction  of  beholding  it  respond  to  each 
respective  movement  of  his  person. 
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Never  h«d  the  knight  enjo;ed  such  perfect 
elMticity  of  spirit,  or  felt  himself  more  emi- 
nently honoured  with  his  own  approval. 
Blanche  was  ever  present  to  his  imagination, 
and.  entertaining,  as  he  did,  the  highest  no- 
tions of  his  own  pretensions,  he  readily  be- 
lieved the  youthful  Agnes  looked  on  him  with 
any  feeling  but  indifference.  On  the  other 
hand,  his  vanity  was  flattered  by  the  important 
enterprise  committed  to  bis  charge ;  be  al- 
ready looked  upon  himself  as  the  friend  and 
confidant  of  the  Marquis  de  Villebelle,  al- 
though as  yet  that  noble  personage  bad  never 
spoken  to  him ;  bnt  Cbaudoreille,  relying  on 
his  dexterous  address  in  furthering  the  Mar- 
quis's amours,  was  certain  that  his  merits 
must,  soon  or  late,  be  obvious  to  that  powerful 
lord,  and  could  not  tail  to  place  him  high  in 
bis  esteem.  Impressed  with  these  ideas,  be 
hastened  his  arrival  at  the  shop  described  to 
hiui  hy  Tuuquet.  and  cunimut 
as  follows,  before  be  entered  o 


INTRIGUES  BEGIN.  165 

"It  will  never  do,  in  the  fulfilment  of  so 
high  8  mission,  to  observe  the  carriage  of  some 
niggardly  and  humble  agent ;  I  must  not  turn 
the  warehouse  topsy-turvy,  and  afterwards 
depart  without  expending  money ;  let  me  not 
forget  that  I  am  somebody,  the  envoy  of  a 
mighty  personage.  I  have  already  had  ten 
crowns  upon  account,  and  therefore  think  that 
I  may  fairly  spend — say,  four-and-twenty  sous.'' 

Having  come  to  this  determination,  the 
Chevalier  walked  into  the  shop  with  infinite 
assurance;  but  in  endeavouring  to  make  a 
graceful  turn,  and  shed  his  salutations  right 
and  left,  he  sent  the  scabbard  of  Bolanda 
through  a  pane  of  glass,  and  broke  it  in  a 
thousand  pieces. 

Chaudoreille  was  struck  with  visible  con- 
fusion ;  his  face  grew  longer  as  he  calculated 
the  amount  of  damage  he  had  done,  which  he 
imagined  far  surpassed  the  sum  he  had  re- 
solved to  spend,  while  two  young  persons  in 
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the  counting-house,  unable  to  control  their 
entertainment,  burst  out  into  a  fit  of  laughter, 
though  a  female  opposite,  of  serious  mein  and 
much  maturer  years,  exclaimed  against  the 
awkwardness  of  the  astounded  knight. 

"  I  will  pay  for  it,"  said  Chaudoreille,  with 
a  lugubrious  sigh. 

'*  In  truth,  I  hope  so,"  said  the  mistress  of 
the  shop ;  "  but,  who  ever  saw  a  person  wear  a 
weapon  longer  than  himself?'' 

At  this  remark  the  knight  assumed  his  per- 
pendicular, as  he  essayed  to  stretch  his  person 
to  the  utmost,  and  casting  an  exasperated 
glance  at  the  old  lady,  said, — 

"  It  is  astonishing  that  people  should  allow 
themselves  the  liberty  of  such  reflections !  I 
wear  the  sword  that  suits  me  best ;  and,  had 
such  an  observation  emanated  from  a  bearded 
chin,  it  would  instantly  have  taken  measure  of 
the  offender's  body.** 

"  I  did  not  intend  the  least  offence,  sir," 
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said  the  woman  in  a  milder  tone ;  **  it  merely 
struck  me  such  a  swinging  rapiere  must  incon- 
Tenienee  you  in  walking." 

"  Inconvenience  me ! — why  this  is  worse  and 
worse  !*'  and  Chaudoreille  abruptly  turned  his 
back  on  the  perfumer,  and  approached  her 
young  assistants,  murmuring — ''1  came  not 
here  to  talk  of  the  dimensions  of  my  sword  ; 
let  the  lady  rave  as  she  thinks  fit !" 

*'  What  may  you  require,  sir  ?"  said  a 
squinting,  flat-nosed,  thick-lipped  girl,  with  a 
projecting  picked  chin,  whose  tawny  skin,  be- 
sides, appeared  to  have  received  a  coat  of  var- 
nish. 

The  knight  examined  her  some  moments 
and  exclaimed : — 

"  Sandis !  this  surely  cannot  be  the  girl 
they  have  described  :  love,  it  is  true,  is  blind, 
and  these  great  lords  are  partial  to  extraordi- 
nary physiognomies." 

But  having  once  more  scrutinised  the  per- 
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son  who  had  just  addressed  him,  he  cast  his 
looks  a  little  further  on,  and  there  perceived 
another  female  in  the  act  of  measuring  some 
ribbons.    A  single  glance  sufficed  to  satisfy 
the  knight  of  the  identity  of  her  whom  Tou- 
quet  had   described  to  him.     She  was  pre- 
cisely what  the  Barber  had    portrayed,  al- 
though, her  eyes  being  fixed  upon  some  mer- 
chandise before  her,  the  little  man  could  not 
as  yet  pronounce  upon  the  truth  of  that  im- 
portant portion  of  the  picture.    Chaudoreille 
approached  her  with  a  gracious  bow,  and  say- 
ing to  himself, — 

"  The  very  person !  what  a  wondrous  knack 
I  have  in  guessing  right !  another  would  have 
wavered  for  an  hour,  but  I  can  recognise  a 
person  once  described  to  me,  without  the 
slightest  hesitation,  and  never,  never  am  mis- 
taken." 

"  Those  are  delicious  ribbons,"  said  the  che* 
valier,  as  he  stroked  his  chin  with  nonchalance 
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and  leaned  upon  the  counter,  endeavouring  to 
ape  the  spruce  and  forward  manners  of  the 
route  of  the  day. 

The  young  girl  raised  her  eyes  on  the  che- 
valier, who  was  so  abruptly  taken  back  by 
their  expressive  brilliance,  that  he  lost  the 
point  of  a  concocted  compliment,  from  which 
he  had  anticipated  the  most  signal  and  felici- 
tous result. 

**  Saudis !  what  animation !"  cried  the  knight, 
as  he  recoiled  a  step,  while  the  young  person 
stedfastly  continued  to  examine  him;  with 
which  he  was  so  perfectly  enchanted,  that  he 
ventured  on  a  pirouette,  in  which  the  scabbard 
of  Rolanda  all  but  poked  the  eye  out  of  a  cat, 
asleep  upon  a  stool  behind  him. 

The  knight's  ridiculous  performance  brought 
a  smile  upon  the  young  girVs  lips. 

"Which  ribbon,  Sir,  do  you  desire?" 

"  Which  ribbon !  faith  I  hardly  know — why, 
somethiug  corresponding  with  the  rest  of  my 
costume.     I  want  it  for  a  rosette  for  Rolanda." 

VOL.  I.  I 
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"  What  may  you  mean.  Sir,  by  Bolanda?*' 

''My  rapier,  beautiful  brunette,  my  rapier, 
which  I  will  run  through  any  one  who  dares 
deny  that  you  have  the  most  beauteous  eyes 
in  all  the  world.'' 

Enchanted  with  his  compliment,  the  knight 
said  to  himself,  "  I  must  be  cautious,  I  must 
keep  in  bounds  and  not  be  too  seducing;  I 
must  remember,  I  am  not  come  hither  in  my 
own  behalf.  The  girl  apparently  takes  fire 
as  she  beholds  me !  Cadidis  /  if  I  had  but  my 
rufi^  I  should  involuntarily  take  the  little  crea- 
ture from  the  Marquis  de  Villebelle.  Be 
steady,  Chaudoreille ;  conceal  thy  graces — ^if 
thou  canst :  withhold  thy  cruel  glances  from 
this  lovely  person,  and  hasten  to  inform  her, 
it  is  not  on  thee  but  on  another  she  must  rest 
her  thoughts.'* 

As  he  thus  soliloquised,  the  knight  examined 
twenty  different  ribbons,  applying  them  by  way 
of  trial  to  the  handle  of  Bolanda,  and  looked 
from  time  to  time  about  him,  to  catch  the 
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opportunity  of  speaking*  without  being  over- 
heard by  the  two  other  females  in  the  shop. 
The  knight's  anxiety  did  not  escape  the  girl, 
who  smiled  at  his  repeated  hints  and  signs^ 
and  seemed  to  wait  a  more  explicit  intimation 
of  his  wishes.  It  happened  luckily  for  Chau- 
doreille^  that  in  the  m<»nent  of  his  exigence, 
two  other  persons  came  into  the  shop,  and 
while  the  elder  female  and  her  young  assistant 
waited  on  their  customers,  he  commenced  his 
message  in  an  under  tone  of  voice. 

"  I  came  not  here,  celestial  girl,  with  the 
simple  view  of  buying  ribbon," 

"  You  have  but  to  mention  any  other  article 
you  need,  Sir,  and  you  shall  be  immediately 
attended  to." 

"  JuUa^  have  you  done  yet  with  that  gen- 
tleman?" inquired  the  mistress  of  the  shop 
with  evident  impatience,  as  she  looked  with 
petulant  anxiety  upon  the  sweeping  sword  of 
Chaudoreille,  whose  every  motion  seemed  to 
threaten  the  eyesight  of  her  cat. 
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**  The  gentleman  has  not  made  up  his  mind/* 
said  Julia ;  while  Chaudoreille  exclaimed  with 
an  important  air^ — 

"  Methinks,  I  have  the  right  to  ponder  in  my 
choice  of  colour.  When  persons  like  myself 
come  into  shops,  good  woman,  the  longer  you 
detain  them  there  the  better ;  and,  let  me  add, 
if  you  are  anxious  for  my  patronage,  you  will 
allow  me  to  discourse  at  pleasure  with  this 
delightful  girl." 

This  tone  of  insolence  was  then  so  much 
in  vogue,  that  the  perfumer  was  content  to 
bear  it  with  a  patient  shrug,  instead  of  turning 
the  chevalier  out  of  doors ;  a  summary  pro- 
ceeding which,  undoubtedly,  in  our  good  times, 
would  be  adopted  without  hesitation  towards 
any  ill-bred  coxcomb,  who  might  venture  to 
exemplify  the  impudence  of  Chaudoreille. 

"  Oh !  Sanctis !  if  one  allowed  these  petty 
shopkeepers  to  forget  their  situation,  I  imagine 
they  would  shortly  take  the  liberty  of  giving 
lectures;"  said  Chaudoreille,  contrasting,  for 
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the  twentieth  time,  a  blushing  ribbon  with  his 
faded  doublet. 

"  This  colour  likes  me  well ; — ^what  think 
you  of  my  choice^ — adorable  young  damsel  ?" 

*'  I  think  the  ribbon  is  too  bright  to  suit 
the  colour  of  your  clothes.  Sir;  the  contrast 
would  appear  to  me  too  strong.'* 

''  I  admit  the  lacing  of  my  under  coat  is 
somewhat  faded;  but^  can  I  help  it?  A  fight- 
ing man  must  needs  encounter  dust  and  pow- 
der. There  is  a  cloak  now  I  have  had  in  wear 
six  weeks,  and  I'll  be  bound,  to  look  at  it, 
you'd  say  it  had  been  worn  as  many  months." 

''  Have  you  decided  on  your  ribbon.  Sir  V 
said  Julia,  without  replying  to  the  knight's 
remark. 

"  Well,  be  it  so a  rosette  of  fair  Aurora's 

hue,"  said  Chaudoreille ;  and  added,  with  an 
air  of  mystery,  '*  I  have  something  most  im- 
portant to  communicate  to  you." 
I  suspected  it/'  said  Julia. 
Now,  I'll  be  bound,"  thought  Chaudoreille, 
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*'  she  thinks  that  I'm  in  love  with  her,  and  waits 
impatiently  for  my  avowal.  I  am  a  most  in- 
corrigible fellow;  I  never  can  control  myself 
There!  I  have  turned  her  head  without  in- 
tending it;  but  I  must  undeceive  her  in- 
stantly/' 

**  Beautiful  brunette/'  replied  the  knight, 
''your  suspicions  are  inaccurate;"  and  the 
little  character  cast  down  his  eyes  with  a  co- 
quettish air ;  "  but,  it  behoves  me  to  inform 
you  that  I  am  not  the  principal  in  this  affair ; 
in  fact,  that  I  am  only  Love's  ambassador — 
although  you  may  have  taken  me  for  the  god 
himself/' 

Julia  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  which 
effectually  disconcerted  Chaudoreille's  compla- 
cency; he  hardly  knew  what  countenance  to 
put  upon  the  young  girl's  gaiety  ;  but  vanity, 
which  never  would  allow  him  to  interpret  any 
incident  but  to  his  own  advantage,  led  him  to 
partake  her  mirth,  as  he  observed  to  her,  in 
accents  scarcely  audible ; 
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"  Yes ;  is  it  not  extremely  droll  to  see  a 
man  like  me  the  envoy  of  a  lover  ?  I^  who  rob 
them,  as  I  choose^  of  all  their  conquests  I  It 
truly  is  remarkably  amusing.'' 

"  Let  us  understand  each  other  clearly,  Mr. 
Envoy,  if  you  please;  explain  your  message 
to  me  ;*'  said  Julia,  while  her  look  expressed 
her  pity  for  the  knight's  absurdity. 

Chaudoreille  looked  wistfully  around  him, 
placed  his  finger  on  his  lips,  examined  all  the 
persons  in  the  shop,  removed  the  footstool 
which  the  cat  was  lying  on,  and  leaning  for- 
wards to  the  girl,  with  the  very  air  and  attitude 
of  a  conspirator,  whispered  in  her  ear ; 

"  I  am  sent  to  you  by  a  great  lord — a  man 
immeasurably  rich — a  personage  in  favour— 
a  gallant,  who——" 

« It  is  ? it  is  the  Marquis  de  Villebelle ;" 

said  Julia,  out  of  patience ;  I  have  known  him 
long.  What  would  he  ask  of  me  ?  what  did 
he  bid  you  say  to  me  7    Come,  Sir,  quick.'* 

"  I  must  be  adroit  indeed,"  thought  Chaudo- 
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Teille>  **  since  people  know  by  guess  the  very 
thing  I  haye  to  say.  Since  you  know  his 
name/^  resumed  the  knight,  whose  face  again 
approached  the  ear  of  Julia,  and  who  rather 
roughly  pushed  him  to  a  distance,  ''  it  is  un- 
necessary that  I  should  tell  it  to  you :  that 
puissant  lord  adores  you.*' 

"  I  presume  he  did  not  charge  you  with  the 
expression  of  his  sentiments  ?" 

''  No;  but  he  deputed  me  to  ask  an  inter- 
view; and  should  you  deny  the  favour  he 
solicits,  he  will  set  the  corners  of  this  street  on 
fire,  that  he  may  have  the  pleasure  of  deliver- 
ing you  from  the  flames.  For  mercy^s  sake, 
fair  Julia, — for  such  your  name  is,  I  believe, 
— from  which  too  I  conceive  you  are  not 
French — pray,  am  I  right  in  my  conjecture?" 

"  Were  you  desired  to  ask  me  that?*'  said 
Julia,  as  she  looked  disdainfully  upon  the 
knighti  who  bit  his  lip,  and  with  his  hand 
upon  his  hip,  resumed ; 

'*  What  am  I  to  say,  then,  to  the  noble 
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Marquis  de  Villebelle,  of  whom  I  am  the  bosom 
confidaDt,  and  whom  I  represent  on  this  oc- 
casion  r 

''  That  he  should  be  more  choice  in  his  am- 
bassadors ;"  said  Julia,  drily. 

"  I  was  sure  it  would  be  so/*  said  Chaudo- 
reiUe,  as  he  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two ;  ''  she 
has  fallen  in  love  with  me ;  but  there  it  is,  my 
person  playing  off  its  customary  tricks.  But, 
really,  it  is  disagreeable ;  I  ought  to  have  dis- 
guised myself  a  little— or  at  least  to  have  re- 
strained my  eyes  from  the  infliction  of  such 
wounds. — There  is  money  to  be  made  here,— 
I  must  not  let  the  opportunity  escape  me." 
And  the  knight  repeated  to  the  girl, — to 
whom,  that  he  might  show  but  half  his  charms, 
he  now  presented  only  his  profile — "What 
must  I  tell  the  Marquis  ?  Where  will  you  be 
walking  in  the  evening  of  to-morrow  ?" 

Julia  was  silent  for  some  moments,  and  ap- 
peared in  deep  reflection ;  while  Chaudoreille 
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continued  fingering  his  purse^  in  anxious  ex- 
pectation of  her  answer. 

''  Whatever  her  determination  be^**  said  he, 
"  I  certainly  shall  not  restore  the  Barber's 


crowns." 


<'  To-morrow  evenings  at  eight  o  clock,  upon 
the  Pont  de  la  Toumelle  ;*'  at  length  replied 
the  young  Italian,  for  such  was  Julia. 

*'  Enough,"  said  Chaudoreille,  preserving 
still  the  attitude  affording  but  the  view  of 
his  profile ;  ''  I  ask  no  more,  and  shall  be  off, 
lest  my  appearance  should  induce  you  to  a 
change  of  resolution.** 

The  ambassador  had  already  reached  the 
door,  and  was  about  to  open  it,  when  Julia 
called  him  back. 

You  forget  the  price.  Sir,  of  the  ribbon." 
True,  by  Heaven !"  said  the  knight ;  "  the 
devil  fly  away  with  me !  I  am  ever  doing  this ; 
I  am  the  most  confused  and  absent  penton 
living. 
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So  saying,  Chaudoreille  took  out  his  purse, 
and  giving  the  most  audible  effect  to  its  con- 
tents, told  over  twenty  times  into  his  hand 
and  back  again  the  crowns  advanced  him  by 
the  Barber. 

'*  I  am  not  sure  if  I  have  brought  out  money 
with  me/*  said  the  knight;  "in  general  I 
carry  only  gold^  I  find  it  lighter.  How  much, 
fair  kdy,  did  you  say?" 

"  Thirty  sous.  Sir." 

"What?  thirty  sous — ^for  a  rosette!"  cried 
Chaudoreille,  with  a  grimace,  as  he  returned 
the  crowns  into  his  purse ;  "  Why,  that  appears 
a  most  enormous  price;  observe,  the  ribbon 
is  particularly  narrow." 

*'  For  a  man  who  usually  carries  only  gold," 
said  Julia,  smiling,  "  I  am  really  surprised. 
Sir,  you  should  haggle  for  so  small  a  sum." 

"  Oh  I  I  don't  haggle ;  still,  I  think  that 
some  reduction  might  be  made;  and  four-and- 
twenty  sous  appears  abundant  for  the  most 
superb  rosette.    No  matter;  one  must  yield 
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with  a  good  grace;    III   thank  you  for  my 
change." 

The  knight  put  down  a  crown  with  evident 
regret ;  and  while  the  Italian  was  engaged  in 
counting  out  his  change,  attached  the  ribbon 
to  the  handle  of  Bolanda;  and  no  sooner  did 
he  witness  the  effect  of  the  rosette  than  his 
reluctance  gradually  vanished.  Apprehend- 
ing some  ulterior  demand,  he  gathered  up  the 
money  from  the  counter,  and  advancing  to  the 
door  with  hasty  strides,  and  darting  out  into 
the  street,  departed  with  the  speed  of  lightning. 

"  And  my  pane  of  glass  !"  said  the  mistress 
of  the  shop,  "  has  be  paid  you  for  the  pane  of 
glass  r 

"  Good  Heaven  !  no,  madam ;"  said  Julia. 

'*  I  was  sure  of  it :  run,  girls,  run  after 
him.  The  wretched  prig!  that  would  affect 
the  fop,  ivith  his  old  thread-bare  cloak  and 
ragged  feather,  that  I  would  not  dust  my 
shelves  with.  The  fellow  comes  here,  strut- 
ting in,  upsets  my  shop,  pokes  out  the  eyes  of 
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my  poor  cat^  indulges  in  a  thousand  airs 
of  swaggering  impertinence,  stands  haggling 
near  two  hours  about  the  price  of  a  rosette, 
and  runs  away  and  leaves  the  pane  of  glass  he 
broke  unpaid.  He  certainly  must  be  some 
pick-pocket,  some  scurvy  cut-purse !" 

The  two  young  females  hastened  to  the 
door,  and  looking  up  and  down  the  street,  per- 
ceived no  Monsieur  Chaudoreille. 

"  It  is  my  fault,  Madame,"  said  the  Italian, 
'*  I  ought  to  have  remembered  it ;  but  I  will 
pay  for  it  noyself." 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle ;  and  it  will  teach  you 
for  the  future  not  to  listen  to  the  trifling  of 
those  gentlemen,  who  give  a  world  of  trouble, 
and,  after  all,  have  not  a  farthing  in  their 
pockets." 

The  petulant  old  lady's  volubility  was  lost 
upon  the  young  Italian,  who,  at  least,  made  no 
reply  to  the  reproaches  of  her  mistress ;  for 
Julia's  thoughts,  most  probably,  were  far  re- 
moved from  the  chevalier  and  the  pane  of 
glass. 
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It  was  night ;  all  had  long  been  still  in  the 
abode  of  Touquet,  who,  as  usual,  had  closed 
his  shutters  with  the  sunset ;  after  which  the 
business  of  his  shop  had  ceased,  and  visiters 
were  not  admitted  at  his  house.  This  was  the 
hour  selected  by  the  Barber  for  his  solitary 
meal ;  too  late  for  dinner,  and  earlier  than  the 
common  time  of  supper,  in  those  days,  it  was 
not  precisely  either  of  the  said  repasts,  al- 
though it  singly  served  the  purposes  of  both. 

Blanche  no  sooner  heard  the  summons  of 
old  Margaret  from  the  kitchen,  than  she  de- 
scended to  the  parlour,  where  the  Barber 
dined;  and  here  the  guardian  and  the  pro- 
tSgSe,  in  spite  of  Touquet*s  eflTorts  to  abridge 
the  meeting,  met  for  some  considerable  time. 
The  Barber  sat  at  table  barely  long  enough 
to  satisfy  his  appetite,  and  replied  to  Blanche's 
conversation  or  inquiries,  in  a  style  of  syste- 
matic brevity,  intended,  on  the  Barber's  part, 
to  check  the  girl's  alacrity,  and  thereby  hasten 
her  retirement  from  his  presence. 
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On  this  occasion^  Touquet^  seated,  as  usua], 
near  the  fire,  had  waited  Blanche's  coining; 
but  when  she  entered  the  apartment,  he  raised 
his  eyes,  in  opposition  to  his  custom,  and 
fixing  them  upon  the  girl's,  appeared  to 
search  some  secret  of  her  thoughts. 

Surprised  at  the  extraordinary  gaze  of  Tou- 
quet,  who  hitherto  had  seemed  to  shun  her 
very  smiles,  the  girl  involuntarily  dropped 
her  eyes,  replete  with  innocence  and  candour. 
A  rising  blush  suffused  her  cheeks  when  she 
remarked  the  forcible  expression  of  the  Bar- 
ber*s  look,  which  teemed  with  penetration  and 
inquiry.  A  moment's  observation  of  the 
young  girl's  features  was  sufficient  to  compose 
his  troubled  thoughts ;  the  Barber,  therefore, 
placed  himself  at  table,  and  motioned  Blanche 
to  take  her  customary  seat.  The  repast  com- 
menced, and  promised  to  conclude  as  silently 
as  usual.  Margaret  only,  as  she  brought  the 
dishes  or  removed  them,  ventured  on  a  word 
or  two  to  Blanche,  to  which  she  tranquilly 
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responded.  But  suddenly,  as  if  awakened  by 
some  pleasant  recollection,  the  latter  said  to 
Touquet, — 

'<  Oh !  my  kind  friend,  did  you  bear  tbe 
music  in  tbe  street  this  morning  T 

"  The  music  !'*  said  the  Barber,  as  he  cast  a 
stealthy  look  at  Blanche;  ''yes — I  thought  I 
heard '' 

"Oh,  bow  beautiful  it  was!  They  were 
Italians — first  they  sang  some  native  air  ; 
and  afterwards,  in  French,  so  charming  a  ro- 
mance !  Stay ! — I  think  I  recollect  the  bur- 
den  **  and  Blanche,  with  exquisite  expres* 

sion,  sang, — 

<*  J'  aime  et  c*eiA  poor  la  ?ie, 
Ma  mie  est  tout  pour  moi.** 

while  Touquet,  scowling,  listened  to  her. 

"  How  now !"  said  he,  ironically ;  "  what ! 
have  you  the  romance  by  heart  already  ?" 

"No;  not  tbe  whole  romance,  the  burden 
only." 

"  And  you  never  heard  it  till  this  morning  ?*' 
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"  Never,  sir." 

"  You  threw  your  window  open,  then  ?" 

"  No,  I  did  not  indeed,  although  I  wished 
to  do  so  :  but  then,  I  got  as  close  as  possible 
against  the  glass,  that  I  might  hear  the 
better/' 

"  And  see  the  better,  too,  no  doubt  ?" 

"  See ! — oh  no !  I  merely  wished  to  hear ;" 
replied  the  girl,  intimidated  by  the  keen  ex- 
pression of  the  Barber's  eyes. 

"  Are  there  no  curtains  to  your  window  ?" 
resumed  Touquet,  after  a  moment's  silence. 

'*  Yes,  sir ;"  timidly  replied  the  girl, 

•*  Blanche,  I  have  already  told  you,  I  object 
to  your  exposing  yourself  to  the  impertinence 
of  coxcombs,  who  are  ever  passing  and  repass- 
ing in  the  street '* 

"  But,  my  good  friend,  they  cannot  see  me 
through  the  window  !** 

"  Undoubtedly,  they  can." 

"  Well,  then,  if  it  vexes  you,  I  will  always 
keep  away  from  it  in  future/* 
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Moved  by  the  gentleness  of  Blanche^  the 
Barber's  air  was  softened^  and  getting  up  from 
table,  he  said  to  her>  almost  with  kindness  ; — 

''Go  to  your  chamber^  Blanche;  I  will  en* 
deavour  shortly  to  make  your  life  more  cheer- 
ful.— ^Yes ;  I  feel  that  you  cannot  continue  in 
such  gloomy  solitude.'* 

*'Ah!  I  am  very  happy,  my  dear  friend; 
and  if  I  could  but  learn  the  whole  of  that 

romance ^but  Monsieur  Chaudoreille  sings 

nothing  but  his  ViUanelle,  and  that  is  not  at 
all  amusing." 

"  I  will  purchase  you  some  others." 

"  Oh  I  try  and  get  the  one  I  heard  this 
morning, — 

*  J'aime  et  0*681  pour  la  vie.* 

Shall  you  remember  ?** 

"Yes,  yes, — I  shall  remember  it.  But  I 
expect  a  person  here — go  up  into  your  room." 

Blanche  saluted  Touquet,  and  gaily  ran  up 
stairs  to  her  apartment,  while  the  latter,  fol- 
lowing her  with  his  eyes,  continued  to  himself; 
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"  Yes,  I  was  wrong  to  be  uneasy  :  she  knows 
him  not/' 

An  hour  subsequently  to  the  conversation 
we  have  just  related,  a  knocking  at  the  Bar- 
ber s  door  was  heard,  and  Margaret  having 
given  admission  to  the  knight,  he  strutted  into 
Touquet's  parlour,  with  an  air  of  most  inordi- 
nate importance  and  satisfied  sufficiency. 

**  Thou  art  late ;'  said  Touquet,  as  he  pointed 
to  a  chair. 

"  Why,  what  the  devil ! — my  dear  Touquet, 
dost  thou  think  that  matters  of  such  nicety 
are  so  immediately  despatched?'* 

"  No ;  nor  do  I  think  thou  hast  been  tarry- 
ing to  the  present  moment  in  the  shop  to 
which  I  sent  thee." 

"  Undoubtedly^  I  have  not ;  but  I  was  there 
some  time,  I  promise  thee :  then,  it  was  requi- 
site that  I  should  dine — ^for  thou  didst  not 
invite  me,  to  the  best  of  my  belief,  to  dine  with 
thee." 
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<*  To  the  point ; — hast  thou  succeeded  ?  Let « 
me  hear  what  thou  hast  done.'* 

"  I  am  going  to  do  so. ^But  let  me  wipe 

my  forehead  in  the  first  place." 

The  Barber  gave  a  feverish  shrug,  while 
Chaudoreille  began  to  mop  his  face  with  an 
extremely  small  silk  handkerchief,  rolled  up 
into  the  likeness  of  a  ball,  and  which  the 
knight  was  far  too  prudent  ever  to  unfold. 
After  having  ejaculated  several  exclamations 
of  fatigue,  during  which  the  Barber  beat  his 
foot  impatiently  upon  the  floor,  the  little  man 
commenced  his  narrative,  as  follows : — 

"  To  go  from  this  into  the  city,  I  might 
have  taken  two  ways— nay — I  might  have 
taken  three " 

'*  Wretch !  take  a  dozen  if  thou  wilt — but 
get  there." 

''  I  must  have  been  there  of  necessity,  since 
here  I  am  and  thence  returned !  However,  I 
fixed  on  the  Pont-Neuf,  and  then  the  quay  as 
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jar  as Thou  knowest  it  well they  sell 

such  famous  tartlets  there !" 

''  Chaudoreille)  pray,  art  thou  making  game 
ofmeT 

"  No ;  it  seems  I  am  to  state  to  thee  the 
whole  of  my  proceedings;  but  thou  art  so 

abominably  testy ! To  be  brief,  I  took  the 

shortest  cut ;  and  there  I  was,  and  found  the 
little  creature  working  in  the  shop." 

"  'Tis  well !" 

"  I  entered  with  the  grace  peculiar  to  me, 
saluting,   first   of  all,   a  lady   to   my   right, 

saluting,  next,  two  girls  upon  my  left. In 

the  middle  of  the  shop,  I  saw  a  cat  asleep  upon 
a  stool " 

*'  Which  thou,  no  doubt,  must  needs  salute 
as  well  ?" 

*'  Ah !  if  thou  wilt  interrupt  me,  I  shall  be 
confused.  They  asked  me  what  I  wished ;  I 
replied,  concealing  my  designs,  to  see  some 
ribbons.  They  showed  me  a  variety,  of  yel- 
low— blue — red — orange — green ; — and   while 
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they  were  employed  in  doing  so,  I  narrowly  in- 
spected both  the  girls ;  and  as  nature  hath  been 
bonntifiil  in  giving  me  a  penetrating  eye,  I 
knew  immediately  the  one  thou  hadst  described 
to  me." 

"  Didst  thou  speak  to  her  ?" 

"  A  moment — thou  shalt  see  how  I  acquitted 
me.  I  had  sufficient  tact  to  make  her  serve 
me:  she  asked  what  colour  I  resolved  on 
taking,  and  I,  just  like  the  cunning  dog  I  am, 
— I  paused — for  what? — to  be  enabled  to 
spin  out  the  conversation.  At  length,  by  the 
most  fortunate  of  chances,  two  other  persona 
walked  into  the  shop,  and  consequently  we 
were  less  observed." 

''  And  then  thou  told*st  her  what  had 
brought  thee." 

*'  First  of  all,  I  fixed  upon  Aurora's  hue ; 
with  which  I  ordered  her  to  make  a  rosette  for 
Bolanda ^hold,  dost  thou  think  it  is  be- 
coming ? " 

So  saying,  Chaudoreille  got  up  and  put  the 


INTRIGUES  BEGIN.  191 

handle  of  his  sword  almost  in  Touquet's  face, 
who  somewhat  roughly  pushed  him  back  into 
his  seat,  rejoining  ;— 

'*  Had  I  not  immense  control  upon  my  in- 
clination, I  should  break  thy  bones  for  playing 
with  my  patience  thus  !" 

"There  is  no  pleasure  in  conducting  an 
intrigue  with  thee  ;*'  said  Chaudoreille,  a  little 
disconcerted  at  the  violence  with  which  the 
Barber  pushed  him  back  into  his  chair.  '^  But 
thou  wouldst  have  me  come  to  the  essential 
point.  Then  there  I  am.  I  intimated  the 
intentions  of  the  Marquis  de  Yillebelle.'* 

*'  Intimated  his  intentions  !  why,  I  have  not 
communicated  his  intentions  to  thee." 

"I  mean — ^his  love — his  flame — ^in. short  I 
asked  a  meeting  for  to-morrow  evening." 

"WeUr 

''  She  hesitated  and  reflected  for  a  length  of 
time :  I  then  increased  my  eloquence— —de- 
scribed the  Marquis  dying  in  despair,  if  she 
refused  his  wishes  !'* 
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"  Fool !  was  that  necessary  ?" 

'*  Necessary  !  To  be  sure  it  was — the  little 
thing  began  to  thinks  and  hesitated." 

''  Psha!  mere  grimace !'' 

''  No ;  no  grimace  at  all :  on  the  contrary^ 
she  made  some  very  interesting  faces  at 
myself." 

**  Will  she  come,  or  will  she  not  ?" 

*'  Come!  Sandis!  ay^  will  she  come;  but 
no  one  but  myself  could  have  decided  her  to 
do  so." 

"  To-morrow  evening  ?" 

"  Yes ;  at  eight  o'clock." 

*'  And  where  ?" 
On  the  Pont  de  la  Toumelle.' 
Enough." 

*'  As  soon  as  I  received  her  answer^  I  pre* 
vailed  on  her  to  fasten  the  rosette,  and " 

''  Excuse  me  from  attending  to  the  rest ;  I 
know  sufficient." 

*'  I  must,  at  all  events,  inform  thee,  that,  as 
I  made  my  bow  too  hastily,  I  broke  a  pane  of 
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glass,  for  which  I  was  obliged  to  pay  a  crown ; 

and  that,  I  hope,  will  be  refunded. Ah !  I 

have  something  more  to  tell  thee.    I  also  know 
the  beauty's  name  is  Julia,  and  will  wager  any 

sum  that  she's  Italian. ^Thou  see'st  at  least 

I  lost  no    time.     Art  thou  contented   with 
mer 

"  Yes ;  this  is  not  so  bad  ;*'  said  Touquet, 
with  an  air  of  less  austerity,  drawing  near  the 
table,  on  which  Margaret  had  placed,  as  usual, 
some  goblets,  and  a  measure  full  of  wine. 
"  Excepting  thine  eternal  gabble,  I  am  well 
enough  content  with  thee.  Come,  take  a 
draught." 

"  Thou  art    pleased  to  call    precision    of 

detail ^my  gabble !"  said  Chaudoreille,  who 

filled  his  goblet  to  the  very  brim.  "  For  ray 
part,  I  feel  it  as  a  sort  of  duty  to  let  people 
see  that  I  do  not  purloin  the  funds  entrusted 

to  me. As  for  the  pane  of  glass,  I  thought 

it  fit  to  bring  it  to  thy  knowledge,  as  I  have 
now  but    nine  crowns  left.     True,  I  forgot 

VOL.  I.  K 
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the  red  rosette,  which  cost  me  two  crowns 
more— ^and  three  from  ten>  accordingly, 
makes  seven  I  have  received." 

"  That  miserable  knot  two  crowns  !*'  said 
Touquet,  with  a  sneer,  as  he  surveyed  the 
knight's  rosette.  "  Chaudoreille,  thou  hast 
mistaken  thy  vocation;  thou  would^st  have 
made  a  fine  comptroller,  with  thine  art  of 
running  up  accounts.'' 

*'  What  dost  thou  mean  by  these  remarks,  I 
beg  to  know  ?" 

''  That  this  rosette  is  worth  at  most  but 
fifteen  sous." 

"  Ay,  to  some  bird  of  passage — to  some 
person  utterly  unknown ;  but  when  one  re- 
presents a  great  and  noble  lord,  the  shop- 
keepers will  have  your  skin,  if  possible.  I  did 
not  think  it  meet  to  fight  for  farthings.  Had 
they  asked  me  thrice  the  sum,  I  should  have 
paid  it  instantly,  without  a  word:— it  is  my 
way  of  doing  things. Can  I  say  more  ?" 

''Be  calm;"  said  Touquet,  smiling  at  the 
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warmth  of  Chaudoreille,  in  his  attempt  to 
prove  that  he  had  spent  three  crowns  ;  <'  thy 
expenses  shall  be  paid/* 

*'  Oh,  I  am  not  the  least  afraid  of  that ;  but, 

what  am    I   to   do    to-morrow? Shall   I 

attend  the  rendezvous  ? Am  I  to  carry  off 

the  little  creature  ?" 

"  No ;  that  is  my  part  of  the  business :  I 
use  thy  services  to  start  the  game>  but  I  do 
not  conceive  thee  fit  to  knock  it  down." 

''  My  dear  Touquet>  I  see  thou  dost  not 
know  me  yet ;  I  thought  thou  would' st  have 
done  more  justice  to  my  address  and  bravery ! 
If  thou  didst  but  know  the  numerous  intrigues 

I've  brought  to  a   successful  issue ! thou 

should'st  but  see  me  in  the  thick  of  diffi- 
culties ! 1    confront    all    dangers ! 1 

would  elope  with  Venus  in  the  very  sight  of 
Mars,  and  not  a  thousand  Vulcans  could  in- 
timidate me  !'* 

"  I  entertain  no  doubt  upon  the  subject,  but 
will  not  put  thy  valour  to  the  test/' 

k2 
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''  So  much   the   worse  for  thee,   for  thou 

would'st  witness  most  surprising  things ! 

No  obstacle  can  stop  me.  When  once  put  up, 
I  am  a  second  Achilles.  I  would  for  once 
some  accident   occurred,   that  thou   might*st 

find  thyself  in  peril just,  that  thou  might'st 

need  my  succour then,  swift  as  lightning 

1  should  fly Bolanda  in  my  grasp 

as  soon  as *' 

At  the  moment,  a  noise  was  heard  without, 
before  the  house,  and  Touquet,  seizing  the 
Chevalier's  arm,  cried — 

Peace !  be  silent,  I  hear  something.** 
What  matters  it  to  us,  what  they  are  doing 
in    the    street  ?     Perhaps    some    youngsters 

laughing  and  amusing  themselves let  them 

do  so. But,  as  I  was  saying,  then  brand- 
ishing my  trusty  and  redoubted  sword " 

"  Be  silent,  fool !"  resumed  the  Barber,  as 
he  squeezed  more  forcibly  the  arm  of  Chaud- 
orcille.  "It  begins  again  ;*  and  a  guitar  was 
heard  distinctly  near  the  house. 
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"  Some  person   fond  of  music,"   said   the 

knight. 

"  Hush  ! ^listen,"  said  the  Barber,  whose 

countenance  expressed  intense  anxiety,  while 
Chaudoreille  remarked, — 

"  He  does  not  play  so  very  well with  my 

instruction,  he  might " 

Immediately  a  voice  was  heard,  accompanied 
by  a  guitar ;  and  Touquet's  ears  were  struck 
with  a  romance,  of  which  the  burden  was  the 
tender  words  that  Blanche  so  lately  had  re- 
peated. 

"  I  have  no  further  doubt :"  said  Touquet, 
rising  hastily,  *'  he  comes  to  sing  to  her  ! 
Rash  fool !  Fll  teach  thee  to  avoid  such  visits 
here  in  future." 

The  Barber,  as  he  said  so,  ran  and  snatched 
his  poniard,  which  hung  above  the  mantel- 
piece, while  Chaudoreille,  as  pale  as  death, 
began  to  stammer ; — 

"  What  the  devil  is  the  matter  with  thee, 
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then  ? what  is  come  to  thee  ? — whom  dost 

thou  seek?" 

"  An  insolent   before  this  house.     Come, 

Chaudoreille,  and  follow  me If  there  be  ten 

of  them,   I'll  make  them   feel  my  poniard's 

point !     On  with  thee thou  shalt  share  the 

satisfaction  of  chastising  these  audacious 
fools." 

As  he  spoke,  the  Barber  rushed  into  the 
shop,  and  hastened  to  undo  the  door,  as  it 
conducted  more  immediately  into  the  street 
than  going  by  the  passage  of  the  private 
entrance.  As  he  precipitately  drew  the  bolts, 
the  knight  sprang  up  like  one  infuriated,  and 
making  thrice  the  circuit  of  the  parlour, 
cried, — 

"  Why,  where  the  devil  have  I  put  my 
sword  ?'' 

At  length,  perceiving  that  Rolanda  never 
had  been  absent  from  his  side,  he  cried  aloud 
to  Touquet,  who  was  out  of  hearing, — 
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"  Hot-headed  blockhead  that  I  am  ! In 

my  eagerness,  I  did  not  see  her.     I  am  at  thy 

service : 1  have  but  to  draw  her  from  the 

scabbard.     Come^  quick,  Rolanda:  it  is  this 
cursed  knot  that  keeps  her  in ;         a  plague  on 

the  rosette ! Touquet,  I  am  here Divert 

them  but  an  instant,  till  I  have  plucked  Ro- 
landa from  her  sheath.'* 

But  the  Barber  was  by  this  time  in  the 
street,  while  Chaudoreille,  remaining  at  the 
further  end  of  the  apartment,  pretended  to  be 
making  strenuous  efforts  to  unsheathe  his 
sword,  still  crying, — 

"  I  am  with  thee: these  insolents  shall 

have  a  nearer  sight  of  me Mad   it  not 

been  for  this  accurst  rosette,  some  five  or  six 
of  them  had  been  already  slain  !' 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

CONVERSATION    BY   THK    FIRE. 

The  song,  accompanied  by  the  guitar,  as 
Touquet  had  suspected,  was  intended  for  the 
cars  of  Blanche.  The  subjects  of  the  tender 
passion  are  proverbially  imprudent.  Urban, 
for  the  first  time,  was  in  love, — a  name  that 
we  must  not  apply  to  thp  caprices  of  a  mo- 
ment, transitory  as  their  satisfaction.  The 
youth  of  former  times^  indeed,  were  subject  to 
their  fantasies;  but  when  they  seriously  loved, 
the  passion,  it  is  said,  was  far  more  durable 
than  now,  at  least  among  the  humbler  classes  ; 
the  great,  of  course,  have  ever  been  exempted 
from  the  vulgar  rule. 

First  love  is  the  parent  of  a  thousand  indis- 
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cretions ;  the  second  has  the  benefit  of  more 
experience ;  on  the  third  attack^  the  parties 
have  acquired  the  art  of  playing  a  more  cau- 
tious game,  for  habit  is  of  great  avail  in  all 
things.  If  women  are  not  steadfast  to  their 
first  attachment,  it  is  only  that,  by  practice, 
they  may  gain  dexterity ;  and  it  would  be  over 
critical  on  our  part  to  impute  to  them,  as  cri- 
minal, inconstancy  arising  from  such  provident 
considerations. 

Urban  was  indifferent  to  the  detection  of 
his  love.  The  enchanting  face  he  had  beheld 
behind  the  Barber's  window  was  ever  present 
to  his  mind,  and  he  burnt  with  the  desire  of 
seeing  it,  without  an  obstacle  to  his  complete 
and  open  contemplation  of  its  beauty.  His 
hopes  were  strengthened  by  the  information 
he  had  gathered  from  the  gossips  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood, which  tended  also  to  augment  his 
predilection  ;  for  there  was  a  romantic  interest 
excited  by  the  orphan's  history.  It  is  the  na- 
ture of  extraordinary  circumstances  to  inflame 

K  3 
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the  fancy;  and  a  lover  is,  of  all  mankind,  the 
most  susceptible  of  that  peculiar  itritation. 
But  previously  to  the  endeavour  of  surmount* 
ing  difficulty  in  the  prosecution  of  our  love,  it 
is  essential  that  the  passion  should  be  mutual ; 
for,  without  that  indispensable  preliminary, 
the  chances  are  that  we  shall  spend  our  time, 
and  form  our  plans,  in  vain.  The  jealousy  of 
a  rival,  a  guardian's  vigilance,  the  poniards 
of  a  thousand  watchful  Arguses  may  be  defied ; 
— not  so  the  indifference  of  her  we  love,  an 
obstacle  alone  sufficient  to  defeat  the  fondest 
projects  of  felicity :  in  short,  the  heart  can 
only  be  sustained  and  animated  in  its  enter- 
prises by  warm  and  tender  reciprocity.  As  to 
that  animal  solicitude,  contented  with  cor- 
poreal possession,  and  reckless  of  the  finer 
feelings  of  affection,  it  was  the  degradation  of 
those  petty  tyrants  of  the  olden  time,  who  pil- 
laged travellers,  and  triumphed  over  beauty 
with  the  savage  arguments  of  force ;  then,  bear- 
ing off  their  conquest  on  the  cruppers  of  their 


CONVERSATION  BT  THE  FIRE.  203 

horses,  much  as  an  exciseman  with  a  bale  of 
smuggled  merchandise,  retired  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  their  beauteous  captures  in  the  re- 
cesses of  their  castles,  indifferent  to  the  tears 
and  lamentations  which  alone  replied  to  the 
caresses  of  a  gross  and  loathsome  passion. 

As  the  very  natural  reflection  occurred  to 
Urban,  that  he  should  first  of  all  possess  the 
love  of  the  fair  orphan,  he  cast  his  eyes  upon 
a  little  looking-glass,  about  twelve  inches 
square,  placed  just  above  his  mantel-piece.  It 
may  be  here  remarked  that  glasses,  in  the 
times  we  write  of,  were  extremely  dear,  and 
every  student  then  had  not  his  Psyche  in  his 
chamber ;  nor,  indeed,  do  I  believe  that  they 
have  even  now  arrived  at  such  a  point  of  ele- 
gant  convenience.  The  mirror  faithfully  re- 
flected Urban's  handsome  eyes,  to  which  his 
passion  had  imparted  an  expressive  tender- 
ness and  languor ;  arched  eye-brows,  a  persua- 
sive mouth,  a  noble  forehead,  and,  in  short,  a 
tout-ensemble  by  no  means  calculated  to  dis- 
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please  a  girl  of  Blanche  s  years.  Accordingly, 
our  student,  sufficiently  content  with  the  re- 
flection of  his  glass,  smiled  pensively*  and 
said — 

'*  Why  should  she  not  ?   she  may — perhaps 
will — love  me !" 

Thus  our  lover  passed  the  day,  in  laying 
plans,  in  heaving  sighs,  and  visiting  his  look- 
ing-glass from  time  to  time.  Night  came  at 
length,  and  then  his  appetite  informed  him, 
he  had  eaten  nothing  since  the  morning ; 
for  it  is  only  that  unhappy  class  of  lovers  who 
despair,  if  we  believe  what  the  proficients  say, 
who  live  beyond  the  influence  of  hunger.  As 
Urban*8  case  was  not  so  desperate,  he  went 
into  a  cabaret ;  and,  let  us  here  remark,  a  place 
so  named,  at  the  epocha  of  our  story,  did  not 
imply  a  haunt  of  bad  society ;  for  Pierre  Cor- 
neille,  Bois-Bobert,  Rotrou,  CoUetet,  Scarron, 
and  many  nobles  of  distinction,  were  fre- 
quenters of  the  cabaret,  the  restaurant  of  for- 
mer times. 


CONVERSATION  BY  THE  FIRE.  205 

Said  Urban  to  himself,  as  be  discussed  his 
humble  supper, — 

*'  How  am  I  to  see  her? ^how  can  I  con- 
trive  to  make    myself   known    to    her? • 

Blanche ! — —delicious  name  1 and  how  ap- 
propriate, too !  This  Barber,  by  the  way, 
does  not  appear  a  very  practicable  personage, 
— ^his  habitation  is  a  downright  fortress  !  Not- 
withstanding, it  is  indispensable  this  charming 
girl  should  know  I  love  her, — that  I  adore 
her  !  This  morning  she  was  listening  to  the 
musicians,  and  appeared  delighted  with   the 

last  romance  they  sang^ 1  know  it; 

shall  I  go  this  evening,  and  sing  it  underneath 
her  window  ? — she  may  show  herself,  perhaps ; 
— perhaps,  her  window  may  be  open,*— she 
may  choose  to  breathe  the  evening  air/' 

The  air  was,  notwithstanding,  keen, — for 
the  events  we  are  relating  happened  in  the 
winter; — but  lovers  breathe  an  everlasting 
spring.  Enchanted  with  this  fortunate  idea, 
the  enraptured  Urban  ran  for  his  guitar,  and 
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waited  with  impatience  for  the  hour  at  which 
the  streets  were  usually  deserted,  that,  unmo- 
lested and  unseen,  he  might  address  a  sere- 
nade to  the  incomparable  beauty  to  whom  he 
was,  as  yet,  unknown. 

This  mode,  originally  Spanish^  was  then  in 
vogue  in  France,  and  still  obtains  in  certain 
little  towns,  where,  after  ten  at  night>  the 
tender  sentiment  is  harmonised  to  the  guitar ; 
though,  in  the  larger  cities,  loTe-songs  are  but 
rarely  heard,  and  then  from  some  blind  beggar 
only,  or  some  strolling  org^n-player. 

The  auspidous  hour  of  lovers  had  arrived, 
and  Urban  had,  accordingly,  taken  his  position 
in  the  Rue  des  Bourdonnais.  He  easily  re- 
cognised the  Barber's  house,  as  he  had  care- 
fully remarked  it  in  the  morning.  A  feeble 
light  appeared  through  Blanche's  curtain, 
which  seemed  to  intimate  that  she  had  not 
retired  to  rest;  and  consequently.  Urban, 
without  more  ado,  forgetting  there  were  other 
inhabitants  who  needs  must  hear  Inm,  sang 
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the  fond  romance  with  tenderness  and  exquisite 
expression. 

We  have  already  seen  the  sequel  of  this  in- 
discretion ;  admonished  by  the  sounding  bolts, 
the  youth  had  nimbly  taken  flight,  and  stand- 
ing unperccived  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  des 
Mauvaises-Paroles,  entirely  overheard  the  oaths 
and  menaces  of  Touquet. 

*'  He  hath  escaped  !''  exclaimed  the  barber, 
as  he  returned  to  his  apartment  and  cast  his 
poniard  angrily  upon  the  table.  These  words 
appeared  to  dissipate  the  spell  which  bound 
Rolanda  to  the  scabbard ;  and  Chaudoreille  no 
sooner  heard  them  than  his  naked  sword  was 
gleaming  in  his  hand,  and  as  he  brandished  it 
above  his  head,  he  ran  precipitately  into  the 
shop,  exclaiming — 

"  Ah !  ah  !  my  singing  gentleman,  now  for 
it,  I  shall  let  you  see  some  cruel  work." 

"Yes;  when  I  tell  thee  there  is  no  one  to 
be  found  !'*  replied  the  barber,  while  the  knight 
pretended  to  undo  the  bolts  again.     "  I  was 


208  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

too  loud, — the  blockhead  heard  me, — and  es- 
caped. Heaven  only  knows  in  which  direction." 

'*  But  art  thou  certain  none  of  them  are 
left  y  said  Chaudoreille,  still  brandishing  bis 
weapon.** 

"Of  course  I  am.** 

'*  I  should  like  though  to  be  sure  of  it,  and 
search  the  street.** 

<<  Well  then,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  art  at  liberty 
to  do  so.** 

"  No ;  now  I  think  on  it,  it  would  be  wrong ; 
perhaps  they  may  return,  and  it  were  better 
to  allow  them  to  approach  without  suspicion; 
then  we  will  burst  upon  them,  and  as  for  me,  I 
promise  thee,  I  give  no  quarter.'* 

So  saying,  the  knight  returned  Rolanda  to 
the  sheath,  and  entering  the  parlour,  took  a 
seat  before  the  fire,  and  having  once  more  filled 
his  goblet  to  the  brim,  despatched  its  contents 
at  a  draught,  to  pacify  his  fury,  as  he  said. 
Touquet  paced  the  room  with  hurried  steps  : 
he  was  violently  agitated,  and  appearing  to- 
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tally  unconBcious  that  Chaudorcille  was  pre- 
sent, by  fits  and  starts,  he  murmured  in  a 
gloomy  voice :  "  Then,  what  I  feared,  occurs 
at  last ! — this  beauteous  flower  hath  been  dis- 
covered— and  now  it  will  be who  shall  pluck 

it  ?■  the  enquiry  will  be,  who  and  whence 
she  is  ?  and  thence,  a  thousand  questions  and 
conjectures : — and  who  can  say  to  what  all  this 
may  lead  ? — Fool  that  I  was  ! — I  needs  must 
keep  this  child ! — conceiving  it  a  master-stroke 
of  policy  that  would  defeat  all  possible  suspi- 
cion ! — Could  I  not  foresee  that  she  must  one 
day  reach  her  present  age,  and  be  the  beauty 
that  she  is — that  all  the  stratagems  which  I 
have  used  myself  for  others,  would  be  as  cer- 
tainly employed  for  her  ? 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  Chaudoreille,  con- 
veying for  the  third  time  to  his  lips  his  over- 
flowing goblet;  '^my  good  Touquet,  if  thou 
art  loth  to  keep  the  little  creature  any  longer, 
turn  her  over  unto  me,  and  I  engage  no  living 
fop  shall  dare  to  look  upon  her  face." 
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"  I,  turn  her  over  unto  thee !"  said  Touquet, 
as  if  but  suddenly  aware  of  the  chevalier's  pre* 
scnce,  "  Of  whom  dost  speak  ?  an  answer !" 

"  Saudis !  it  was  thyself  who  spok*st  of  the 
young  flower  which  thou  hast  reared — I  heard 
thee  most  distinctly '' 

'*Thou  hast  heard  me!"  cried  the  barber, 
seizing  the  chevalier  by  the  arm,  in  which  he 

held  his  bumper,  "  what  said  I  then  ? what 

didst  thou  hear  ? speak,   wretch  ! wilt 

thou  speak  ?*' 

"  Take  care don't  shake  my  arm now 

sec,  there ;  there's  my  doublet  stained  all  over 

with  the  wine! ^The  devil! 1  shall,  in 

truth,  expect  a  new  one  from  thee  1" 

"  What  hast  thou  heard  ?"  reiterated  Tou- 
quet, in  a  formidable  voice,  and  raising  his 
clenched  fist  above  the  head  of  Chaudoreille, 
while,  with  his  other  hand,  he  shook  him  with 
such  violence  that  the  contents  of  the  goblet 
were  diffused  upon  his  cheeks  and  neck. 

"  Nothing — nothing — I   protest  to  thee  ;*' 
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replied  the  knight,  in  terror  and  confusion,  as 
he  dropped  his  eyes  for  fear  of  meeting  Tbu- 
quet's  glance.  **  I  only  told  thee,  there  were 
flowers  upon  this  wine ;  and  if  it  pleased  thee 
to  present  me  with  some  flasks  of  it,  I  would 
conceal  them  from  the  vulgar  eye.  I  meant 
to  say  no  more — I  think — ^for,  of  a  truth,  thou 
liast  driven  me  out  of  all  mf  senses,  with  thy 
squeezings  and  thy  clenchings.  I  can  hardly 
tell,  in  fact,  what  I  am  saying." 

Touquet  loosed  the  arm  of  Chaudorelllc,  as 
if  ashamed  of  his  extravagant  excitement,  and 
sitting  down  beside  him,  said  in  a  more  tran- 
quil tone ; — 

"  There  are  certain  things  I  would  ])reserve 
in  secrecy — not  that  they  are  of  great  impor- 
tance.    Besides,  I  tliink  thou  art  too  wise  to 

give  thy  speech  a  license  about  me: thou 

know*st  too  well  my  poniard  would  cut  out  thy 
tongue,  if  it  but  wagged  in  such  abuses." 

"  What  the  devil  can  I  talk  of?*'  said  the 
knight,  as,  with  his  miserable,  little  handker- 
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chief,  he  wiped  his  face  and  clothes,  while  still 
his  lips  were  quivering,  as  if  the  barber  medi- 
tated the  instantaneous  fulfilment  of  his  threat ; 
*'  Thou  hast  never  told  me  aught  of  thy  affairs, 
and  I  am  not  a  man  that  would  invent  the 
slightest  lie." 

''  I  have  told  thee  what  is  known  to  every- 
'body ; — that  finding  Blanche  an  orphan  in  my 
house,  I  took  her  under  my  protection — at  the 
same  time  knowing  neither  more  nor  less  than 
other  people  of  her  father  or  her  family.  She 
is  now  grown  up,  and  beautiful  she  is ;  what 
vexes  me  is  this,  that  lovers  will  present  them- 
selves. They  will  busily  inquire  whatever  may 
concern  the  girl,  and  after  all,  will  learn  no 
more  than  what  I  tell  thee.  As  for  the  fool 
who  came  here  singing  but  a  while  ago,  I  know 
him ;  he  came  into  my  shop  this  morning,  and 
loitered  there  two  hours,  in  hopes  of  Blanchc*s 
making  her  appearance.  Dost  thou  hear  me, 
Chaudorcillc  T 

**I         hear    thee ^if   thou  wilt?"  said 
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Chaudoreille,  continuing  to  wipe  his  doublet ; 

«for  I  know  not  if  I  am  to  hear  thee or 

am  not  to  hear  thee that  is just  as  thou 

mayst  wish." 

"  I  could  wish  that  thou  wert  less  a  fool  ;'* 
said  Touquet,  as  he  cast  a  look  of  deep  con- 
tempt on  his  companion. 

"  No  ambiguous  expressions^  if  it  please 
thee;"  said  the  knight,  "thou  know*st  I  like 
them  not; — this  cursed  wine  will  stain  ; — and 
for  the  moment,  I  am  not  aware  that  I  possess 
a  second  doublet." 

"  'Tis  a  very  boy !  a  scholar  that  hath  not  a 
hair  upon  his  chin ;"  said  Touquet,  after  a 
moment's  thoughtful  silence^  interrupted  only 
by  the  knight^  who  still  continued  with  his 
handkerchief  to  mop  the  places  where  the  wine 
had  fallen  upon  his  clothes;  ''That  he  hath 
but  little  skill  in  love  intrigues,  appears  from 
what  he  did  but  now.  To  sing  immediately 
before  my  door  !  to  let  me  know  that  there  he 

was! the  foolish  boy,  a  lesson  might  be 

useful  to  him. " 
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"  It  is  certain,  he  is  not  first-rate  on  the 
guitar " 

"  I  cannot  believe  that  he  is  known  to 
Blanche !  no — yet  that  romance  he  sang — the 
burden  is  the  same  that  she  repeated  to  me : 

*  Ma  mie  est  tout  pour  moi.' 

"  It  is  not  half  so  good  as ; 

'  Tu  r^grettes  ta  f^melle !' 

**  Cadedis  I  what  a  difference  between  the 
melodies !" 

"  No ;  Blanche  is  the  very  soul  of  candour ; — 
had  she  known  this  youth,  she  never  would 
have  mentioned  the  romance.  And  what  the 
devil  makes  thee  teach  her  nothing  but  the 
antiquated  trash  of  the  days  of  Louis  XII.  ? — 
If  thou  couldst  sing  her  something  pretty^  the 
girl  would  not  be  wonder-stricken  at  the  first 
romance  she  heard  from  these  wandering  trou- 
badours.*' 

"  How  now  1  dost  thou  address  thyself  to 
roe  ?**  said  Chaudoreille,  as  he  cocked  up  his 
head. 

'<  No  doubt,  I  do  address  myself  to  thee. 
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since  thou  must  call  thyself,  forsooth^  a  sing- 
ing-master." 

"  My  dear  Touquet,  listen  to  me ;  I  never 
meddle  with  thy  style  of  shaving ;  do  thou  not 
interfere  with  me  in  teaching  music ;  every 
one  to  his  vocation — thou  know^st  the  pro- 
verb.  1  teach  my  scholars  nought  but  what 

is  excellent ;  chefs-d^oeuvre  only ! — dost  thou 
think  that  I  would  cram  their  heads  with  all 
the  devil- dances  of  these  riff-raff  Neapolitan 
buffoons,  with  their  eternal  quaverings  ?" 

'<  It  is  to  be  lamented,  then,  that  girls  pre- 
fer these  quavers  to  thy  great  chefs-d oeuvre. 
Thou  gavcst  Blanche  a  lesson  but  this  morn- 
ing, and  she  told  me  she  was  weary  of  thy 
villanelley 

"  If  any  other  but  thyself,"  said  the  cheva- 
lier, rising  peevishly,  '*  should  say  as  much  to 
me,  1  should  pronounce  it  simple  jealousy; 
but  it  is  growing  late ;  this  day's  work  has 
been  fatiguing,  and  I  am  off  to  my  repose.  If, 
however,  thou  wouldst  have  me  stay,  for  fear 
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these  singers  should  return,  I  am  prepared 
to  sacrifice  my  rest  for  thee." 

"  No,  no ;  it  is  unnecessary,"  said  the  Bar- 
ber, smiling ;  **  they  will  not  come  back ;  go, 
get  thee  to  thy  bed." 

"  Thou  dost  not  need  my  services  to-morrow 
evening,  then  ?" 

"  No ;  however,  if  it  please  thee,  be  walking 
on  the  Pont  de  la  Toumelle  at  the  appointed 
hour,  and  we  may  use  thee  as  a  spy." 

"  Sufficient/*  said  the  knight,  as  he  rammed 
his  hat  upon  his  head  ;  "  thou  mayest  rely  on 
me  in  life  and  death :  I  shall  be  punctual  at 
the  rendezvous,  and  trust  me  for  Bolanda's 
edge.     Adieu.'* 

As  he  spoke,  the  knight  passed  quickly 
through  the  passage  leading  to  the  door,  which 
having  opened,  he  bestowed  his  cautious  glances 
right  and  left ;  then,  bounding  forwards  on  his 
course,  departed  like  a  stag  that  had  been 
startled  by  the  winding  of  a  huntsman^s  horn. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  CABINET. — ABDUCTION. 

In  this  nether  world  of  ours  all  things  have 
their  causes, — nothing  is  the  work  of  chance ; 
but  there  are  many  ricochets,  which  scatter 
here  and  there  the  happy  or  unfortunate 
events,  for  which  we  thoughtlessly  accuse  or 
bless  our  destiny^  without  ascending  to  the 
source  from  which  they  really  flow :  a  proceed- 
ing, it  is  true,  which  would  frequently  engage 
us  in  researches  of  no  brief  duration. 

Urban  blest  his  fortune,  when  he  saw  that 
there  was  still  a  light  in  Blanche's  chamber ;  the 
hour  of  whose  retirement  was  retarded  by  the 
fears  of  Margaret,  who  could  not  collect  suffi- 
cient fortitude  to  occupy  her  new  apartment 

VOL.  I.  L 
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without  first  knowing  to  what  communication 
it  was  liable  through  the  little  door  in  the 
alcove.  Had  not  the  old  domestic  told  the 
Barber  her  suspicion  of  his  sleepless  nights, 
she  would  still  have  been  the  tenant  of  her 
usual  dormitory;  but  therein  appears  an  in- 
stance of  the  strong  reaction  of  events ;  for 
Margaret's  loquacity  had  proved  the  means  of 
Blanche's  hearing,  in  the  sweet  and  tender 
voice  of  Urban,  the  romance  which  had  so 
charmed  her  in  the  morning. 

"  Yes,  mademoiselle,"  said  the  old  woman, 
but  a  short  time  previous  to  the  youthful 
lover's  song,  "I  feel  that  I  shall  die  of  fright, 
if  I  must  lie  alone  in  that  abominable 
chamber,  the  former  habitation  of  a  sorcerer ; 
not  knowing  either  where  that  little  door  may 
lead — ^perhaps,  into  the  laboratory  of  that 
Odoart!  Who  knows  but  he  may  still  be 
there!  those  sorcerers  ensconce  themselves, 
at  times,  for  fifty  years  together,  in  their  dark 
abodes,  inventing  secret  means  of  mischief  to 
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mankind.  Full  sure  I  am  that  Monsieur 
Touquet,  with  all  his  strange  indifference  to 
witchcraft,  hath  never  visited  that  room.  You 
will  give  me  leave,  my  child,  to  pass  the  night 
with  you ;  and  to-morrow,  as  soon  as  it  is 
light,  we  will  go  together,  you  and  I,  since 
the  Chevalier  Chaudoreille  had  not  the  com- 
plaisance to  do  so,  and  undo  the  door.  I  can 
pass  the  night  in  this  arm-chair ;  I  shall  be 
more  comfortable  far  than  in  that  dreadful 
chamber,  and  will  tell  you  a  few  entertaining 
stories  before  we  fall  asleep.*' 

Blanche  could  not  refuse  the  favour  asked 
by  Margaret ;  and  the  old  domestic  was  ac- 
cordingly relating  her  third  tale  of  sorcery 
and  witchcraft,  when  the  girl,  who  felt  her 
eyes  grow  heavy,  was  about  to  get  into  bed ; — 
but,  at  the  very  moment,  she  was  roused  by 
the  melody  of  a  guitar. 

Blanche  listened  eagerly,  and  made  a  sign 
to  Margaret  to  cease  her  narrative :  she  in- 
stantly remembered^  with  delight,  the  air  she 

l2 
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SO  much  wished  to  learn.  In  the  silent  night, 
the  ordinary  charm  of  music  is  enhanced  by  a 
seductive  sweetness,  an  expression  of  that 
melancholy  tenderness  that  strikes  the  very 
soul.  Urban^s  voice  was  flexible  and  sweet ; 
Blanche^  ravished  at  its  harmony,  remained 
immoveable,  as  if  she  feared  to  lose  a  sound  ; 
while  Margaret,  with  an  astounded  air  and 
gaping  mouth,  gazed  wistfully  upon  the  lovely 
girl,  without  appearing  in  the  least  to  share 
her  raptures  at  the  melody.  But  Margaret, 
we  must  remember^  had  seen  her  threescore 
years,  and  music  was  no  more  the  language 
of  her  heart ;  it  fell,  indeed,  but  as  a  barren 
sound  upon  the  old  domestic's  ear,  while  its 
winning  influence  descended  on  the  bosom  of 
sixteen,  and  awakened^  with  its  exquisite  vi- 
brations, a  responsive  chord  of  tremulous  de- 
light. 

But  Blanche's  happiness  was  shortly  inter- 
rupted by  the  noise  which  followed  in  the 
street;  she  heard  the  Barber's  voice,  and  she. 
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as  well  as  Margaret,  was  struck  with  conster- 
nation at  his  threats. 

•*  Quick,  quick,  to  bed,  my  child,"  cried 
Margaret;  ''put  out  the  light.  Should  Moa- 
sieur  Touquct  see  that  you  are  still  awake,  and 
find  me  here, — ah  !  Holy  Virgin !  I  should  be 
undone  T' 

**  But  why  should  the  musician  raise  his 
anger  ?*'  asked  the  girl.  ''  Is  it  forbfdden  to 
sing  at  night-time  in  the  open  streets?  What 
pleasure  it  afforded  me  to  listen  to  that  sweet 
romance  !  Of  what  offence  could  that  young 
man  be  guilty  ?  for  it  was  a  young  man,  Mar* 
garet,  was  it  not?  it  never  was  an  old  man's 
voice.  How  charmingly  he  sang !  I  never 
heard  so  soft  a  voice! — it  affected  me  so 
strangely^  too ! — my  heart  was  beating,  but 
with  pleasure !  And  what  did  you  think  of 
it,  Margaret?" 

But  Margaret,  whose  heart  was  beating 
also,  but  with  fear,  replied  no  further  than  re- 
peating,— 
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"  Get  to  bed ;  put  out  the  lamp ;  and  re- 
member, above  all,  to-morrow,  do  not  let  Mon- 
sieur Touquet  know  you  heard  the  singer ;  it 
would  prove  to  him  you  were  awake,  and  he 
insists  on  everybody's  sleeping  immediately 
on  getting  into  bed." 

Blanche  could  not  resist  the  strong  en- 
treaties of  the  old  domestic.  She  went  to 
bed,  but  not  to  sleep ;  the  voice  of  the  mu- 
sician rang  upon  her  ear,  and,  at  the  slightest 
noise  without,  she  imagined  it  was  he  returned. 
As  for  Margaret,  no  sooner  was  the  lamp  ex- 
tinguished than  she  stretched  her  length  in  the 
arm-chair  before  the  fire,  and  sank  to  sleep, 
while  mumbling  to  herself  a  prayer  for  pre- 
servation against  evil  spirits. 

The  morning  following  the  night  so  firuitfiil 
in  events,  Blanche  was  early  risen,  but  pensive 
and  pre-occupied.  Her  imagination  still  was 
haunted  by  the  voice  of  the  musician ;  desires 
unknown  to  her  till  now  had  touched  her  heart, 
and  sighs  escaped  her  as  she  looked  into  the 
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street.  As  Margaret  betook  herself  to  her 
vocations,  she  observed  to  Blanche, — 

•*  When  Monsieur  Touquet  is  engaged 
among  his  customers  we  will  go  together  to 
my  room ;  but,  above  all  things,  my  dearest 
child,  say  not  one  word  about  the  music/' 

Blanche  promised  her  she  would  not;  but 
could  not  abstain  from  saying  to  herself, — 

"  How  is  it  possible  to  be  offended  with  a 
person  for  singing  such  a  tender  air  before 
one's  window  ?" 

The  Barber  uttered  not  a  syllable  to 
Blanche  respecting  the  adventure  of  last 
night,  but  confined  himself  to  an  examination 
of  her  countenance ;  and  the  lovely  girl,  re- 
membering the  Barber's  threats  against  the 
minstrel,  evinced  no  inclination  to  converse, 
but  hastened  to  regain  her  chamber,  where 
Margaret  rejoined  her  with  all  possible  de- 
spatch. 

**This  is  the  moment,"  said  the   old  do- 
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mestic ;  "  Monsieur  has  many  customers  to 
shave.  Come^  child,  come  up  with  me ;  aadL 
above  all,  be  not  afraid;  for  I  have  taken 
every  requisite  precaution  to  drive  away  hob- 
goblins." 

''  Afraid !''  said  Blanche,  who  smiled  to  see 
the  tremor  of  old  Margaret.  "  No,  Margaret, 
no ;  I  can  assure  thee  I  was  little  thinking  of 
thy  secret  door:"  and,  leaping  on  the  stair- 
case, she  ascended  nimbly  to  the  room,  while 
Margaret  slowly  followed,  saying, — 

"  Ah !  happy  age,  that  hath  no  fear  of  magic, 
since  ignorant  of  its  malignancy !  However,  it 
is  true  she  has  her  talisman." 

When  they  reached  the  door  of  the  apart- 
ment, Blanche  entered  gaily,  but  Margaret,  on 
her  knees,  commended  herself  devoutly  to  her 
guardian  saint.  At  last  she  gathered  resolu- 
tion to  venture  on  her  future  dormitory,  which 
she  surveyed  on  all  sides  with  a  countenance 
of  doubt  and  perturbation ;  while  Blanche,  ap- 
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proaching  the  alcove,  had  already  drawn  the 
old  domestic*s  bed  into  the  middle  of  the 
room. 

"  A  moment,  there,  imprudent  girl !"  cried 
Margaret ;  "  affairs  like  this  are  not  so  hastily 
despatched." 

*'  But,  ma  bonne,  the  sooner  we  unclose  the 
door,  the  sooner  you  will  be  at  ease." 

"  At  ease !  I  hope  it  may  be  so.  Have  you 
your  talisman,  my  little  dear  ?" 

"  Undoubtedly  I  have ;  did  not  you  yourself 
sew  it  in  the  lining  of  my  bodice  ?" 

-  Right." 

"  I  do  not  see  the  door  you  speak  of." 

"  Ah !  because  it  is  so  dexterously  let  into 
the  wainscot." 

"  Ah !  here  it  is." 

''An  instant,  then,  that  I  may  cast  some 
holy  water  before  us." 

"  But  there  is  no  key ;  how  shall  we  open 

it  r 

** Forsooth!    we  will    endeavour.      I  have 
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many  kc}*s  I  found  in  cleaning  out  the  house  ; 
perhaps  there  may  be  one  of  them  will  fit  it." 

Margaret  trembled  as  she  advanced  to  the 
alcove,  but  drawing  from  her  pocket  half-a- 
dozen  rusty  keys  of  various  size,  she  attempted 
to  apply  one  to  the  key-hole ;  but  her  hand 
was  so  extremely  tremulous  that  she  could 
scarcely  guide  it  to  the  lock ;  when  Blanche, 
who  took  it  from  the  old  domestic,  tried  it, 
but  without  success  ;  and  then  a  second,  with 
the  same  result;  but  on  the  application  of  a 
third,  the  young  girl  jumped  with  joy,  the  key 
turned  fairly  in  the  lock,  and  Margaret,  having 
crossed  herself,  exclaimed,  in  stammering  dis- 
may— 

'•  Good  Lord !  the  door  is  about  to  open." 
Blanche's  endeavours  proved  successful. 
The  door,  as  it  receded,  cracked  and  creaked 
upon  its  hinges,  and,  when  open,  a  small, 
square  cabinet  imperfectly  appeared  to  the 
adventurous  explorers ;  for,  as  the  only  light 
that  reached  it  was  through  the  aperture  but 
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now  effected  in  the  depth  of  an  alcove,  and 
that  alcove  itself  a  rather  long  recess  in  an 
extremely  gloomy  room,  it  may  be  easily  sup- 
posed that  little  light  existed  in  the  chamber 
they  had  just  discovered. 

Blanche  stood  upon  the  threshold  of  the  door ; 
but  Margaret  recoiled  three  steps,  observing, — 

"  Do  you  see,  my  child,  that  I  was  right  in 
thinking  that  this  door  conducted  to  some 
other  room  ?     Ah  !  it  is  dark  as  any  cavern.'' 

"  Shall  we  go  in,  ma  bonne  .^" 

*'  But  not  without  a  light,  I  beg  to  say. 
Wait,  I  will  bring  my  lamp ;  and  yet  I  doubt 
if  it  be  wise  to  venture  in  this  cabinet." 

"  But,  Margaret,  you  clearly  see  that  there 
is  no  one  there." 

''  I  see  nothing — but  the  darkness.  Hold  ! 
take  you  the  lamp;  go  first,  my  little  love. 
You  have  your  talisman,  and  nothing  can  af- 
fect you." 

Blanche  entered  first,  and  seemed  more 
curious  than  alarmed,  while  Margaret  could 
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barely  summon  courage  to  accompany  her. 
The  cabinet  was  six  feet  square,  containing; 
nothing  but  two  spacious  empty  chests  upon 
the  floor,  which  time  had  overlaid  with  dust 
and  cobwebs. 

"  Well,  fna  bonne,"*  said  Blanche,  with  an 
assuring  smile,  "where  are  these  sorcerers? 
I  really  can  see  nothing  here  so  frightfuL'* 

**  Really,"  said  Margaret,  as  her  eyes  went 
slowly  round  her,  "  there  is  nought  but  the 
four  walls, — no  other  door,  that  I  perceive; 
— and  these  two  chests  are — empty.  I  am 
certain  they  have  not  been  moved  these  fifty 
years!  No  matter,  I  protest  to  you  that  I 
return  no  more  to  this  apartment — I  know 
not  wherefore,  but  I  feel  uneasy  here.  Oh ! 
how  the  floor  creaks  as  we  tread !" 

"  Because  it  is  so  long  since  it  was  walked 
on  ;  this  house  is  very  old,  remember." 

''  Come^  my  dear  child,  and  let  us  quit  this 
cabinet.  I  will  double-lock  the  door,  nor  open 
it  again  so  long  as  I  inhabit  this  apartment'" 
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As  Margaret  spoke,  she  gently  pushed  the 
girl  out  of  the  cabinet,  and  muttered,  as  she 
turned  the  key  a  second  time, — 

''  Alas !  if  a  magician  were  disposed  to  open 
it,  this  lock  would  offer  him  but  slight  re^ 
sistance;  but  every  evening,  I  will  cross  my 
tongs  and  shovel,  and  lay  them  at  the  door.' 

Their  researches  being  at  an  end,  Blanche 
ran  to  her  apartment,  humming  the  romance 
she  heard  on  the  preceding  evening,  and  Mar- 
garet to  resume  her  daily  occupations. 

The  Barber,  with  a  view  to  the  appointment 
on  the  bridge  of  la  Tournelle,  had  ordered 
dinner  earlier  than  his  usual  hour.  At  six, 
he  left  the  house,  exhorting  Margaret  to  re- 
doubled vigilance. 

"  Let  no  man,"  said  the  Barber,  "  approach 
the  girl  without  my  positive  permission ;  and 
inform  me,  mind  you,  should  you  hear  a  singer 
in  the  street." 

The  old  woman  liaving  promised  to  obey, 
Touquet  set  forth,  enveloped  in  his  cloak,  to 
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execute  the  orders  of  the  Marquis.  Accus- 
tomed to  the  management  of  such  aflEairs,  the 
Barber  knew  where  to  procure  whatever  ac- 
cessaries he  might  need,  and  accordingly  at  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  stroke  of  eight, 
he  appeared  upon  the  Pont  de  la  Toumelle, 
while  at  a  hundred  paces  from  him  stood  two 
persons  in  attendance  on  his  orders,  near  a 
kind  of  travelling  chaise  and  horses. 

Chaudoreille  had  been  already  long  parading 
on  the  bridge;  for,  being  apprehensive  he  might 
miss  the  rendezvous  at  eight  o'clock,  the  che- 
valier had  arrived  at  the  appointed  place  at 
six.  Burying  his  head  between  his  shoulders, 
and  muffling  up  his  chin  beneath  his  little 
cloak,  he  endeavoured,  as  it  seemed,  to  give 
himself  the  air  of  a  conspirator.  As  he  grasped 
his  cloak  with  one  hand,  and  applied  the  other 
to  the  hilt  of  Rolanda,  he  walked  the  bridge 
with  an  unequal  pace ;  omitting  not,  as  any  pas- 
senger approached  him,  to  murmur  audibly,— 

'  How  late  she  is  in  coming !  who  can  possibly 
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detain  her  ? — I  bum — I  boil — I  die  with  im- 
patience !'* 

As  soon  as  he  perceived  the  Barber,  he  ran 
to  him^  held  up  the  corner  of  his  cloak,  and 
perceiving  nobody  was  nigh^  said  in  a  myste- 
rious tone, —  , 

*•  Here  I  am !" 

''  Ah !  Morbleu,  I  see  'tis  thou,"  said  Tou- 
quet,  as  he  shrugged  his  shoulders;  "but  I 
had  infinitely  rather  see  the  girl." 

"  She  has  not  appeared  as  yet ;  that  I  will 
answer  for.  I  have  put  my  nose  in  every 
female's  face.  It  is  not  quite  eight  yet:  we 
must  wait  a  little.  Be  tranquil ;  I  am  going 
now  to  place  myself  in  ambuscade,  that  I  may 
more  effectually  inspect  the  women's  faces." 

"  Take  care  thou  dost  not  catch  a  sound 
box*  on  thine  ear ;  it  would  create  a  crowd,  and 
not  contribute  much  to  my  good-humour." 

*'  Box  on  the  ear !  a  kiss  thou  meanest. 
But  I  distort  my  features,  that  the  dears  may 
not  be  tempted."    And  Chaudoreille  immersed 
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his  head,  with  a  tremendous  thrust,  into  bis  hat^ 
which  nearly  hid  his  eyes,  as  he  started  to  take 

^  up  his  post  some  distance  from  the  Barber, 

I 

with  the  utmost  strides  of  which  his  little  legs 
were  capable. 

In  three  minut|»'  time,  the  knight  came 
running  to  the  Barber — 

''There  is  a  woman  just  come  off  the  Pont 
Marie, ^she  will  pass  this  way *' 

"Well,  is  she  the  same  we  wait  for?  Thou 
oughtest  to  know,  if  thou  hast  put  thy  nose 
into  her  face.*' 

''  No ;  this  time  I  checked  my  zeal,  as  she 
had  taken  some  man's  arm,  and  perhaps  I 
might  have  frightened  him." 

''  If  a  man  be  with  her,  it  is  not  our  young 
girl :  they  bring  no  witnesses  to  an  amorous 
rendezvous." 
l|  '<  Most  true  ;'  said  Chaudoreille,  once  more 

;| 

I;  departing  from  the  Barber. 

r 

Few  minutes  had  elapsed  before  the  knight 


again  ran  towards  the  Barber,  crying,- 


THE  CABINET. — AnOt'CTION.  233 

-  There  is  another  female  coming  atraight 
in  this  direction  ',  but  this  one  is  alone,  of  that 
I  have  assured  inyself." 

-  1b  it  our  fair  lady?" 
■■No.  it  is  not." 

■■  Blotldicad  !  what  art  thou  come  to  tell  me, 
Ihtn  ?"' 

"  I  tell  thee  this,  in  order  thon  shouldst  fall 
in  no  mistake ;  I  thought  it  riglit  to  warn  thee 
ufit." 

"  Chaudorcillc,  do  me  the  favour  to  he  still. 
I  shall  he  perfectly  able,  ivitliout  aid  of  thine, 
tu  recognise  the  person  1  am  come  to  meet, 
though  I  have  never  set  my  eyes  on  her :  I 
am  certain  I  shall  not  mistake  her.  But,  mor- 
blon !  if  she  aliould  not  observe  her  rendez- 
vous. I  vow  to  matte  thee  tasle  the  water 
underneath  this  bridge,  to  teach  thee  how  to 
pxeeulc  commissions  for  the  future." 

t'haudoreille,  of  course,  was  deaf  to  the 
concluding  words  of  Touquefs  apcech.  and 
•|)C«dily  retraced    hie  steps  to  his  wlccled 


t( 


€i 


234  THE  BARBER  OP  PARIS. 

point  of  ambuscade;  bat,  on  a  sadden,  he 
returned  mth  great  precipitation  and  a  &ce 
aghast. 

Again^  what  now  r  said  Toaquet 
A  patrol  of  the  watch,  whom  I  have  just 
observed,  will  pass  immediately  before  us.'* 

*'  Well,  what  of  that  ?  What  is  the  watch 
to  us?  Is  it  prohibited  to  walk  upon  this 
bridge*?  And  even  if  he  saw  us  take  the  girl 
away,  111  answer  for  it,  he  would  give  himself 
no  trouble  on  the  subject.'* 

"  Have  we  not  a  most  accusing  air  ?" 

''  Thou  mak'st  me  pity  thee  !*' 

''  I  will  wear  a  smiling  countenance  to  lull 
suspicion/' 

''Take  that,  to  give  thee  more  assurance, 
then.'*  And  Touquet,  with  a  sharp  extension 
of  the  leg,  bestowed  a  kick  upon  the  knight, 
which,  though  he  rubbed  the  part  so  forcibly 
attacked,  he  took  in  infinite  good  part,  per- 
forming various  trills  and  quavers  of  some 
air,  as  the  patrol  passed  by.    When  the  watch 
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was  at  a  distance,  he  recovered  breath  enough 
to  aay, — 

■'  Tliey  must  have  taken  us  to  be  mere  ttou- 
badoura." 

-They  might  more  properly  have  taken  thee 
to  be  afool !  A  plague  upon  all  cowardfi!  — 
they  only  serve  to  spoil  whatever  they  attempt" 
■'  I  flhall  not  be  angry  in  a  matter  which 
doth  not  regard  me but  on  great  occa- 
sions. 1  opine  that  stratagem  is  full  as  good 
its  valour" 

The  Barber  had  already  grown  impatient, 
when  he  perceived  upon  the  bridge  a  female 
walking  slowly,  who  from  time  to  time  bestowed 
inquiring  looks  in  all  directions;  and  Cbaud- 
.jreille,  although  in  ambush  in  ihe  Hue  des 
Dl-ux  Fonts,  had  not  observed  her  pass. 

Touquct  approached  the  unknown  female 
and  having  rapidly  but  thoroughly  examined 
lier  appearance,  lielield  in  her  the  person  whom 
th«  Marciuia  had  so  faithfully  described  to  him 
The   girl,  on  her  part,  surreyed  Ihe  Barber 
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wttli  attention,  and  seemed  to  wait  in  expecta- 
tion of  his  speaking. 

''  Are  you  not  the  Signora  Julia  ?'*  said 
Touquet,  in  a  gentle  voice,  as  lie  drew  near  the 
girl. 

"And  you  the  Barber  Touquet ?'*  said  the 
latter,  as  she  fixed  on  him  her  black  and  ani-* 
mated  eyes. 

The  Barber  was  surprised  at  being  named 
by  one  to  whom  he  thought  himself  unknown ; 
but  after  once  again  inspecting  her,  continued — 

''  Since  you  know  me,  you  must  also  be  aware 
that  I  am  sent  to  meet  you  by  the  Marquis  de 
Villebelle.- 

"  The  Marquis  had  evinced  more  gallantry,'* 
said  Julia,  "had  he  come  himself  to  a  first 
rendezvous." 

"  Noblemen,  lady,  of  his  exalted  rank,  are 
not  invariably  masters  of  their  time.  More- 
over, the  Marquis  would  have  hardly  chosen 
such  a  place  as  this  for  a  discourse  of  love : 
1  am  directed  to  conduct  you " 
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"To  his  little  villa,  in  the  Faubourg  St. 
Antoine,  no  doubt  ?" 

"  It  appears,  Signora^  you  are  perfectly  in- 
formed of  every  circumstance  connected  with 
his  Lordship;  I  have,  therefore,  nothing  fur- 
ther to  observe,  than  that  a  carriage  waits  for 
us,  a  hundred  paces  hence." 

"  'Tis  well ;  let  us  depart.'' 

"  Parbleu  !"  said  Touquet  to  himself,  and 
ofTering  his  arm  to  the  Italian  to  conduct  her 
to  the  carriage,  "here  is  a  young  girl,  who 
makes  but  little  fuss  at  her  abduction.  Yet, 
I  confess  there  is  a  firmness  and  decision  in 
her  tone  and  manner,  equally  original  and 
pleasing.'* 

As  Julia  and  the  Barber  reached  the  car- 
riage, the  voice  of  Chaudoreille  was  heard 
aloud;,  for,  running  after  Touquet,  he  ex- 
claimed— 

"  There  is  a  female  coming  from  the  gate 
of  the  Tournelle  ;  it  is  our  little  girl ;  I  recog- 
nised her  bv  her  walk.'* 
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The  knight  had  barely  finished  when  be 
found  himself  beside  the  Barber,  and  beheld, 
with  evident  surprise,  the  person  on  his  arm. 

"  Why,  how  is  this  ?  what  can  it  mean  ?  can 
I  believe  my  eyes  V  cried  ChaudoreiUe ;  **  it  is 
our  beauty ;  which  way^  in  the  deril^s  name, 
I'i  then,  did  she  pass  ?     No  matter ;  we  have  got 

her,  that  *s  the  grand  consideration  :  I  myself 
will  guard  your  progress." 

The  chevalier,  inattentive  to  the  voice  of 
Touquet,  who  bade  him  to  withdraw,  drew 
forth  his  rapier,  and,  running  to  the  carriage, 
cried  to  the  attendants  near  it — 

''  My  friends,  we  have  her  \  now  for  your 
address  and  courage.  Sandis !  by  fair  or  foul 
means,  in  she  goes !" 

When  the  door  was  opened,  the  knight  was 
much  surprised  to  see  the  girl  spring  first  into 
the  vehicle;  and  as  he  himself  was  in  the  act 
of  following  her  example,  with  a  view  to  seat 
himself  beside  her,  Touquet  seized  him  by  the 
inexpressibles,  and  having  sent  him  sprawling 
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at  Bome  paces  distant  on  the  pavement,  stepped 
into  Ihe  carriafje  with  the  j-oung  Italian,  say- 
ing— 

■'  Forward!' 

"What!  how  is  this?  ntped^bitntf ■'"  said 
Chaudorcille,  recovering  from  the  shock  of  his 
prostration  ;  •'  they  would  take  her  off  without 
mc.  It  never  shall  bo  said  that  I  was  absent 
at  tlie  end  of  the  adventure.  Besides,  I  am 
bat  paid  in  part ;  and  I  will  have  the  whole  be- 
fore the  Marquis  is  indifferent  to  the  Italian  " 

The  knight,  an  adept  in  the  exercise  of  run- 
ning, darted  after  the  conveyance  like  a  shot, 
and  having  reached  it,  scrambled  up  behind; 
and,  as  the  party  was  prw-eeding  at  full  gallop, 
Ch«udoreille  had  special  need  to  gras]j  the 
laaseU  with  his  might  and  main,  to  keep  his 
footing  in  the  rcsir. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  LITTLE  VILLA — A  NOVEL  GAME. 

The  coach  had  soon  passed  by  the  Porte  St. 
Antoine>  situated  then  precisely  where  the 
street  was  intersected  by  the  boulevard;  a 
point  at  which  the  pages,  lacqueys,  cut-purses, 
and  vagabonds  of  Paris  were  accustomed  to 
assemble  in  the  days  of  which  we  write.  The 
villa  of  the  Marquis  was  close  upon  the  VaiUe 
de  Fecamp,  the  name  of  which  is  still  preserved 
by  an  adjacent  street,  extending  in  continaa* 
tion  of  the  Hue  de  la  Planchette.  In  those 
unruly  times>  it  was  equally  as  dangerous  to 
pass  these  dark  and  ill-famed  regions  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  as  to  cross  the  forest  of 
Bondy.  Notwithstanding,  many  noblemen  had 
chosen  this  retirement  as  the  scene  of  their 
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voluptuous  gallantries^  though  they  pursued 
them  under  an  incognito,  and  found  it  no 
taperfluous  precaution  to  be  armed,  on  all 
occasions  of  their  visiting  these  small  but 
elegant  retreats. 

The  house,  surrounded  by  a  garden  and  a 
wall,  was  totally  detached  from  any  other 
habitation.  The  carriage  stopped,  and  the 
chevalier's  eyes  were  bent  in  all  directions, 
while  Touquet  had  Vready  reached  a  door 
that  had  escaped  the  observation  of  the  knight, 
and  rung  the  bell.  But,  ere  the  door  was 
opened,  Chaudoreille  had  left  his  station  in 
the  rear  of  the  conveyance,  and  had  run  to 
tender  Julia  his  assistance  in  descending  from 
the  carriage. 

The  gate  was  opened,  when  a  person  with  a 
lanthom  in  his  hand  appeared,  and  as  he  cast 
his  eye  upon  the  carriage,  and  the  lady  who 
stepped  out  of  it,  indulged  a  passing  smile, 
and  made  a  most  profound  obeisance  to  the 
Barber. 
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"  Your  master  has  of  course  advised  you?" 
said  Touquet,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Yes,  Sir ;"  replied  the  valet ;  '*  I  expected 
you." 

The  Barber,  on  returning  to  the  carriage  to 
conduct  the  young  Italian  to  the  house*  for 
the  first  time  caught  a  glimpse  of  Chaud- 
oreille,  who  stood  beside  the  door  of  the  con- 
j  veyance,  with  his  sword  drawn,  precisely  like 

*  a  sentinel  on  duty.     AA  impatient  shrug  es- 

*  caped  him;   and  after  leading  Julia  in,  he 

violently  seized  the  cloak  of  the  chevalier,  and 
pushing  him  before  him  through  the  garden 
gate,  observed, — 

"  Since  thou  wouldst  follow  us  thus  far*  we 
must  make  use  of  thee." 

■ 

;  ''  Sandis  !  it  is  my  duty ;"  said  the  knight ; 

'  and  Touquet,  having  bid  the  persons  with  the 

carriage  wait  for  him,  proceeded  towards  the 
house. 

The  approach  was  by  an  avenue  of  lime- 
trees  ;  the  night  was  dark ;  the  valet  with  the 
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lai^hom  walked  in  front ;  and  Chaudoreille, 
the  last  of  the  procession^  continually  looking 
light  and  left  with  evident  uneasiness,  desirous 
of  a  little  conversation,  said — 

''  This  garden  secqns  to  me  remarkably  ex- 
tensive :'*  but  the  Barber,  stopping  short, 
commanded  him  to  hold  his  peace;  and 
Chaudoreille,  by  way  of  making  up  for  this 
unpleasant  silence,  struck  every  tree  he  came 
to  with  Bolanda,  which  he  carried  naked  in 
his  hand. 

Having  reached  the  house,  they  entered  by 
a  vestibule,  from  which  a  staircase  led  above, 
while  doors  on  either  side  conducted  to  the 
apartments  of  the  basement.  Julia,  who  had 
followed  her  conductors  without  speaking,  at- 
tentively examined  every  object  she  beheld. 
By  this  time  Chaudoreille  had  managed  to 
draw  near  the  bearer  of  the  lanthorn,  and  sud- 
denly exclaimed,  in  accents  of  surprise, — 

*'  Eh !  why,  what  the  devil ! — I  am  not  de- 
ceived ;  it  is  Marcel,— one  of  my  very  oldest 
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friends.  Dost  thou  not  remember  me  ?  I  am 
Chaudoreille : — we  were  in  gaol  six  nwmtks 
together — but  only  for  a  trifle ! — I  came  out 


I 

!  of  it  as  white  as  snow *' 


*'  Be  silent,  fools/'  said  Touquet ;  ''  you  can 
revive  your  acquaintance  hereafter.  Where  ib 
the  apartment  of  this  lady  ?*' 

"  Up-stairs,"  replied  Marcel,  as  he  stretched 
out  his  hand  to  the  chevalier,  who  squeezed  it 
as  if  he  had  discovered  in  the  valet  his  best 
/  and  oldest  friend. 

''  Show  the  way/*  said  Touquet,  '*  and  do 

r 

thou  stay  here/*  This  order  was  addressed 
to  Chaudoreille,  to  whom  it  was  by  no  means 
pleasant ;  but  it  was  useless  to  remonstrate ; 
and  when  he  saw  he  should  be  left  alone  in 

' !  perfect  darkness,  in  the  vestibule,  he  mounted 

several  steps  upon  the  staircase,  crying,  in  a 

•  j  trembliDg  voice,- 

I  "  Don't  leave  me  long — alone  here ;— the 

■ 

j  night  is  very  chilly, — and  I  am  fearful  I  shall 

catch  a  cold/* 
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Marcel  conducted  Julia  and  the  Batber 
through  a  suite  of  chambers,  lighted  only  by 
the  lanthom  in  his  hand :  at  length  he  reached 
a  door,  which  X)pening,  he  observed, — 

"  Here  is  an  apartment  where  the  lady  may 
repose  herself.*' 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  escaped  from 
the  Italian ;  and  even  Touquet  was  a  moment 
siezed  with  admiration  of  the  splendours  which 
surrounded  him.  The  room  was  brilliantly 
illuminated  by  a  lustre  hanging  from  the  ceil- 
ing ;  and  a  profusion  of  wax-lights  exhibited 
the  gorgeous  decorations  of  the  apartment. 
The  wainscot  was  embellished  with  delightful 
pictures,  with  seducing  and  voluptuous  de- 
signs ;  a  couch  superbly  hung  with  pale  blue 
silk  and  silver,  Persian  carpets,  candelabras 
sending  up  delicious  wreaths  of  burning  per- 
fume, flowers  arranged  in  pyramids  in  crystal 
vases ;  everything  conspired^  in  short,  to  flatter 
a  fastidious  taste,  and  touch  the  senses  with 
luxurious  intoxication. 
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Julia  ftnd  the  Barber  entered  the  apart- 
ment, while  Marcel,  respectfully  remaining  at 
the  door,  appeared  to  wait  for  orders. 

"  This  is  a  delicious  place ;"  said  Julia,  '*  but 
I  do  not  perceive  the  Marquis/'         *' 

"  Madame,  you  will  see  him  soon,"  said 
Touquet ;  "  in  an  hour*s  time  he  will  be  here  : 
in  the  mean  time,  order  all  you  may  require, 
and  your  commands  will  be  immediately 
obeyed.  This  bell  rings  below — Marcel,  does 
it  not  r 

"  Yes,  Sir^  it  does  ;  and  as  I  imagined  that 
the  lady  might  feel  disposed  to  take  refresh- 
ments, I  have  laid  a  small  collation  in  the 
adjoining  room.'* 

Marcel  then  pointed  out  a  looking-glass 
which  formed  a  door,  and  Touquet  having 
pushed  it  open,  there  appeared  a  second  cham- 
ber of  less  dimensions,  but  equally  well  lit.    It 
I  was  fully  as  magnificent  as  that  which  they 

]  had  entered  first,  the  only  difference  between 

■ 

f  them  being,  that  here  the  furniture  and  hang- 
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tugs  were  of  crimson  velvet  fringed  with  gold, 
while  in  the  former  room  they  were  of  light 
blue  silk  and  silver. 

''  He  did  not  deceive  me/'  said  the  Barber, 
as  he  ca4  another  glance  upon  the  small  apart- 
ment, *^  in  telling  me  that  he  had  made  this 
house  so  charming  an  abode :  what  luxury ! 
what  magnificence !  what  sums  of  money  this 
'has  cost ! — And  after  all — he  is  not  happy  !" 

Julia  threw  herself  upon  a  sofa,  apparently 
involved  in  thought;  on  which  the  Barber 
made  his  bow,  and,  with  a  signal  to  Marcel, 
withdrew  from  the  apartment. 

Marcel>  the  valet,  was  a  punchy  little  fellow, 
between  twenty-eight  and  thirty  years  of  age, 
without  a  thought  or  care ;  obedient  as  an 
eastern  slave,  without  a  ray  of  genius,  and 
utterly  incapable  of  taking  part  in  an  intrigue. 
The  Marquis,  who  required,  in  his  pursuits, 
more  shrewd  and  enterprising  persons, — ^but 
who  appreciated,  not  the  less,  the  faithful  na- 
ture of  Marcel — had  found  no  other  means  of 
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giving  him  employment  than  placing  him  bb 
confidential  superintendent  of  the  villa  we 
have  just,  in  part,  described.  The  functions  of 
Marcel,  in  such  a  situation,  were  limited  to 
mere  obedience  to  the  orders  he  received ;  and 
being  totally  a  stranger  to  the  various  intrigoes 
of  which  the  villa  was  the  constant  scene,  be 
was  often  ignorant  of  the  very  name  of  her 
who  was  the  transitory  empress  of  the  habiia-' 
tion:  to  him  it  was  a  matter  of  no  moment; 
though  his  incurious  nature  was  a  guarantee 
of  his  discretion, — a  quality,  in  short,  essential 
to  the  just  performance  of  his  duties. 

••  Do  you  know  Chaudoreille  ?"  said  Touquet 
to  Marcel,  as  he  followed  him  along  the  pas- 
sage leading  to  the  stair-case. 

**  Yes,  Sir  ;'*  said  the  valet,  heaving  a  most 
weighty  sigh ;  **  I  knew  him — ^through  a  busi- 
ness of  a  most  unpleasant  character,  for  it  occa* 
sioned  me  six  months'  imprisonment ;  .and  God 
knows,  I  was  innocent  of  all  (^  it !  It  is  seven 
years  ago :  before  I  served  the  Marquis 
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I  was  drinking  in  a  cabaret,  and  so  was  Chaud- 
oreille  ;  he  was  playing  at  piquet  with  two 
other  cavaliers,  and  begged  of  me  to  join  him. 
I  consented,  played,  and  lost.  He  took  my 
seat,  borrowed  several  crowns  of  me,  saying 
we  were  partners,  and  played  with  ipost  pro- 
digious luck.  I  was  in  raptures  with  his  win- 
ning, when  one  of  our  opponents  accused  him 
openly  of  cheating;  a  dispute  arose,  and  in- 
stead of  paying  us,  they  threatened  to  chastise 
us ;  in  short,  it  ended  in  a  row,  the  Serjeants 
with  their  archers  came,  and  took  both  me  and 
Chaudoreille  to  prison.  This  was  the  begin- 
ning of  our  acquaintance ;  but  since  that  time, 
I  have  conceived  such  a  disgust  for  play,  that 
I  have  never  touched  a  card." 

''So  much  the  better  for  you,  and  let  me 
seriously  advise  you  to  persist  in  your  deter- 
mination." 

As  the  Barber  and  Marcel  were  going  down 
the  stairs  into  the  vestibule,  the  cry  of 
"  Thieves !  what,  guard  there ! — assassins! — " 
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reached  their  ears.    The  cries  proceeded  from 

the  garden,  and  Touquet  quickly  recognised 

the  voice  of  Chaudoreille. 

"Whom  the  devil  hath  he  fallen  in  with 

now?"  exclaimed  the  Barber,   stepping   out, 

while  Marcel,  behind  him,  in  astonishment, 

repeated ; — ''  Thieves  !    but  this  is  strange ; 

the  doors  are  closed,  and  the  garden  walls  are 

fully  ten  feet  high." 

The  iact  was,  Chaudoreille  was  either  tired 

I  or  terrified  at  waiting  in  the  vestibule  without 

a  candle,  and  had  returned  into  the  garden, 

,'  where,  although  the  moon  was  hid  behind  the 

■  _ 

I  clouds,  there  still  was  just  sufficient  light  to 

[  see  before  one.    The  chevalier,  to  beguile  his 

I 

I  fears,  struck  up  a  virelai,  which  he  accompa- 

■ 

V  nied  upon  the  leafless  branches  with  his  sword, 

when,  on  a  sudden,  near  the  entrance  of  a 
bower,  a  large  white  face  encountered  the 
astonished  speculation  of  the  knight,  who 
started  back,  exclaiming, — 

"  Who  goes  there  ?" 

No  answer  was  returned ;  and  judging  it 
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imprudent  to  repeat  his  interrogatory^  the 
knight  endeavoured  to  regain  the  house;  but, 
in  his  confusion,  missed  his  way,  and  as  he 
turned  the  corner  of  an  alley,  came  plump  upon 
another  personage,  whose  extended  arm,  sup- 
plied with  an  enormous  club,  appeared  to 
threaten  him  with  instantaneous  demolition. 
And  it  was  then  that  Chaudoreille,  who  felt  his 
strength  to  fail  him  that  he  could  not  fly,  called 
out  for  help,  and  made  the  garden  echo  with 
his  shrieks. 

Guided  by  his  voice,  the  Barber  and  Mar- 
cel were  quickly  with  him, 

"What  is  the  matter  with  thee?  What 
means  this  noise  ?"  said  Touquet. 

"  Dost  thou  not  see  that  wretch  there  wait- 
ing to  annihilate  me,  while  his  accomplice  lies 
concealed  in  yonder  bower  V 

Touquet  instantly  returned  to  search  the 
spot  to  which  the  trembling  hand  of  Chaud- 
oreille directed  him.  Marcel  attended  with  the 
lanthom ;  but  when  the  latter  burst  into  a  fit 
of  laughter,  the  Barber  cried, — 
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"I  knew  this  blockheRd  would  be  sure  to 
plaj  us  some  absurdity." 

"  Absurdity !  as  how  ?     Cadedis  !  why  were 
those  persons  silent  when  I  challenged  them  ? 

"They  would  have  found  it  rather  difficult 
to  speak,"  replied  Marcel ;  "  the  one  you  see 
down  there,  is  Hercules  destroying  the  Ler- 
naean  hydra;  the  other  one,  for  all  I  know,  is 
Mercury  or  Mars,  perhaps,  or  Venus,  who  hath 
frightened  thee  so  awfully." 

'•  Frightened  me  !  no,  no ;  I  was  not  fright- 
ened, but  it  is  customary  to  mform  one,  when 
there  is  a  whole  Olympus  in  a  garden.— At  all 
events,  if  it  be  Mercury,  he  certainly  may  flatter 
himself  with  having  had  some  earnest  of  my 
sword,  and  I  can  promise  you,  I  dealt  my  blows 
with  no  relenting  hand." 

"  Suppose,  now,  this  young  girl  has  beard 
thy  cries ;"  said  Touquet,  walking  towards  the 
garden  gate. 

"  I  should  think,  she  has  not,"  said  Marcel 
"  as  her  apartmenU  look  into  the  garden  on  the 
other  side.*' 
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The  Barber  now  had  reached  the  gate,  and 
turning  to  the  knight,  he  said ;  "  Remain  here 
with  Marcel ;  the  Marquis  will  arrive  directly ; 
if  he  has  any  orders  for  me,  thou  wilt  bear  them 
to  me  instantly.  But  mark  me,  when  in  pre- 
sence of  his  Lordship,  be  thou  mute  as  marble. 
Should  but  the  slightest  word, — a  syllable  es- 
cape thee,  shouldst  thou  commit  one  other 
piece  of  foolery,  remember,  I  engage  to  pay 
thee  for  it  amply." 

As  Touquet  spoke,  he  sprang  into  the  car- 
riage, which  departed  instantly.  The  knight 
was  overjoyed  at  being  left  behind,  expecting 
he  should  see  the  Marquis,  and  have  an  op- 
portunity of  proving  to  his  Lordship  his  intel- 
ligence and  zeal :  he  took  the  valet*s  arm,  and 
recollecting  that  Marcel  was  of  a  tractable, 
credulous,  and  easy  nature,  Chaudoreille  feUci- 
tated  himself  on  the  good  fortune  which  had 
brought  them  once  again  together. 

The  Barber  was  set  down  some  paces  dis- 
tant  from   his   door,   and,  having   paid    the 
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people,  sent  away  the  vehicle,  and  hastened 
home,  where  the  Marquis,  by  appointment, 
was  to  meet  him  at  the  hour  of  ten,  which 
rapidly  drew  nigh.  Margaret  let  the  Barber 
in;  and  Touquet  having  questioned  her,  as 
usual,  concerning  Blanche,  the  old  domestic 
swore,  by  her  protecting  saint,  that  not  a  man 
had  spoken  to  the  girl. 

Touquet  dismissed  Margaret,  choosing  to 
wait  alone  the  Marquis's  arrival.  It  was  long 
past  ten  o'clock,  and  the  Barber,  who  expected 
manifold  felicitations  and  a  handsome  recom- 
pense, began  to  feel  astonished  at  the  Mar- 
quis's delay :  a  knocking  at  the  door  was 
heard,  and,  in  a  moment  afterwards,  the  noble 
Lord  once  m«re  appeared  in  the  apartment  of 
the  Barber. 

"  Parbleu  I  my  poor  Touquet,  I  had  very 
near  forgotten  our  appointment;**  said  the 
Marquis,  throwing  himself  into  a  chair. 

**  What !  my  Lord,  forget  a  love  affair !  that 
does  surprise  me,  I  confess.** 
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''And  yet  thou  might'st    have   fancied  it 
more  readily  than  any  one  I  know;  must  one 
not  at  last  be  tired  of  what  one  daily  does  ? 
I  am  literally  surfeited  with  all  that  kind  of 
thing ! — Heaven  pardon  me !   but  I  had  to- 
tally forgot  the  little  creature ! — I  went  with 
Chavagnac,  Montheil,  and  other  friends,  to  the 
Hotel  de  Bourgogne,  where  Turlupin,  Gautier* 
Garguille,   and   Gros   Guillaume   amused  us 
mightily.     Those  fellows  are  extremely  enter- 
taining,— they  are  quite  in  vogue, — the  court 
will  go  to  see   them ! — It  is  quite  a  mania 
now,  especially  since    they  performed   some 
drolleries   before    the    Cardinal,   and  in  his 
palace,    too  ;-^moreover,    Richelieu    has    al- 
lowed them  to  exhibit  at  the  Hdtel  de  Bour- 
gogne, in  spite  of  the  remonstrance  of  the 
players.     We  left  the  theatre  and  went  into 
a  cabaret,  and    being  in   a  merry  vein,  we 
thrashed  some  petty  bourgeois,  who  pretended 
to  the  occupancy  of  a  table :  they  roared  like 
devils, — in   rushed  the    sergeants, — we  whis- 


256  THE  BARBER  OP  PARIS. 

pered  to  them,  who  we  were, — and,  what  was 
,  best  of  all,  the  king's  own  officers  assisted  us 

to  kick  the  miserable  rabble  out  of  doors ! — 
We  remained,  as  you  may  easily  imagine, 
masters  of  the  field, — and  how,  indeed,  could 
it  be  otherwise  ?    I  never  laughed  so  heartily 

■ 

in  all  my  life!      Chavagnac  would  insist  on 

eating  an  omelette  from  off  the  face  of  an 

enormous  mercer:   the  unhappy  devil  made 

,  the  most  deplorable  grimaces  at  the  thoughts 

j  of  it, — it  was  prodigiously  ridiculous.     We  let 

him  off  at  last  on  the  condition  of  his  swallow- 
ing incessantly  a  dozen  drams  of  brandy,  and 
then  we  sent  him  rolling  down  the  stairs,  from 
top  to  bottom.  You  can  fancy  that  in  the 
!      #  hurry  and  confusion  of  these  frolics  the  bni- 

I  nette  escaped  my  memory;    but,  as  chance 

would  have  it,  but  awhile  ago  the  conversation 
turned  upon  the  topic  of  a  finished  rogue, 
which  naturally  made  me  think  of  thee,  and 
brought  our  rendezvous  to  my  remembrance. 
Well,  then,  to  the  point — ^how  get  we  onT' 
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"  My  Lord,  I  have  fulfilled  your  wishes ; 
the  girl  has  been  an  hour  or  more  where  you 
desired  me  io  conduct  her/* 

"Psha!  what!  truly,  all  over  so  immedi- 
ately ?  It  seems  the  lady  made  but  few  ob- 
jections." 

*'  I  must  confess  to  you,  my  Lord,  she 
stepped  into  the  coach  with  infinite  good 
will/' 

*'  A  little  more  resistance  would  have 
pleased  me  better:  it  is  a  cruel  thing  to 
have  but  to  desire  and  to  be  satisfied.  These 
young  girls  are  so  ungovernably  eager  when  a 
lord  is  mentioned  to  them !  I  am  almost 
sorry  I  have  taxed  myself  with  this  one! — 
for  the  devil  take  me  if  I  care  a  jot  for  her  ! 
For  half  a  straw  I*d  have  her  taken  back  to 
where  she  came  from.  What  say'st  thou, 
Touquet  ? — eh  ? — it  would  be  droll  enough." 

The  Barber,  piqued  at  the  indifiFerence  with 
which  the  Marquis  learned  the  execution  of  his 
wishes,  coldly  answered, — 


•I 


258        THE  BARBER  OP  PARTS. 

''  I  see,  my  Lord,  that  you  haye  totally  for- 
gotten her,  who,  two  days  since,  so  powerfully 
charmed  yoa ;  but  if  yon  could  recall  her  to 
your  recollection,  I  must  believe  your  Lord- 
ship could  not  be  indifierent  to  her  posses- 


1  sion." 


ft 


I  it 
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What,  then,  is  she  really  a  person  so  de- 
sirable ?  Dost  thou  think  that  she  could  fix 
me  now  for  any  reasonable  length  of  time?'* 

"  I  am  ignorant,  my  Lord>  if  she  may  have 
the  fortune  to  ensure  herself  that  happiness ; 
but  I  have  seen  in  my  time  many  courtesans, 
and  all  the  rage,  too,  who  were  much  inferior 
to  this  young  Italian." 

<*  Italian!  is  she  T 
She  is,  my  Lord." 

*'  So  much  the  better, — that  is  something 


new.*' 


"  Her  name,  my  Lord,  is  Julia ;  and  her 
face,  without  being  strictly  beautiful,  has  an 
interesting,  a  seducing  charm,  by  no  means 
easy  to  describe.     Her  voice,  her  manners. 
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her  person  altogether,  presents  a  marked  ori- 
ginality of  character ;  in  short,  she  is  not  one 
of  those  languishing  beauties  we  so  often  see/' 

"  Dost  thou  know,  Touquet,  thou  hast 
raised  my  curiosity  egregiously  ?  I  begin  to 
feel  more  satisfied  with  the  adventure.  Well, 
to-morrow  I  shall  have  the  leisure  to  admire 
all  these  attractions." 

'*  To-morrow !  and  this  young  girl  expect- 
ing you  with  such  impatience  all  the  time  !*' 

"  It  is  inevitable,  notwithstanding ;  she  must 
sigh  till  then.  I  promised  my  companions  to 
return  to  them  and  spend  the  night>  and  with 
men  of  honour^  one's  word  is  sacred.  The 
beauteous  Julia  must  have  patience.'* 

"  I  have  left  a  man  of  mine  with  Marcel,  in 
case  your  Lordship  should  have  orders  to 
transmit  to  me,  in  which  event  he  will  be  the 
bearer  of  them,  as  I  know  Marcel  cannot  leave 
the  house." 

*'Well,  let  him  wait  there;  he  will  get  a 
few  more  pistoles, — a-propos !  let  me  pay  thee : 
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hold,  there  is  some  gold  I  won  at  lan^g^uottet 
this  morning.  The  hour  grows  late ; — I  war- 
rant me  those  profligates  are  waiting  with 
impatience ; — I  must  join  them  instantly.  We 
shall  have  a  charming  night,  for  we  arc  in  the 
vein  for  frohcsome  adventures ; — the  good  in- 
habitants of  Paris  may  expect  some  pretty 
tricks; — and  after  having  beaten  the  wat«h, 
and  stopped  as  many  chairmen  as  we  meet,  I 
should  not  be  at  all  surprised  if  we  repair  to 
steal  a  cloak  or  two  on  the  Pont  Neuf." 

The  Marquis  left  the  Barber  hastily,  and 
as  the  latter  closed  the  door,  he  muttered  to 
'  himself, — 

"  And,  after  all,  why,  let  hkn  act  as  he 
thinks  fit  t  Since  I  am  paid,  what  can  it  sig- 
nify to  me  ?" 

While  Touquet  and  the  Marquis  were  en- 
gigei,  as  we  have  just  related,  in  the  Rue 
des  Bourdonnais,  the  young  Itahan,  whom  we 
left  in  the  voluptuous  boudoir  at  the  villa, 
had  risen  from  the  sofa  immediately  on  the 
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departure  of  her  conductors.  She  approached 
a  glass  sufficiently  spacious  to  reflect  her  per- 
fect stature :  there  is  something  in  a  mirror 
which  supplies  the  generality  of  girls  with  oc- 
cupation and  amusement.  Julia  passed  her 
fingers  through  her  hair,  placed  all  her  curls 
in  order,  and  smiled  as  she  beheld  herself, — a 
pleasing  vanity  peculiar  to  her  sex ;  and  the 
exact  degree  to  which  they  are  afiected  by 
such  pardonable  admiration,  may  be  rated  by 
the  minutes  every  fair  one  passes  at  her  glass : 
but  let  it  be  remembered,  it  is  not  invariably 
the  prettiest  woman  who  admires  herself  the 
most. 

Julia,  satisfied  with  her  appearance,  forsook 
the  looking-glass,  and  traversing  the  boudoir 
and  the  next  apartment,  examined  them  mi- 
nutely; and  when  alone,  admired  what  she 
had  seemed,  in  presence  of  her  late  compa- 
nions, to  regard  with  calm  indifierence.  As 
she  stopped  before  a  clock,  supported  by  an 
alabaster  Cupid,  she  remarked  it  was  eleven 


f 


262  TUE  BAKBEB  Or  PAUS. 

o'clock ;  her  brow  immediately  was  oTercast, 
and,  as  she  threw  herself  ioto  a  chair,  she 
sighed, — 

"  He  comes  not  f" 

But  whSe  the  yoong  ItaKan  sighed  as  At 
remarked  the  flight  of  time,  the  kniglit  had 
found  his  way  to  the  refectory,  declaring  he 
was  perishiBg  from  hanger,  and  that  erer  since 
the  morning  he  had  been  incessantly  on  foot 
oD  the  espedal  business  of  the  Marquis.  BCar- 
cel,  with  all  imaginable  spe«d,  [»epared  a 
sapper  for  his  guest,  to  which  the  knight  did 
ample  honour.  As  he  ate,  be  told  his  old 
acquaintance  all  his  wondrous  exploits,  and 
perceiving  that  Harcet  attended  to  his  tales 
with  the  most  profound  credulity,  oar  Gasctm. 
charmed  at  finilTTig  such  a  stanch  belierer  in 
his  prowess,  had  already  slain  innnmaaUe 
rivals  and  deHrered  twenty  Tictima  of  tyraa- 
nical  oppresaion,  before  commeiicisg  optx^- 
trons  on  the  second  dish. 

"  Uy    friend.''    exclaimed    Marcel,   aa    he 
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poured  out  some  wine,  still  Btaring  with  as 
tuninhtncnt  at  Chaudorcilte,  "  it  seems  to  me 
ttiou  art  an  irritable  spirit. " 

'  Irritable!  Saudis! — Say,  rather,  boiling 
say  volcanic! — It  is  not  my  fault; — 1  can't 
control  myself; — J  am  so  sensitive  upon  the 
point  of  honour — a  very  devil,  that  is  the  ex- 
pression." 

■'  But  how  came  you,  then,  to  call  for  help 
against  the  statues  in  tlio  garden? 

"  Listen,  my  dear  Marcel :  in  the  lirst  place, 
how  could  1  know  that  they  were  statues ;  and 
when  one  is  courageous,  one  imagines  thieves 
in  all  direi'tions ;  this.  1  can  believe,  is  totally 
beyond  thy  apprehension ;  thy  blood  is  natu- 
rally cool :  and,  lastly,  could  I  take  the  liberty 
of  killing  any  one  upon  the  premises  of  the 
Marquis  de  Villebellc,  without  having  pre- 
viously solicited  his  loidslup's  leave  ?" 

"  Hush !  the  Marquis  here  is  never  men- 
tiooed  by  his  name  ' 
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"  Ay,  ay,  I  anderBtand ^  'tis  right;  a  little 
mystery  in  requisite : — the  deuce !-  'ti«  the  »- 
treat  of  love's  incognito!  but  let  me  hew. 
Marcel,  hast  thou  lived  here  long  ?" 

"  Almost  five  years." 

"Thou  must  have  seen  some  pretty  goings 
onT 

"  I  have  seen  nothing ; — for  here  one  is  to 
see  and  not  to  sec." 

"  I  understand — the  devil ! — dost  thou  take 
me  for  a  clown  ? — Well,  well,  thou  hast  a  pre- 
cious place  of  it ! — He  is  generous,  the  Mar- 
quis, is  he  not?" 

"Yes." 

Thou  hast  at  least  as  much  as  twenty  pistoles 
yearly  V 

••  Exactly  double." 

"  Happy  rogue !  I  know  that  I  may  call 
thee  so,  good  fellow !  for  thou  art  truly  the 
most  honest  soul  I  know — thou  art  the  only 
one,  my  dear  Marcel ! — how  truly  charmed  I 
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nm  at  having:  found  thoc  out  at  last ! — 1  have 
cou^ht  thee  everywhere :  in   tennis-courla,  in 

th«  ■eademies,  in  gaming-houses,  even ' 

'■  Oh  !  I  have  done  with  gaming  long  ago  \" 
'■Psha'  Ihou  art  jesting," 
"  No;  Bincc  that  affair  of  oors,  I  have  de- 
tested play:  it  is  not  so  very  pleasant  to  be 
Bcnt  to  prison,  when  one  "s  innocent !" 

"Ah!  my  worthy  friend,  how  many  rascals 
nro  tjierc  who  escape  it ! — that  striketi  llie 
balance.  As  for  myself,  J  always  play :  I  like 
it,  1  cocifosB  I  do ;  hcaidcs,  it  is  the  pleasure  of 
nolfility  ;  what  can  be  more  completely  noble 
than  to  play  and  lose  ones  very  breeches ?" 

••  But  I,  who  am  but  a  valet,  have  no  pre- 
tension to  these  sL)lisli  fashions  f" 

"Thou  ai't  wrong; — make  it  thy  invariable 
role  to  imitate  the  groat.  I  remcmlwr  thou 
couldat  play  superbly  at  pitiucl," 

"\Vhnt,  I!  on  the  contrary,  1  played  es- 
Ircmoly  ill." 

•'  Pure  modesty— /yari/''"  '  I  should  be  glad 
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to  take  a  lesson  of  thee ;  ve  hare  done  our 
supper,  and  whfle  we  are  waiting  for  thy 
master,  let  us  hare  a  gam^  to  pass  awaj  the 
time." 

'That  would  be  somewhat  diScnlt  for  I 
hare  no  cards  here.  When  I  find  any  by 
chance  op  stairs,  that  my  master  and  his  friends 
hare  used,  I  either  bum  or  sell  them.^ 

**  That  is  most  unfortunate  indeed ;  and  I, 
who  almost  always  have  a  pack  about  me, 
must  needs  come  out  without  them  the  Tery 
day  they  would  hare  been  of  use.** 

**  Here,  Chandoreille,  taste  this  liqueur  ;  it  is 
better  fiir  than  all  the  gambling  in  the  world.** 

As  he  spoke.  Marcel  poured  out  two  cops  of 
exquisite  vanilla,  placing  one  of  them  before 
his  guest. 

"  Yes,  I  am  extremely  partial  to  liquemrr 
said  Chandoreille;  "  the  perfume  is  delicious ; 
but  nothing  can  be  easier  than  to  play  and 
drink  at  once/* 

<<  What !  when  I  tell  thee  I  hare  not  a  card  T* 
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'*  You  have  some  dice,  at  all  events  ?'' 

"No;  none/' 

'*  Yon  have  some  balls^  then  ?" 

"  Nor  any  balls." 
Nor  draughts,  nor  dominos  V 
Nothing  of  the  sort,  I  tcU  thee." 

"Plague  take  thee ! — how  are  we  to  pass  the 
time  without  a  game  of  some  description  ? — I 
have  it ! — what  a  fortunate  idea !  an  enter- 
taining little  game,  that  any  one  can  under- 
stand, has  struck  me.  Thou  hast  thy  cup 
before  thee  full ;  I  too  have  mine ; — they  are 
of  an  equal  size ;  I  bet  a  crown  with  thee  upon 
the  fly." 

"Fly!  what  Ayr 

"Attend  to  me :  there  is  no  scarcity  of  flics 
in  this  apartment,  whoever  has  the  first  in  his 
liqueur,  will  win  a  crown — is  it  agreed  ?" 

"  It  seems  a  curious  kind  of  game — how- 
ever, if  thou  wilt — agreed !" 

"  In  that  case,  thy  hand,  and,  done  !  now  let 
us  pay  attention  to  our  game." 

N  2 
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Chaudoreille  was  motionless :  his  eyes  were 
fixed  alternately  on  the  respective  cups  of  his 
opponent  and  himself,  impatiently  awaiting 
the  arrival  of  a  fly  to  sip  the  luscious  contents. 
Neither  of  them  stirred,  for  fear  of  frightening 
away  the  winged  insects^  and  they  had  been  ajt 
least  five  minutes  in  their  fixed  position,  when 
Marcel  indulged  in  a  tremendous  sneeze. 

"The  devil  take  thy  sneezing!"  cried  the 
knight,  "  thy  nose  hath  put  to  flight  the  very 
finest  fly — -just  coming  to  my  cup — It  was  all 
but  in  it !" 

"  Is  it  any  fault  of  mine,  if  I  am  seized  with 
sneezing  ?" 

"  My  dear  fellow,  it  is  downright  cheating, 
and,  speaking  strictly,  thou  shouldst  lose  the 
game.'* 

'*  Thou  art  joking,  doubtless  ?" 

'*  Well,  I  shall  look  over  it  this  once :  but 
if  thou  shouldst  begin  again,  remember,  it 
shall  count — attention^  there  they  fly." 

The  strictest  silence  was  observed:   from 
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time  to  time,  the  knight  looked  up,  and  seem- 
ingly implored  the  flics  to  come  and  taste  the 
sweets  before  him.  At  last,  to  terminate  the 
anxious  e3q)ectation  of  the  parties,  a  fly  betook 
itself  to  the  vanilla,  but  most  unfortunately  for 
the  knight,  preferred  his  adversary's  cup. 

'*  I  win !''  exclaimed  the  latter. 

"  Slop  a  moment,'*  said  Chaudoreille,  stamp- 
ing with  vexation ;  "  let  me  be  convinced.'* 

**  It  seems  to  me  beyond  a  doubt.  The  fly 
IS  in  my  cup  there  still." 

*'  Ay,  ay ;  but  are  we  certain  that  it  is  a 
fly?  that's  the  question;  I  cannot  afibrd  to 
lose  a  crown  on  an  uncertainty." 

"Oh!  look,  as  long  as  thou  wilt." 

Chaudoreille  rose  up  and  leaning  forwards, 
to  bring  his  head  as  near  as  possible  to  the 
cup  of  his  antagonist,  exclaimed,  applying 
simultaneously  his  thumb  and  finger  to  his 
nostrils,  **  The  bet  is  void — it  goes  for  nothing." 

'*  What  dost  thou  mean  by  that  ?"  returned 
Marcel,  as  he  rose  up  from  table. 
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"  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  a  bet." 


"  And  why,  pray  ?*' 

"  Because,  Saudis  !  thy  breath  is  so  abomi' 
nably  strong,  that  it  hath  made  a  fly  upon  the 
wing  fall  down  into  thy  liquor:  thou  seest, 
perforce,  that  we  have  not  an  equal  chance." 

"  Chaudorcille,  I  am  very  well  disposed  to 
take  thy  nonsense  in  good  part,  and  not  receive 
the  money ;  but  I  flatter  myself  I  have  a  breath 
1  at  least  as  sweet  as  thine.'* 

"  To  take  it  in  good  part  !*'  exclaimed  the 
,  knight,  as  he  clenched  the  handle  of  his  sword. 

"  Art  thou  inclined  to  vex  me  ?     Sandis  !  if  I 
!  but  thought  so—" 

I  "  Come,  come ;  compose  thyself." 

"  Dost  think  that  I  was  born  to  bear  affronts  ? 
by  Bolanda !  I  protest,  I  know  not  how  it  is  I 
can  contain  myself!" 

"  Wilt  thou  give  over,  now  T* 

"  Cape  debious  !  if  I  imagined  thou  wouldst 
wantonly  molest  me ! — as  if  a  crown  was  any- 
thing to  me!— 'had  I  lost  one  crown  or  a  hun* 
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dred  crowiiB,  I  should  have  paid  with  similar 

indifference " 

"Well,  well;  we  have  had  enough  of  this." 
But  in  pioportion  as  Marcel  endeavoured  to 
assuage  his  guest,  the  more  the  latter  blus- 
tered ;  for,  believing  that  the  valet  was  afraid 
of  him,  the  knight  would  willingly  have  seized 
so  fine  an  opportunity  to  play  the  bully.  He 
even  went  so  far  as  to  unsheath  his  sword,  and 
stormed  about  the  room,  with  such  a  wild  and 
furious  look  proceeding  &om  his  little  eyes,  as 
if  he  was  resolved  on  the  annihilation  of  all 
things  near  him.  The  patience  of  the  valet 
was  at  length  exhausted,  and  as  he  perceived 
that  his  entreaties  were  of  no  avail,  he  snatched 
a  broom  which  hung  behind  a  door,  and  stand- 
ing in  a  posture  of  defence,  awaited  the  assault 
of  his  antagonist.  But  the  resolution  of  Marcel 
instantly  appeased  the  rage  of  Chaudoreillc, 
who,  when  he  saw  the  valet  in  an  attitude  of 
battle,  struck  his  forehead,  as  if  suddenly  re- 
stored to  his  composure. 
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**  Good  Hcaren  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  what  was 
I  about  to  do  ?  Is  it  in  the  house  of  the  noble 
Marquis  do  Villebelle  that  I  have  allowed  my 
wrath  to  get  the  better  of  my  reason  ? — Ah ! 
thatincorrigiblebravery  of  mine  !  what  scrapes 
it  ever  gets  me  into ! — All  is  forgotten,  Marcel ; 
come  to  my  arms — I  pardon  thee !'' 

Marcel,  a  thoroughly  good-hearted  fellow, 
cast  aside  the  broom,  and  gave  the  knight  his 
hand.  They  placed  themselves  once  more  at 
table,  but  no  further  play  ensued ;  and  while  in 
the  apartment  above  stairs,  the  beautiful  Italian 
sighed  as  she  remarked  the  pace  of  time,  the 
two  companions  in  the  room  below  concluded 
their  festivity  by  falling  fast  asleep,  completely 
saturated  with  the  finest  wines  and  sumptuous 
liqueurs  of  the  Marquis. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  PONT  NEUF TABARl.N. 

Tmk  cooTftge  of  a  lover  is  not  easily  sub- 
dued- Urban,  not  at  all  dispirited  by  the 
fiulure  of  bis  sereoade,  bad  sought  his  lod^nsr. 
heaping  curses  on  the  Barber's  jealousy  ;  for 
be  no  longer  doubted  that  the  vigilance  of 
Touquet  was  suggested  by  that  restless  pas- 
sion. He  thought  upon  his  savage  menaces 
without  the  least  timidity,  still  fixed  in  his 
determination  to  effect  an  interview  with 
Blanche,  and  to  establish  himself,  if  possible, 
in  her  affections.  In  fact,  he  swore  that  lie 
would  do  so,  and  swearing  is  an  easy  thing. 
How  many  oaths,  within  this  last  half  century 
alone,  have  proved  the  solemn  mockery  of 
such  engagements!  But  let  us  here  confine 
N  3 
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ouraelveB  to  oaths  in  love,  a  somewhat  g^er 
kind  of  protestation,  made,  as  it  should  seem, 
but  to  be  broken  and  forgiven.  Now  Urban, 
who  had  vowed,  in  spite  of  all  impediments, 
that  he  would  see  the  beauteous  Blanche,  was 
rather  puzzled  how  to  set  about  it.  But  in 
love  we  swear  first  and  afterwards  reflect— and 
many  are  the  beings  who,  in  ordinary  life,  pro- 
ceed upon  the  selfsame  plan. 

On  the  morning  following  the  serenade, 
Urban  lingered  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tou- 
quet,  without,  however,  daring  to  approach 
the  habitation,  which  he  gazed  on  with  a  righ ; 
nor,  lest  he  should  incur  the  Barber's  observa- 
tion, did  he  venture  once  to  pass  before  the 
shop.  At  a  distance,  therefore,  from  the  win- 
dows, he  examined  them  with  longing  eyes, 
but  not  a  soul  was  visible ;  and  it  appeared, 
indeed,  ordained  they  should  be  shut  for  ever. 
There  was  nothing  now  but  to  await  the  old 
domestic's  coming  out :  at  length  the  passage 
door  was  opened,  and  Margaret  was  seen  pro- 
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ceeding  ou  her  errand  to  the  market^  for  the 
day's  purveyance. 

Urban  never  once  lost  sight  of  the  old 
MPoman ;  he  dared  not  venture  in  the  shops  to 
which  she  went — and  how  was  he  to  manage 
to  converse  with  her  ?  At  the  age  of  nineteen 
one  is  not  remarkably  expert  in  an  intrigue, — 
in  a  little  time,  however^  as  Margaret  was  on 
the  point  of  passing  by  him,  he  accosted  her.* 

"  What  would  you  with  me  ?"  said  the  old 
woman  drily  to  the  trembling  youth ;  for,  as 
she  ever  bore  in  mind  the  rigorous  commands 
of  Touquet,  the  very  sight  of  any  youthful 
cavalier  sufficed  to  terrify  her.  The  bachelor 
cast  down  his  eyes,  and  stammered, — 

"  I  should  msh — Madame " 

'^I  am  no  damet  I  am  a  demoiselle.'' 

"  Mademoiselle — ^if  I  but  dared " 

"  Do  what  r 

"  To  ask  you " 

*' Speak  then!" 

"  After  Mademoiselle  Blanche.'* 
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"  Mademoiselle  Blanche ! — oh !  oh !  His  there 
you  are,  my  little  sprig ;  go,  go  about  your 
business.  You  have  made  a  very  proper  ap- 
plication, truly ! — If  you  have  any  wish  to  talk 
respecting  the  dear  child,  address  your  con- 
versation to  my  master,  and  he  will  give  you 
such  an  answer,  as  you  will  not  readily  forget 

As  she  finished  speaking,  Margaret  with- 
drew, and  muttered  on  her  journey  homewards, 
"  Monsieur  is  right ;  I  must  be  more  than  ever 
vigilant  that  our  poor  little  beauty  be  not  be- 
sieged by  all  these  hair-brained  profligates.*' 

*'  They  have  sworn  to  drive  me  mad/*  said 
Urban,  desolated  by  the  repulse  of  the  old 
woman ;  "  and  yet,  in  spite  of  all  their  vigilant 
precautions,  see  her  and  speak  to  her  I  will  !** 

The  better  to  devise  the  means  of  carrying 
his  resolution  into  practice.  Urban  left  the 
neighbourhood  of  Touquet*s  house,  and  walk- 
ing onward  just  as  chance  conducted  him,  he 
found  himself  at  length  amidst  the  life  and 
bustle  of  the  gay  Pont  Neuf ;  at  that  time  the 


THE  PONT  >-EOF— TABABIN.  277 

resort  of  foreigners,  intrigans,  loungers,  pick- 
pockets, and  strangers  recently  arrived  in 
Paris.  It  was  the  most  frequented  spot  of 
all  the  capital,  perpetually  crowded  by  tlie 
curious,  collected  round  the  mountebanks  per- 
forming farces  and  vending  their  infallible 
nostrums ;  then,  further  on,  were  jugglers  ex- 
hibiting their  craft  nith  cups  and  halls ;  here 
songs  were  sold,  there,  hardware,  books,  and 
toys ;  in  short,  it  was  an  animated  scene,  and 
offered  to  the  idle  spectator  a  quick  succes- 
sion of  diversified  amuscmente. 

Tabarin,  so  famous  for  his  public  exhibitions, 
and  from  whom  Moltere  himself  was  fain  to 
borrow  some  butfooncries,  was  then  established 
on  the  bridge,  just  opposite  the  Place  Dau- 
phine ;  he  had  succeeded  tlie  renowned  Signor 
Hieranimo,  who  sold  his  ointment  for  the  cure 
of  bums,  and  proved  the  ef&cacy  of  his  nostrum 
publicly,  while  G alinette- la- Q aline  attracted 
shoals  of  passengers  by  loud  and  pompous  pro- 
clamations. 
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Tliere  were  masy  otker  cxhibitioiis  on  the 
bridge  bendes  the  themlre  of  Tabam.  Maiire 
Gtmim,  the  celdbnted  jogger,  the  Tery  chena 
of  the  ParisiaBs,  and  rather  iorther  cm,  the 
puppet-show  of  Briochee  were  pnmiiiieiit  at- 
tractions  on  this  qiot  of  concentrated  enter- 
tainment 

Tabarin,  the  meiry-andrew  of  a  quack  who 
Tended  bahn,  perfonned  the  tool,  and  asked  a 
thooaand  questions  of  the  most  ridiculoos  ab- 
surdity^ to  which  his  master,  dressed  as  a  phy- 
sidan,  and  calling  Tabartn  a  monstrous  aas,  a 
pig,  and  so  forth,  respcmded  much  to  the 
amusement  of  the  crowd.  Not  the  common 
pec^le  only,  but  personages  of  the  highest 
chtfses  of  society  were  frequent^  attracted  to 
the  bridge,  by  these  extraragant  yet  popnhtf 
buffooneries. 

Urban,  little  heeding  where  he  went  or 
where  he  was,  but  wrapped  in  dreams  of  his 
amours,  and  elbowing  erery  one  he  met,  was 
carried  by  the  crowd   directfy  opposite  the 
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theatre  of  the  buiFoon  in  T^gue.  The  bachelor 
heard  barsts  of  laughter  all  around  him ;  he 
saw  a  motley  group  of  lords,  young  girls,  arti- 
ficers, grisettes,  who,  with  their  noses  in  the 
air>  were  listening  with  intense  delight ;  and 
the  man  who  gave  such  general  diversion, 
masqued,  and  wearing  such  a  cap  as  custom 
has  assigned  to  Harlequin,  a  coachman's  frock 
and  roomy  trousers,  was  no  other  than  the 
famous  Tabarin.  His  master,  in  a  doctor's 
habit,  with  a  Basque  cap  upon  his  head,  and 
wearing  an  enormous  artificial  beard,  was  hold- 
ing up  to  public  view  the  boices  of  infallible, 
invaluable  balm. 

Urban,  like  his  neighbours,  looked  and  list- 
ened. That  we  may  judge  of  the  amusements 
of  those  times,  let  us  attend  a  moment  to  the 
dialogue  of  Tabarin  and  the  empiric. 

Tabarifu — What  people  do  you  consider  the 
most  courteous  in  the  world  ? 

The  Master, — I  have  been  in  Italy,  have 
seen  the  Spains^  and  traversed  a  considerable 
part  of  Germany,  but  never  have  I  seen  such 
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courtesy  as  there  exists  in  France.  Ton  see 
the  French  embrace,  you  see  the  French  caress 
each  other^  behave  with  kindness  to  each  other, 
and  always  take  the  hat  off. 

Tabarin. — Do  you  call  that  a  mark  of  cour- 
tesy, to  take  the  hat  off?  As  for  me,  I  should 
be  loath  to  witness  such  civility. 

Tlie  Master, — ^The  custom  of  taking  off  the 
hat,  in  token  of  good  will,  is  ancient,  Tabarin ; 
it  manifests  the  honour,  the  respect  and  friend- 
ship due  to  those  .whom  one  salutes. 

Tabarin. — So  then,  you  think  that  all  civility 
consists  in  taking  off  the  hat.  Shall  I  tell 
you  who  are  the  most  courteous  people  in  the 
world  ? 

The  Master. — Yes,  Tabarin  ;  who  ? 

Tabarhi. — Why,  the  tirevrs  de  laine  of 
Paris;  who  are  not  content  with  taking  off 
your  hat,  but  generally  take  your  cloak  off 
with  it.* 

This  sally  was  received  with  the  applause 

*  Recu^il  g^n^ral  det  CEuvres  ct  Faceti^s   de  Tabarin. 
paiif,  1725. 
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and  laughter  of  the  whole  assembi}',  in  which 
no  doubt  were  many  of  the  courteous  gentle- 
men described ;  and  who,  though  at  the  ver}' 
instant  perhaps  engaged  in  their  vocation,  en- 
joyed the  jest  as  heartily  as  any  of  their  un- 
suspecting neighbours.  Though  Urban  did 
not  share  the  general  mirth,  he  listened  with 
attention  to  a  novel  scene  exhibited  by  the 
buffoon.  Tabarin^  wishing  to  introduce  him- 
self to  his  imprisoned  Isabella^  whom  Cassan- 
der  and  an  old  duenna  never  let  a  moment  out 
of  sight,  iinds  no  more  shrewd  expedient  than 
that  of  taking  a  disguise,  and  thus>  in  the 
appearance  of  a  female^  he  succeeds  and  gains 
a  tete-a-tete  with  his  beloved. 

The  mask  of  harlequin  retained  by  Tabarin 
in  his  feminine  costume,  supplied  occasion  for  a 
thousand  jests,  which  raised  the  laughter  of 
the  crowd  from  time  to  time ;  and  though 
the  merry-andrew's  drollery  was  sometimes 
heightened  at  the  sacrifice  of  decency,  the 
audiences  who  met  on   the  Pont  Neuf,  had 
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lenity  enough  to  pardon  hia  excesaeB,  except, 
indeed,  eomc  females  of  Eeverer  taste,  who  hid 
their  faces  with  their  fans,  ezclaiming — 

"  Ob  !  scandalous  !  indecent !  surely  he 
might  keep  his  gesturet  to  himself!" 

A.S  Urban  looked  on  the  grotesque  disguise 
of  the  buffoon,  a  project  came  to  his  assist* 
ancc,  in  the  time  of  need.  Why  should  he  not 
avail  himself  of  such  a  stratagem  to  gain  ad- 
mission to  the  Barber's?  was  it  not  suggested 
to  him  by  love  himself,  in  bringing  him  to  wit- 
ness Tabarin's  device,  when  ho  was  racking 
his  imagination  for  a  scheme  by  which  his 
beauteous  Blanche  might  be  approached  1 

But  whether  it  were  love,  or  chance,  or  des- 
tiny,  that  led  our  lover  to  the  scene  of  Taba- 
rin's expedients,  he  was  equally  delighted  with 
the  project,  and  feeling  infinitely  thankful  for 
the  hint,  his  thoughts  were  wholy  bent  on 
putting  it  in  execution.  By  dint  of  pushing 
to  the  right  and  loft,  now  shoving  a  grisette 
aside,  now  nearly  tearing  off  the  veil  of  some 


THB  PONT  NEUF — TABAHIN.  283 

old  lady,  then  treading  on  the  foot  of  a  co- 
quette, who,  leaning  on  a  student's  arm,  had 
slipped  into  the  mob,  and  altogether  rechlcas 
of  their  several  reproaches,  he  at  length  ef- 
fected his  retreat,  and  when  he  found  himself 
at  perfect  liberty,  ran  home  without  delay. 

When  he  had  reached  hie  lodging,  the  ba- 
chelor first  visited  his  secretary  and  ascer- 
tamed  the  strength  of  his  exchequer ;  for  in 
everyundertal[ing,it  is  that  abominable  money 
which  must  overcome  the  obstacles  opposed  to 
us,  and  speed  as  to  the  haven  of  our  hopes. 

The  bachelor's  economies  amounted  but  to 
sixty  Toumois  livres ;  a  scanty  sum,  it  will  be 
said,  and  certainly  in  modem  times  an  insuf- 
ficiency to  gain  admittaoce  to  the  boudoir  of  a 
La'is ;  but  beauty,  when  accompanied  by  inno- 
cence, is  infinitely  more  accessible. 

The  bachelor  did  not  intend  to  take  a 
fashionable,  costly  guise ;  it  better  suited  both 
hia  purposes  and  purse  to  take  the  costume  of 
a  country  girl,  as,  under  such  a  personation. 
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his  awkwardness  would  be  the  less  remarkable. 
He  looked  into  his  glass :  no  beards  no  whis- 
kers, not  a  single  hair  upon  his  chin  to  mar 
his  undertaking.  He  leaped  with  joy,  as  he 
surveyed  his  feminine  appearance,  and,  not- 
withstanding, some  days  since,  he  had  been 
sighing  for  mustachios ;  but  now  again,  upon 
the  point  of  sexual  transformation,  he  rejoiced 
at  being  little,  and  exclaimed,  as  he  beheld  the 
delicacy  of  his  hands  and  feet — 

"  How  fortunate  it  is  that  I  am  short,  and 
not  robust  and  tall !'' 

The  only  thing  remaining  now  was  to  pro- 
cure the  requisite  apparel.  Urban  took  his 
crowns,  and  seeking  out  a  vender  of  old 
clothes,  requested  an  appropriate  dishabille 
intended,  as  he  said,  for  a  domestic  in  the 
country ;  a  girl,  as  near  as  possible,  as  tall  and 
stout  as  he  was.  He  was  immediately  pre- 
sented with  every  article  of  feminine  attire : 
mob-cap,  apron,  corset,  petticoat,  neck-hand- 
kerchief and  shoes,  for  which  he  paid  full 
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thrice  their  value,  and  returned  delighted 
vsith  his  bargain-  When  Urbaa's  purchases 
were  made,  he  went  to  dinner,  and  at  the  hour 
of  dusk  repaired  to  his  apartment  with  bit 
packet.  Not  Jason  taking  off  the  goMen 
fleece,  not  Pluto  running  off  with  Proserpine, 
Apoilo  tearing  off  the  Python's  skin,  or  Her- 
cules purloining  the  golden  apples  of  the  gar* 
den  of  the  Hesperides,  or  Paris  flying  with  the 
wife  of  McnclauB,  not  one  of  these — and  they 
had  ample  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  their 
achievements — was  half  bo  happy  as  our  bache- 
lor returning  homewards  with  his  bundle  of 
costume. 

Having  reached  his  chamber.  Urban  struck 
a  light,  for  then  phosphoric  boxes  were  un- 
known. He  immediately  proceeded  to  the 
necessary  change  of  bis  habiliments,  retaining 
only  of  the  masculine  attire  such  articles  as 
might  protect  him  from  the  cold-  He  tried 
the  petticoat,  and  then  the  bodice,  and  as  he 
endeavoured   to   adjust  and  tie  them,  found 
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that  he'  was  singularly  awkward  with  hia  new 
oostume.  He  first  pulled  one  string  for 
another,  split  this,  tore  that,  then  pricked  his 
fingers;  the  poor  lad  was  in  despair^  and 
examining  himself  before  the  glass,  saw  evi- 
dently it  would  never  do ;  in  shorty  that  he  had 
not  the  skill  peculiar  to  a  girl.  What  was  to 
be  done  ?  None  other  than  a  woman  could 
oTercome  the  mysteries  of  the  toilette;  it  was 
therefore  indispensable  to  find  some  female  to 
assist  him,  and  remembering  that,  on  the  floor 
below,  there  lodged  a  dry  old  bachelor,  whose 
aproeeand  buxom  servant  had  always  favoured 
him  with  gracious  salutations.  Urban,  gather* 
ing  up  the  petticoat,  and  bodice  to  the  best 
of  his  ability,  ran  down,  and  rang  his  neigh- 
bour*s  bell. 

The  door  was  opened  instantly,  and  when 
the  servant  saw  the  personage  before  her,  she 
burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  Such  was  indeed 
the  bachelor's  extraordinary  attire*  that  it  was 
difiicult  to  tell  if  he  were  man,  or  woman. 
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But  let  the  dress  be  what  it  may,  a  handsome 
youths  of  nineteen  years  of  age,  is  rarely  an 
uninteresting  object  to  the  softer  sex;  and. 
Urban  in  voice,  at  all  times  natmrally  touching, 
but  rendered  more  so  now  by  his  persuasive 
supplications,  thus  addressed  the  bonne : — 

"  Ah  i  mademoiselle,  I  am,  as  you  perceive, 
in  a  most  troublesome  predicament;  I  am 
most  desirous  to  be  dressed  in  female  guise, 
but  cannot  possibly  succeed  in  the  attempt, 
unless  I  should  prevail  on  your  good  nature  to 
assist  me.*' 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  the  bouncing 
girl,  and  followed  Urban  without  further  cere* 
mony  to  his  room,  where  her  laughter  was  in- 
creased at  witnessing  the  bachelor's  arrange- 
ment  of  his  feminine  attire.  *'  You  are  going 
to  a  ball,  then  T'  said  the  girl. 

''  Yes ;  and  I  desire  to  be  so  perfectly  dis- 
guised, that  no  one  can  discover  who  I  am.*' 

«*  Ah  !  very  well, — just  wait  a  moment, — let 
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me  but  dress  you, — and  1 11  answer  for  it,  no 
one  shall  suspect  you/' 

She  first  proceeded  to  undo  what  Urban 
had  already  done,  and  then  examined  his 
apparel. — "  It  is  not  extremely  elegant;'*  said 
she. 

"  It  is  the  very  thing ;  I  wish  to  be  as  plainly 
dressed  as  possible.** 

•*  But  you  must  have  an  under  petticoat, — 
you  '11  not  be  warm  enough  without  one ;  and 
then  you  have  no  hips  as  wc  have;  I  must 
make  a  pair  for  you ;  and  then  this  cap,  fie ! 
what  a  fright !  this  will  not  do  at  all ;  I  *11  run 
and  get  you  one  of  mine,  as  well  as  other 
things  you  want  besides.  Yes ;  I  must  make 
you  look  quite  pretty." 

The  servant  wench  accordingly,  without 
attending  to  the  bachelor,  who  thanked  her 
for  her  kindness,  ran  down,  returning  instantly 
with  every  thing  required  to  make  the  youth 
a  pretty,  well-shaped  girl.     She  tried  the  cap, 
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it  suited  admirably.  Urban  was  enchanted ; 
he  knew  not  how  to  testify  his  gratitude  to  the 
obliging  girl^  who  prolonged,  in  spite  of  his 
acknowledgments,  her  operations  on  his  head- 
dress; here  curls  were  requisite,  there  some 
hair  required  to  be  tucked  in ;  she  hid  his 
chin,  put  pins  where  they  were  wanted,  then 
stopped  a  moment,  looking  at  him,  and  ex- 
claimed,— 

"  He  really  is  extremely  pretty !  so  fair  a 
skin,  and  altogether  of  so  gentle  an  appear- 
ance ! — ^they  will  be  taken  in  with  him,  beyond 
a  doubt ;  stay,  now.  let  me  make  you  up  a 
little  bit  of  stomach." 

''But  is  it  absolutely  necessary,  think  you  T* 
''How  d*ye  mean  necessary?     What    a 
question  !*' 

"  But  this  bodice  suffocates  me " 

"  No  matter ;  if  you  wish  to  be  made  pretty, 
you  must  suffer  patiently.  Wait;  let  me 
squeeze  your  shape  in, — and  now  a  pair  of 
hips, — and  then *' 
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The  young  lass  still  discovered  something 
wanting,  and  Urban,  all  anxiety  to  be  effect- 
ually disguised,  submitted  patiently  to  her 
corrections  and  improvements,  repeating  every 
moment,  "  How  very  kind  you  are !  how  shall 
I  be  ever  able  to  convince  you  of  my  gratitude  ?** 

Whether  Urban  was  employed  in  protes- 
tations of  his  thankfulness  to  the  obliging 
wench,  or  whether  she  perceived  the  need  of 
further  alterations  in  the  bachelor^s  disguise^ 
the  toilette  lasted  two  good  hours.  At  the 
expiration  of  that  time,  the  buxom  girl  left 
Urban,  saying,  "  All  is  done ;  you  have  not  the 
least  appearance  of  a  man ;  no,  no  one  would 
suspect  it.  Now  you  may  set  out,— just  drop 
your  eyes  a  little, — look  a  little  on  one  side, — 
take  little,  little  steps, — pinch  in  your  mouth 
— tuck  up  your  gown  a^little  high  or  so,  and 
you  will  make  a  conquest  before  you  reach 
the  bottom  of  the  street.  Adieu,  monsieur, 
and  whenever  you  have  need  of  my  assistance, 
it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  attend  you.** 
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The  girl  took  her  departure,  and  Urban, 
after  having  practised  for  some  time  the 
gait  and  manner  recommended  by  her,  re- 
solved on  venturing,  in  his  new  costume,  into 
the  streets  of  Paris. 


END   OF    VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTEB  I. 


A   NIGHT    ADVENTURE. 


Uaban,  in  his  cap  and  petticoat,  felt  much 
embarrassed  in  the  streets  of  Paris.  Although 
the  night  was  dark,  and  but  a  paucity  of  lamps 
existed  in  the  public  thoroughfares,  when  any 
one  approached  him,  he  expected  to  be  recog- 
nized, and,  consequently,  apprehended  by  the 
Sergeants  of  the  town,  who,  naturally^  would 
enquire  the  cause  of  his  disguise ;  a  privilege 
accorded  but  to  those  who  purchased  it  with 
heaps  of  money  ;  and  as  Urban,  in  the  pos- 
sible event  of  his  detection,  would  be  subject 
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to  the  same  extortion^  and  having  not  a  crown 
aboat  him — for  his  purse  had  been  forgotten 
in  the  hurry  of  his  metamorphosis — ^the  lover 
saw  the  evident  necessity  of  shnnning  all  col- 
lision with  the  officers  of  justice.  As  for 
thieves*  he  entertained  no  fear  of  them,  which 
was  saying  much  in  those  times,  and  some- 
things bythc  bye,  in  these. 

By  degrees  the  bachelor  acquired  more  con- 
fidence, as  he  became  accustomed  to  his  new 
costume ;  and  certain  speeches,  pointedly  ad- 
dressed to  him  as  he  passed  along,  convinced 
him  that  his  sex  was  thoroughly  mistaken. 
He  abstained  from  answering  the  several 
unceremonious  gallantries  of  which  he  was  the 
object,  but  hastened  onward  with  accelerated 
steps,  embarrassed  by  his  petticoats,  which  he 
but  badly  managed,  and  which  were  draggled 
in  the  gutters,  as  he  tried  to  leap  them.  At 
length  he  reached  the  Bue  des  Bourdonnais ; 
but  it  appeared  to  him  by  far  too  late  to  think 
of  getting   into    Touquet's    house.      There 
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existed  not  a  chance  of  Margaret^a  coming  out> 
and  therefore  his  diBguise  could  not  avail  him 
till  the  following  day>  and  seemed  to  be 
assumed  thus  soon  to  little  purpose ;  but  fore- 
sight rarely  enters  into  lovers^  plans.  Yet,  as 
the  bachelor  was  anxious  to  be  used  to  his 
adopted  dress*  perhaps  he  had  no  reason  to 
regret  his  having  made  his  first  attempt  in  it 
by  night.  Indulging  in  his  thoughts,  he 
loitered  near  the  Barber*s  house,  looked  up  at 
Blanche's  windows,  sending  her  a  thousand 
sighs,  which  never  reached  her  ears,  for  she 
was  fast  asleep;  and  would  have  been  as 
vainly  breathed,  perhaps,  had  she  been  up 
and  working  in  her  room. 

Absorbed  in  the  delight  of  sighing  under- 
neath the  windows  of  his  beauty.  Urban  did 
not  think  that,  though  it  may  be  natural  for 
any  youth  to  waste  his  night  in  sorrow  in  the 
streets,  a  woman  totally  alone,  at  so  advanced 
an  hour,  must  needs  give  rise  to  various  strange 
conjectures.    Suddenly  the  lover  was  awakened 
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from  his  ecstasy  by  some  one  bold  enough  to 
pinch  his  knee,  and  thus  address  him  in  a 
hoarse  and  vulgar  accent : — 

"  It  seems,  my  little  woman,  that  the  person 
you  expect  is  late ;  if  you  will  take  my  arm, 
we  will  go  and  taste  the  wine  of  yonder  mer- 
chant opposite. — I  am  a  customer  of  his,  and 

there  are " 

Urban,  turning  round,  beheld  a  monsitrous 
fellow  in  a  chairman*s  dress,  and,  little  satisfied 
with  this  adventure,  took  to  flight,  while  the 
gallant  remained  behind ;    but,   about   two 
hundred  paces  further  on,  his  progress  was 
arrested  by  two  pages,  who  insisted  on  a  kiss, 
and  here  again  he  had  the  fortune  to  get  rid 
of  their  unpleasant  importunities,  and,  having 
done  so,  hastily  resumed  his  way.     A  moment 
afterwards  he  was  accosted  by  some  students ; 
some  lacqueys  next  beset   him,    then   some 
soldiers;  certain  of  them  followed  him,  and 
Urban,  to  escape  from  this  continued  molesta- 
tion, gathered  up  his  clothes  above  his  knees. 
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that  he  might  run  with  less  impediment*  and 
taking  forwards  with  increased  velocity,  was 
closely  pressed  by  his  admirers,  whose  speed 
appeared  to  be  inspired  by  the  disclosure  of 
his  limbs. 

"Morbleur  said  Urban  to  himself,  while 
running  irom  his  fleet  pursuers,  ''I  did  not 
dress  myself  in  woman's  clothes  to  be  thus 
pinched  and  pulled  about  by  every  page  and 
lacquey  in  the  town.  The  devil  must  be  in 
these  men ! — I  now  perceive  that  inexpressi- 
bles are  worth  a  thousand  petticoats.  To- 
morrow, notwithstanding,  I  will  introduce 
myself  to  Blanche.  Come  !  courage — and 
perhaps  they  will  abandon  the  pursuit." 

Urban  leaped  the  kennels,  shot  along  the 
streets,  perspiring,  puffing,  half  suffocated 
with  the  tight-laced  bodice  and  sham  bosom 
with  which  the  servant  had  adorned  his  chest, 
and  taking  any  road  that  chance  presented  to 
him,  by  which  he  might  elude  his  numerous 
admirers^  he  ran  he  knew  not  where. 
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As  he  now  eouM  hear  dktinctl j  that  his 
followers  had  giren  up  the  chase,  he  halted  to 
take  breathy  and  instantly  remembered  where 
he  was.  He  had  passed  the  bridges,  and  had 
reached  the  greater  Fte-aux-Cleres,  in  wUeh 
they  had  begun  to  bnild  and  lay  the  plans  of 
streets  as  they  had  done  elsewhwe  in  that 
vicinity,  which,  towards  the  end  of  the  Ghreat 
Henry's  reign,  was  occupied  by  scattered 
houses,  cottages,  and  gardens. 

"Ooodr  said  Urban:  "this  is  the  new 
street,  the  Rue  de  Vemeuil ;  there  the  Chemin' 
aux-vaches,  where  they  are  building  the  Rue 
Saint  Dominique ;  I  now  know  where  I  am ; 
but  let  me  rest  a  moment — I  am  much  too  far 
from  home  to  start  agsin  directly— I  am  over- 
come— let  me  but  breathe  a  moment — ^This  is 
a  lonely  quarter — the  night  is  far  advanced, 
and  I  may  surely  hope  to  make  no  further 
conquests.'* 

Urban  gathered  up  his  petticoats  and  sat 
down  weary  and  exhausted  on  a  block  of  stone. 
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In  the  course  of  Iialf  an  hour,,  as  he  felt  him- 
self recovered  from  his  violent  fistjgue>  he.  rose, 
and  taking  the  direction  of  hia  lodging^  was 
walking  slow^^  and  eongratuJating  himself 
that  no  more  passengers  presented  themselves 
to  interrupt  his  progress  to  his  home,  when 
on  a  sndden«  as  he  passed  the  Rue  de  Bour- 
bon, he  perceived  four  men,  who,  having  caught 
a  glimpse  of  him,  immediately  stopped  short 
and  barred  his  way. 

"  Oh !  oh  !  what  have  we  here  ? — so  late 
too !— the  game  is  still  aUve  T* 

"  On  my  honour,  a  most  fortunate  rencon- 
tre !— some  little  country  lady  T* 

''  So  much  the  better ;  I  adore  these  pea- 
sants  •• 

<'The  devil!  Marquis;  what!  a  peasant 
walk  the  streets  of  Paris  in  the  depth  of  nig^t ! 
a  piece  of  innocence  in  a  most  hazardous 
position  !*' 

"  Come,  come.  Chevalier,  thy  thoughts  are 
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always  eviL — ^I  '11  lay  a  wager  that  the  girl  is 
only  come  to  town  to  sell  her  eggs." 

''Let  her  be  come  for  what  she  may,  I  'U 
take  good  care  she  shan't  return  till  my  mu9- 
tachios  have  been  pressed  against  her  pretty 
mouth.*' 

By  the  tone  and  manner  of  these  gentlemen^ 
the  bachelor  perceived  at  once  that  they  were 
roues  of  the  higher  class,  and,  since  it  was 
impossible  to  get  away  from  them,  for  they 
encircled  him  completely,  he  endeavoured  to 
evade  their  gallantries,  by  supplications  uttered 
in  a  feminine  falsetto. 

"  Gentlemen,  as  a  favour,  I  beseech  you,  let 
me  go ;  indeed,  I  am  not  what  you  take  me  for.'* 

His  prayers,  however,  were  unheeded ;  they 
squeezed  and  hugged  him ;  and  Urban,  now 
impatient  of  their  freedoms,  saw  no  other 
means  of  being  rid  of  his  importunate  tor- 
mentors than  to  state  his  sex,  and  he  addressed 
them  in  his  natural  voice  : — 
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"Leave  me«  gentlemen;  I  repeat  to  you, 
you  labour  under  a  mistake.*' 

These  words,  pronounced  by  Urban  in  a 
tone  and  emphasis  that  left  no  question  of  his 
sex,  affected  the  young  lords,  as  it  is  said 
Medusa's  head  had  power  to  do  of  old  ^  they 
were  immovable;  but,  suddenly,  they  burst 
into  a  roar  of  laughter. 

It  is  a  man !  A  most  unique  adventure  !'* 
Yesi  gentlemen,  a  jnan/'  replied  the  bach- 
elor ;  "  and  now  1  trust  you  will  allow  me  to 
pursue  my  way  ?" 

"  For  my  part,  I  do  not  oppose  it  /'said  one 
of  the  unknown. 

"  Come,  come,  Villebelle,"  replied  another, 
"  let  the  boy  pass  on — ^thou  seest  it  is  no  girl ! 
I  verily  believe  the  wine  prevents  his  seeing 
his  mistake.    Chevalier,  what  say  you  7" 

"  By  Heaven,  gentlemen,  'tis  true !"  replied 
the  Marquis  de  Villebelle ;  for  he  it  was  who> 
as  he  had  already  told  the  Barber,  was  gaily 
finishing  the  night  with  his  companions,  in 
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quest  of  wild  adventoreB  in  the  streets  of  the 
metropolis.  As  his  head  was  heated  by  Hqueurs 
and  wine>  the  Marquis«  who  on  such  occasions 
was  the  first  to  set  examples  of  extravagance 
and  folly,  had  been  the  most  ipiportanate  of 
all  with  Urban,  and  even  when  the  latter  had 
disclosed  himself,  Villebelle  persisted  in  de- 
taining him. 

"An  instant,  my  good  lad,**  observed  the 
Marquis,  stopping  Urban.  ''We  know  thou 
art  no  girl ;  so  far  so  good ;  but  in  the  name 
of  all  the  devils,  thou  must  needs  have  had 
some  pleasant  stratagems  afoot  to'have  muffled 
up  thyself  in  this  grotesque  exterior :  they  will 
entertain  us,  I  am  certain ;  let  us  hear  them 
first,  and  then  thou  art  at  liberty  to  go  thy 
way." 

"Yes,  yes,**  rejoined  the  others:  "let  him 
tell  us  why  he  has  assumed  this  woman's 
dress.** 

"  I  shall  regale  the  private  levee  of  the  Car- 
dinal to-morrow  with  this  singular  event** 
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"  And  I  Bhall  tell  it  Marion  de  Lorme.'* 

"I  shall  get  Bois-Bobert  to  versify  it  for 
the  court*' 

"  Colletet  shall  put  it  in  a  comedy :  come,  let 
ns  hear  !*' 

"  Onoe  mote,  gentlemen^  allow  me  to  go  on/' 
resumed  the  bachelor  impatiently.  *'  What 
right  have  you  to  question  me  ?  I  have  nought 
to  tdl  you^  and  must  go  !" 

As  he  spoke,  endeavouring  to  advance,  he 
pushed  the  Marquis  back,  who^  notwithstand- 
ing»  stopped  his  way»  and  drew  his  sword  as 
he  exclaimed ; 

"  On  my  honour^  the  little  fellow  would  be 
mischievous! — ^Why,  this  is  too  ridiculous! 
Come*  speak;  or  we  will  make  thee  leap  our 
swords  like  any  water-spaniel." 

"Insolent!"  said  Urban,  perfectly  exaspe- 
rated; ''had  I  possessed  a  weapon,  you  had 
not  allowed  yourself  this  liberty  of  speech ;  or 
if  you  had,  ere  this  I  would  have  brought  you 
to  repentance  !** 


12  THfi  BARBRR  OP  PARIS. 

''  Indeed  l—parbleu  !  why  then,  1 11  see  how 
thou  canst  use  a  sword !  Chevalier^  lend  him 
thine." 

"  How  now,  Villebelle?  what !  wooldst 
thou *' 

''  Undoubtedly ;  a  duel  with  a  peasant  girl  !— 
it  will  be  most  amusing ;  come,  gentlemen,  a 
ring !  a  ring !" 

As  he  spoke,  the  Marquis  took  the  sword 
of  one  of  his  companions,  and  presented  it  to 
Urban. 

''  Hold  !'*  said  he ;  ''  take  that !  defend  thy- 
self;  now,  guard!  boy-girl,  and  let  us  see  if 
thou  art  brave  as  thou  art  choleric.*' 

Urban  seized  the  sword>  and  fell  upon  ibe 
Marquis  with  impetuosity:  although  embar- 
rassed by  his  petticoats  and  bodice,  he  rushed 
with  vigour  on  his  adversary,  who,  parrying 
his  thrusts,  cried  every  instant — 

"  Good ! — extremely  good !  upon  my  honour! 
Look,  gentlemen — well  parried! — an  admir- 
able thrust ! — A  plague  upon  him  ! — ^how  be 
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goes  at  it ! — I  need  the  whole  of  my  address 
to " 

A  wound  upon  the  arm  between  the  wrist 
and  elbow  cut  short  the  observations  of  Ville- 
belle :  his  sword  fell  from  his  hand;  his  friends 
immediately  surrounded  him  and  held  him 
up ;  the  bachelor  as  well  contributing  to  his 
assistance. 

"It  is  nothing,  a  mere  nothing/'  said  the 
Marquis :  "  adieu,  my  friend,  thou  art  a  brave 
young  fellow ;  I  am  glad  to  have  made  thine 
acquaintance,  though  in  truth  I  know  not  with 
whom  I  have  been  engaged.  But  if,  some  day 
or  other,  it  should  happen  to  thee  to  fall  in 
trouble,  or  have  some  awkward  business  to 
manage — shouldst  thou  stand  in  need  of  a 
protector,  come  to  my  hotel ;  enquire  but  for 
the  Marquis  de  Villebelle,  and  thou  shalt  find 
me  wholly  at  thy  service." 

The  Marquis,  as  he  spoke,  seized  Urban*s 
hand  and  pressed  it  with  a  generous  cordiality ; 
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after  whidiy  the  three  young  nobles^  having 
bound  his  arm  with  handkerchief,  removed 
him  from  the  scene,  and  the  lover,  at  the  same 
time,  confused  at  the  adventure,  hastened  to 
regain  his  home. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THE  TKTB-A-TKTE. 


Morning  broke  on  this  eventful  night ;  but 
sleep  had  never  for  a  moment  visited  the 
watchful  eyes  of  Julia:  agitated  and  impatient, 
she  had  risen  from  the  sofa  twenty  times  to 
listen  at  the  door,  when  she  imagined  that  she 
heard  a  noise,  and  flattering  herself  with  the 
arrival  of  the  Marquis.  She  had  heard  the 
clock  repeat  the  hours  of  night,  which  seemed 
to  her  a  dull  eternity,  and  still  the  seducing 
Villebelle  did  not  appear. 

The  young  Italian's  countenance  was  over- 
cast; her  naturally  bright  and  lively  eyes 
were  filled  with  dark  and  vehement  expres- 
sion; her  bosom  was  oppressed,  she  heaved 
repeated  sighs,  she  paced  the  chamber  to  and 
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fro>  without  bestowing  fiirther  notice  on  its 
splendours^  passed  the  mirrors  without  looking 
in  them — her  pride  was  mortified  by  the  indif- 
ference of  Villebellej  whose  conduct,  it  is  true, 
was  altogether  inexcusable.  What  woman  ever 
pardoned  such  neglect?  She  had  submitted 
to  be  carried  off  without  resistance,  and  for 
what?  to  pass  the  live-long  night  in  solitude. 
Love  pardons  many  things;  but  self-love  never 
yet  forgave  neglect. 

No  sooner  did  the  lights  grow  pale  at  the 
approach  of  day,  than  Julia,  passing  through 
a  suite  of  several  apartments,  reached  the  cor- 
ridor. 

''  They  are  not  apprehensive  of  my  escape,** 
said  she,  with  an  indignant  smile ;  "  they  have 
taken  no  precaution  to  detain  me;  the  Mar- 
quis and  his  worthy  agent  think,  no  doubt, 
that  I  am  oveijoyed  in  being  led  to  this 
abode ;  but  patience !  patience ! — the  day  may 
come  perhaps  when  they  will  know  me  better." 

Julia  went  down  stairs :   though  then  the 
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depth  of  winter,  the  morning  was  extremely 
fine ;  she  passed  along  the  peristyle,  and  seek- 
ing the  recesses  of  the  garden,  resigned  her- 
self to  her  tumultuous  thoughts. 

The  daylight  found  Marcel  and  Chaud- 
oreille  asleep  beside  the  table  they  had  supped 
at  Marcel,  the  first  to  wake,  collected  his 
ideas,  and  hardly  could  believe  it  possible  his 
master  should  have  failed  to  come  at  some 
hour  of  the  night ;  and  yet  the  entrance  bell 
was  hung  in  the  apartment  where  they  had 
supped  and  slept,  and  when  the  Marquis  rang, 
he  did  so  with  an  audible  effect. 

The  valet  shook  the  knight,  who  opening 
his  little  eyes,  and  looking  round  him  in 
amazement,  half  awake,  began  to  mumble  to 
himself : — 

"  Sandh  / — why,  this  is  not  the  Rue  Bri^e- 
Miehe — why,  I  am  not  at  home ! — ^why,  this  is 
not  the  gaming-house  in  the  Bue  Vide  Gous- 
set ! — Why,  where  the  devil  have  1  spent  the 
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night?— My  purser— •where  is  my  purse? — 
There  were  eight  crowns  in  my  parse ! — '' 

The  knight  explored  his  pecketa  wiHt  alarm, 
and  as  he  counted  out  his  funds,  the  valet 
said; 

"  Open  tluae  eyes,  then,  altogether,  and 
endeavour  to  remember  where  thou  art. — 
What !  dost  thou  think  me  capable  of  rifling 
theer 

"  Ah !  varlet  that  I  am ! — ^My  dear  Marcel, 
I  now  remember  everything.  Ah !  pardon  me, 
my  friend ;  but  really,  at  first,  I  fancied  I  was 
in  the  tavern  where  I  sometimes  sleep.  Why, 
the  devil  take  ihe,  but  'tis  open  day  !*' 

''Yes ;  and  the  Marquis  has  not  been  all 
night,  which  pussies  me  confoundedly." 

''It  really  is  very  strange;  and  the  little 
creature,  that  we  had  such  difficulty  to  conduct 
here,  what  the  deuce  can  she  have  been  about 
since  yesterday  ?** 

"  Why,  sleeping  like  ourselves,  of  course.*' 
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"  Ah !  my  good  Marcel,  one  easily  perceives 
thou  hast  bestowed  bat  little  study  on  the  sex. 
She  sleep  I — a  vomaa  who  awaits  her  conque- 
ror— the  first  time  too!  She  was  far  more 
likely  to  have  devoured  the  moon  than  sleep !" 

**  But  since  the  conqueror  did  not  arrive^  she 
had  nothing  else  to  do,  methinks/* 

"Never;  I  tell  thee  never;  hold,  attend, 
and  I  will  cite  thee  an  example: — I  gave  a 
rendezvous  once  to  a  Baroness,  upon  the  river- 
bank,  the  Seine  here,  near  the  Tour  de  Nesle ; 
it  was  winter,  and  abominably  cold.  Events 
quite  unforeseen,  in  fact  a  duel,  prevented  my 
observing  my  appointment.  I  was  wounded 
and  confined  eight  days  to  bed.  The  ninth  I 
passed  the  spot  of  rendezvous ;  and  idiat  did 
I  behold  r 

Thy  baroness  ?" 

Precisely  I  the  baroness  still  there;  poor 
woman !  frozen  for  the  four  last  days ;  because, 
forsooth,  she  would  not  quit  the  place  of  assig- 
nation." 

"Ay,  but  our  lady  here  had  fire,  and  all 
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that  8he  could  wish  for :  I  '11  answer  for  it  she 
has  not  been  frozen  in  waiting  for  my  master.'* 

*'  What  8ay*st  thou,  friend  Marcel,  if  I  went 
up  and  said  some  tender  things  toher«  to  raise 
her  spirits  just——" 

No :  it  might  displease  the  Marquis.'* 
'Ah,  right;  yes,  thou  art  right,  it  might 
create  suspicion." 

"  Dost  thou  not  think  it  would  be  better  to 
seek  the  person  who  left  thee  here,  and  let  him 
know  my  Lord  hath  not  arrived  ?" 

"No,  my  dear  Marcel;  Touquet  directed 
me  to  wait  here  for  the  orders  of  the  Marquis, 
and  I  must  implicitly  obey  him ;  if  he  should 
not  come  this  fortnight,  it  is  all  the  same  to 
me ;  I  shall  not  budge  an  inch.  Thou  hast 
an  excellent  and  well-provided  cellar,  provi- 
sions of  all  sorts,  and  I  am  perfectly  delighted 
with  my  situation:  only,  I  must  go  and  get 
some  cards  to  have  a  game  this  evening :  and 
I  will  teach  thee  one  or  two  good  points^  of 
which  thou  hast  but  little  notion." 

"  Be  it  so,  then :  in  the  first  place,  I  will 
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« 

get  our  breakfast  jeady,  and  afterwards  enquire 
if  the  fair  lady  stands  in  need  of  anything." 

**  That 's  riglit^  and  in  the  mean  time  I  will 
take  a  turn  or  two  about  the  garden^  and 
make  acquaintance  with  this  Hercules  and 
Mars  of  thine." 

Chaudoreille  arranged  his  cloaks  put  on  his 
ru£f  that  he  had  purchased  second-hand^  but 
which  he  was  delighted  with,  as  it  was  large 
enough  to  reach  his  very  ears;  he  cocked  his 
hat  aside>  disposed  his  hair  in  curls,  and 
walked  into  the  garden^  whistling, 

"  VienS}  Aurore ; 
Jet*  implore;" 

a  song  brought  much  in  fashion  by  the  good 
King  Henry.  He  stopped  with  an  expression 
of  defiance  in  the  front  of  every  statue,  and 
made  insulting  faces  at  the  two  that  had  so 
frightened  him  on  the  preceding  evening. 

On  reaching  the  extremity  of  a  vista,  he 
saw  the  young  Italian  seated  in  a  leafless 
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bower ;  as  she  was  profoundly  wrapped  in  her 
reflections,  the  knight  approached  her  un- 
heard and  unperceived.  Chaudoreille  consi- 
dered whether  to  accost  her,  or  pursue  his 
walk ;  he  determined  on  the  former,  and  ad- 
vancing to  her  with  his  hand  upon  his  hip, 
his  body  being  thrown  preposterously  back- 
ward, the  knight  already  had  composed  his  smile. 
Julia,  on  a  sudden,  raised  her  eyes,  but  seeing 
Chaudoreille,  her  countenance  expressed  im- 
patience and  disgust,  as  she  addressed  him 
sharply ; 

•'  What  do  you  wish  with  mef 

The  knight,  confused,  stopped  short,  and 
dropping  his  concerted  smile,  was  speech- 
less. 

"  Who  sends  you  hither  ?'*   resumed  Julia. 

"  Is  the  Marquis  here  ? or  his  confidant,  the 

Barber  Touquet  ?" 

"  No,  beauteous  lady — I  alone  am  in  this 
house,  with  you  and  with  Marcel.  I  have  passed 
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the  night  in  watching  for  your  safety,  expect 
ing  every  moment  that  the  Marquis  would 
arrive." 

"  Who   and  what  is  this  Marcel  ? the 

valet  I  suppose,  who  let  us  in." 

"Precisely  sa" 

"  Has  he  been  long  a  servant  in  this 
house  T' 

"  No,  I  believe  that  he  has  been  here  but 
four  or  five  years  at  the  utmost.*' 

And  you,  have  you  been  here  before  ?*' 
Never,  before  yesterday.** 

Julia  was  silent;  in  a  moment  Chaudoreille 
resumed  :— 

"  Are  you  acquainted  with  my  bosom  friend, 
the  Barber  Touquet  r 

"  What  is  that  to  you  ?"  replied  the  young 
Italian,  darting  a  contemptuous  glance  upon 
the  knight. 

*'  Nothing,  it  is  true,  but  since  you  men- 
tioned him  ——he  is  a  worthy  fellow,  truly,  and 
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one  of  whom  I  am  most  proud  to  be  the 
friend." 

"  It  tells  considerably  to  your  honour;"  said 
Julia,  with  a  smile  of  caustic  irony. 

"  Yes,  certainly/*  resumed  the  knight,  ia- 
terpreting  the  smile  of  Julia  in  his  favour, 
*'  we  have  been  in  fire  together. — He  is  brave. 
Oh  !  I  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that*— 
he  has  always  acted  honourably — " 

"  Always  !  say  you  ?  Did  he  ever  speak  to 
you  of  his  relations of  his  father  ?" 

"  No,  iTaith !  I  do  not  conceive  him  to  be 
born  of  first-rate  lineage ;  in  that  particular,  I 
am  infinitely  his  superior ;  the  Chaudoreilles 
are  of  the  purest  race,  and  trace  their  pedigree 
to  Noah.  Under  Charles  the  Bald,  an  an- 
cestor of  mine  was  shorn  and  shaved " 

''What  care  I  what  happened  to  your  an- 
cestors !  I  am  speaking  to  you  of  the  Barber's 
family." 

"  Ay,   true;   but   my  friend  Touquet  has 
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communicated  little  to  me  on  that  point.  I 
think  he  is  a  native  of  Lorraine,  and  I  have 
heard  him  say  he  left  it  young  in  life,  and  that 
he  was  yet  a  youth  when  he  arrived  in  Paris. 
That  is  the  only  place  for  brilliant  genius ; 
Touquet,  accordingly,  has  made  his  fortune ; 
and  I,  thank  God,  am " 

Here  Chaudoreille  looked  down  upon  his 
doublet,  torn  in  several  places,  and  covering  it 
with  his  cloak,  resumed : — 

"  I  too  should  have  been  rich,  had  I  not 
ruined  myself  for  women." 

Julia,  who  had  not  attended  to  the  knight's  j 

last  sentence,  said  almost  inaudibly, —  I 

''He  should  be  rich,  if  he" has  assisted  the 
Marquis  in  all  his  follies." 

"  He  does  not  think  of  marrying,"  resumed 
the  knight ;  "  and  yet  too  he  might  make  an 
advanti^eous  match — ^his  house  there  in  the 
Rue  des  Bourdonnais  is  an  extremely  pretty 
property.— Perhaps  it  is  the  little  girl  pre- 
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vents  hini^-«{>ei4iap0  he  may  intend  to  many 
her  himself-— it  urould  not  much  surprise  me /' 

'«  What  UtUe  girl  r  said  Julia>  with  a  lirely 
curiosity. 

''  That  young  girl  that  he  adopted^  and  who 
is  now  sixteen " 

"  The  Barber  Touquet  adopt  a  child !" 

"  Undoubtedly.  What !  are  you  acquainted 
with  him,  and  ignorant  of  that?  Notwith- 
standing, it  is  one  of  the  most  worthy  acts  of 
his  existence.'* 

''  Touquet  do  a  worthy  act  !'*  said  the  Italian 
ironically ;  "  I  certainly  should  not  have 
guessed  as  much,  and  this  young  girl — pray, 
is  she  handsome'?" 

"  Plague  take  me !  is  she  handsome  ?  I 
believe  she  is  indeed*  She  is  very — ^but  no — '* 
said  Chaudoreille,  as  if  arrested  by  a  sudden 
rec(dleelion ;  ''  she  is  by  no  means  handsome ; 
she  is  ugly^  cme  might  even  say  she  is  for- 
bidding  " 
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*'  A  moment  Bince  you  called  her  beautifal, 
and  now  you  make  her  ugly — you  do  not  appear 
to  know  die  meaning  of  your  words,  or  what 
you  mean  to  say,  Monsieur  Chaudoreille." 

"  When  close  by  you,  most  beauteous  damsel> 
one  easily  may  lose  his  recollection;  but  I 
protest  to  you,  by  this  good  sword "  j. 

The  knight  was  interrupted  by  the  ringing  I 

of  the  garden  bell ;  presuming  it  announced 
the  Marquis's  arrival,  and  fearing  that  if  found 
in  conversation  with  the  young  Italian,  the 
sequel  might  be  dangerous,  or  disagreeable  at 
least,  he  darted  down  the  nearest  alley,  and 
hastened  to  rejoin  Marcel,  while  Julia,  with 
her  cheeks  as  deep  as  crimson,  listened  with 
intense  anxiety. 

Marcel  went  to  the  gate :  it  was  not,  as  he 
supposed,  the  Marquis,  but  Touquet  all  alone. 

^  Your  master  was  engaged  last  night  in  an 
encounter,'*  said  the  Barber  to  Marcel ;  *'  he  is 
wounded,  though  but  slightly,  it  appears.  1 
must  say  a  word  or  two  to  this  young  girl,  for 
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she  can  imrdly  underrtn&d  the  meaning  ef  his 
absenoe^    Where  is  she  ?' ' 

''  In  the  garden^"  said  the  knight ; ''  but  I 
avouch  to  thee  she  is  not  dull. — 'Tis  true  tiiat 
I  have  chatted  with  her,  and " 

"  Did  I  permit  thee  so  to  do  ?  Thou  must, 
perforce,  ^be  tolerably  bold  to  hold  discourse 
with  her  on  wh(Hn  the  Marquis  casts  his  eye." 

'<  Yes,  I  confess  that  I  am  very  bold,  but 

then  I  thought ^Thou  say'st  his  Lordship 

fought  last  night — dost  thou  know  with  whom  T 

'<  Fool!  what  affair  is  that  of  ours?  think'st 
thou  I  asked  him  such  a  question  ?'* 

"  Affair  of  ours !  why,  no — ^but " 

"  Thou  hast  no  further  business  here,  so 
get  thee  gone.*' 

*'  What !  go  away  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  immediately.*' 

**  And  nevOT  be  presented  to  my  Lord  ? 
why,  this  is  most  vexBtaou»^-but,  at  least  sin<9 
I  am  held  no  longer  in  request,— I  should  at 
least  be  paid.'* 
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>'Hold;  here  are  ten  more  crowns^  more 
than  thy  services  deserve  an  hundred  fold.'* 

''  Well,  very  well — ^but  the  rosette  and  pane 
of  glass  r 

"  Morbleu,  thou  caitiff!  thou  art  not  con* 
tent ! " 

"  Yes ;  yes  I  am — I  am  content 

I  must  not  grumble/*  said  the  knight; 
''  for,  peradventure,  he  may  recollect  our 
shaving  score. 

''Depart/'  said  Touquet,  pointing  to  the 
garden  gate. 

The  Gascon,  in  a  hurry,  crammed  the  sum  he  f 

had  received  into  his  purse,  and  having  care- 
folly  bestowed  it  in  his  girdle,  muttered  as  he 
went, — 

"  Ten  and  eight,  eighteen — Sandis  !  there 's 
something  there  to  break  the  gaming-taUe,  in 
the  Bue  Vide-Gousset,  and  the  bank  of  the 
Rue  Coupe-gorge  too,  into]  the  bargain ;"  so, 
having  squeezed  the  valet's  hand,  and  swollen 
himself  within  the  volumes  of  his  cloak,  with 
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an  important  strnt  he  made  his  exit  by  the 
little  gate,  apparently  not  large  enough  to  let 
him  pass,  since  he  became  possessor  of  the 
Barber*s  crowns. 

The  Barber,  annoue  to  diseharge  the 
Marquis's  commission,  in  order  to  regain  Ins 
shop  in  time  to  wait  upon  his  customers,  forth- 
with proceeded  to  the  garden  in  quest  of  the 
Italian,  who  no  sooner  saw  him,  than  her  hopes 
once  more  forsook  her. 

**  Madame,"  said  Touquet,respectftiDy  salut- 
ing the  young  girl,  ^<  the  conduct  of  the  Mar- 
quis must  haTe  seemed  to  you,  to  say  no  less 
of  it,  extraordinary ;  but  you  will  pardon  him 
when  I  inform  you  that  last  night  he  was 
engaged  in  an  afiray  in  the  Grand  Pre^aux- 
Clercs,  where  he  received  a  wound " 

"  A  wound !"  said  Julia  with  emotion ;  '^  are 
apprehensions  entertained  ?'* 

"  No,  Madame ;  the  wound  is  slight  and  in 
the  arm ;  the  Marquis  sent  me  infiwmation  of 
the  accident  this  morning,  just  at  break  of  day. 
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with  orders  to  announce  it  instantly  to  you ; 
he,  moreover,  hopes  in  four  or  five  days  hence 
to  be  sufficiently  recovered  to  offer  his  excuses 
to  you  personally.  But,  if  you  should  fisd 
yourself  grow  weary  here^  you  are  at  perfect 
freedom  to  go  back  again,  and  I  will  wait 
upon  you  at  the  shop  to  let  you  know  viben " 

^'No,"  said  Julia,  interrupting  Touquet 
hastily;  '^I  shall  await  him  here;  do  you 
suppose  it  was  to  return  thither  that  I  left 
my  home?  I  shall  wait  the  Marquis's  arri- 
val." I 

"  Madame,  you  will  do  precisely  as  you 
please;  and  orders  are,  moreover,  given  that 
every^wish  of  yours  be  instantly  attended  ta" 

The  Barber  bowed  to  Julia,  and  after  hav-  |i 

ing  given  Marcel  the  Marquis's  commands, 
departed  quickly  for  his  shop. 

Five  days  had  now  elapsed  since  the  Italian 
first  became  a  habitant  of  her  superb  apart- 
rnent,  which  contained  a  harpsicord,  a  cithern, 
books,  crayons,  drawings,  and  a  wardrobe, 
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flifniili^  with  whatever  could  enhance  her 
charms.  Marcel,  invariably  obedient  and 
discreet,  complied  with  every  wish  expressed 
by  the  Italian,  abstaining  from  the  slightest 
question ;  while  she,  upon  the  other  hand,  ob- 
served the  strictest  silence  towards  the  valet, 
imless  indeed,  when  she  enquired  of  him  with 
what  she  could  amuse  herself:  for  the  most 
magnificent  abode  is  not  beyond  the  power 
of  ennuL 

The  evening  of  the  sixth  long  day  was  far 
advanced,  and  Julia,  who,  expecting  the  arri- 
val of  the  Marquis,  had  dressed  herself  with 
studious  nicety  and  care,  again  foresaw  the  dis- 
appointment of  her  hopes,  and  laid  herself  upon 
a  sofa,  where  her  anxious  thoughts  subsided  in 
a  gentle  slumber.  The  door  of  the  apart* 
ment  opened,  and  the  Marquis  de  ViHebelle 
appeared. 

^'She  is  beautiful — most  beautiful,*'  he  said, 
as  he  surveyed  her  lying  at  her  ease :  as  he 
advanced  towards  the  sofa,  the  Italian  was 
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awakened  by  his  footsteps ;  oa  (qp^iiiig  her 
eyes  she  saw  the  Marquis  de  ViUebelle :  his 
rich  and  elegant  costume  became  his  graceful 
person ;  he  sat  down  smiling  by  her  side. 

Julia  movedj  as  if  with  a  design  to  rise. 

^'Bemain,  remain,''  observed  the  Marquis^ 
"  you  look  so  beautifully  thus — I  am  angry 
with  myself  for  having  broken  your  slumbers.'' 

■ 

*'  My  Lord,  had  I  expected  your  arrival/'  ' 

said  Julia,  striving  to  conceal  her  agitation  at 
the  presence  of  Villebelle ;  "  and  after  six  days  ' 

loneliness — in  this  abode — - — "  \ 

"  Yes,  I  can  conceive  you  must  have  been  ex*  • 

tremely  dull ;  but  then,  my  beauty,  my  am- 
bassador  of  course  informed  you,  it  was  not  my  j^ 

fault  My  arm  is  hardly  healed  as  yet :  but 
I  no  longer  could  resist  the  anxious  wish  to 
see  a  charming  girl,  who  out  of  love  for  me»  } 

would  live  in  solitude " 

''For  you!  my  Lord?"  said  Julia,  looking 
sideways  that  her  eyes  might  not  encounter 
the  expressive  vision  of  ViUebelle ;  "  and  may 

c3      . 
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I  ask,  who  gites  yoQ  t<ybeli0ire  that  I  tovcdve 
such  love  for  you  ?" 

**Ah  !  on  my  honour :  this  is  quite  divine — 
are  you  then  waiting  here,  my  augel,  for  some 
other  person  ?" 

*  I  wish,  tny  Lord,  to  learn  the  motives  of 
your  conduct  Why  was  I  carried  off?  Why 
made  to  quit  my  home  ?** 

"  Delicious !  by  all  the  devils  under  earth, 
delicious ! — she  knows  not  why  they  brought 
her  hither.  They  did  not  tell  you  then,  you 
cunning  little  rogue?" 

"  It  is  from  yourself  alone,  my  Lord,  I 
choose  to  learn." 

''  Why  that  is  right,  love  is  but  badly  made 
bypro3ty;  the  little  god  is  but  indifferently 
served  by  pages,  deputies,  and  valets;  he 
must  be  himself  the  agent  in  his  own  affairs. — 
Come,  one  kiss  as  a  beg^ning,  and  we  shall 
understand  each  other  better  afterwards." 

But  Julia  disengaged  hers(^lf  from  the  arms 
of  the  Marquis,  who  attempted  to  embrace 
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her;    and  moving    to  a  distance  ftom  hkn 
cried ; 
"  My  Lord,  I  beg  you  will  refrain  from 

these  discourteous  freedoms—^ — ^they  offend 

VMM  ♦» 
me. 

*'  Offend  you !"  said  the  Marquis,  in  a  fit  of 
kuighter ;  while  avivid  blush  suffused  the  young 
Italian*s  cheeks.  **  How  now !  What  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this?  Is  this  a  play  we  arc 
performing  here?  What!  you  are  making 
me  atone  for  your  six  days'  ennm :  again^  I  vow 
to  you,  my  lovely  girU  it  was  no  fault  of  mine ; 
a  duel — when  such  a  thing  was  farthest  from 
my  expectation. — ^Ah !  by  the  by,  I  must  re- 
late it  to  yoU)  it  was  extremely  droll :  return- 
ing home  with  four  of  my  companions,  all  of 
us  a  little  gay,  and  seeking  for  a  broil  with  | 

every  one  we  met;  we  broke  the  windows, 
beat  the  watch,  tore  off  the  wigs  of  the  good 
bourgeois. — ^What  would  they  have  bad  us  do  ? 
For,  pass  our  time  we  must,  and  show  those 
gentlemen  of  Parliament^  that  we  do  not 
conceive  ourselves  affected  by  their  gi-^ve  dc- 
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cree8» — ferbidding  lacqaeysj  yagabonds,  and 
pages  to  make  disturbances  by  night  in  Paris. 
At  length  we  met  a  girl^  which  girl  turned  out 
to  be  a  lad;  we  asked  the  cause  of  his  disguise ; 
the  lad  refused  to  satisfy  our  curiosity,  grew 
angry  at  our  pleasantry:  one  of  our  party 
instantly  supplied  him  with  a  sword,  and  we 
accordingly  set  to. — ^For  a  youth,  jemidiei 
how  he  went  at  it! — it  was  a  pleasure! — in 
short,  I  caught  this  scratch,  which  pains  me 
still — ^indeed  I  cannot  use  my  arm :  therefore, 
my  beauty,  I  implore  you  be  not  cruel,  for  I 
am  by  no  means  in  the  state  for  an  assault'* 

The  Marquis  now  drew  near  the  young 
Italian,  and  would  fain  hare  thrown  Ins  arms 
around  her ;  but  evading  his  embraces  as 
before,  she  took  a  distant  seat ;  at  which 
Villebelle,  beholding  her  with  a  complacent 
smile,  stretched  all  his  length  upon  the  sofa, 
while  whistUng  a  hunting  tunc. 

The  young  girPs  bosom  heaved  with  agita- 
tion :  she  turned  her  head  aside,  and  placed 
her  hand  upon  her  eyes. 


THE  TETB-A-TETB.  37 

"  What  is  the  matter  now  ?'*  exclaimed  the 
Marquis^  at  the  expiration  of  a  moment  ^  Are 
we  in  tears  ?  To  say  the  truth,  my  little  crea- 
ture, you  are  totally  incomprehensible.  They 
tell  me  you  came  hither  without  the  least  re« 
t>ugnance ;  after  which  I  well  may  be  surprised 
at  your  austerity. — ^Well,  then,  compose  your- 
self;  I  promise  to  be  good,  since  you  insist 
on  it/' 

As  he  spoke,  the  Marquis  rose  and  took  a 
seat  beside  her ;  he  took  her  hand  and  press* 
ing  it  within  his  own,  the  young  Italian  raised 
her  eyes  to  his.  There  was  somewhat  so  com- 
pletely noble  and  seducing  in  his  features,  that 
a  look  obtained  his  pardon.  Accustomed  to 
success,  the  boldness  of  Villebellc  was  rather 
the  result  of  habit  than  indelicacy,  and  the 
resistance  of  the  girl  surprised,  without  oirend<< 
ing,  him. 

Why  do  you  shed  tears  ?"  said  he. 
I  thought  you  loved  me,  and  now  I  find 
that  you  despise  me.'* 
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^'  I  despise  you ! — ruh  sweetest  girl — ^I  will 
lof^e  you — as  I  am  oapoble  of  loving,  and  that 
would  last*— as  kng  sb  possible:  what  more 
eoald  you  desire  V 

I  wirii  for  love ;  sineere,  and  constant  love." 
Ah !  ah  I  for  constant  love;  my  charming 
friend,  you  ask  too  much !  And  can  we  pro- 
mise it,  we  men  ? — ^And  in  good  faith,  when 
you  remember  that  the  leading  ladies  of  the 
court  have  not  succeeded  to  the  point  you 
mention,  is  it  likely  a  grisette — should  fix  the 
Marquis  de  VillebeUe  r 

"  'Tis  well !"  said  Julia,  rising  in  her  pride, 
and  walking  towards  the  door;  '* the  grisette 
will  not  succumb  to  the  caprice  of  the  great 
Lord." 

"  On  my  honour ! — I  believe  the  girl  would 
go  away !"  exclaimed  the  Marquis,  running  to 
detain  her,  and  gently  reconducting  her  to  the 
sofa.  ''Come,  prithee;  no  ill  humour. — Are 
we  met  here  to  torment  each  other? — ^Time 
flies  fast! — and  every  moment  steals  away  a 
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spark  of  thttt  oietttiye  fire  that  warms  with 
ecstasy  and  love !  Let  not  the  flame  be  ut- 
terly extinct  1  let  not  the  eup  of  pleasure  pass 
untasted  from  our  lips ! — I  will  love  you  and 
adore  yoa>  firoward  girl !  but  you,  what  will 
you  offer  me  in  recompense  for  all  my  ardour  r 

"  A  heart  that  has  the  power  to  love  you 
otherwise  than  you  have  yet  been  loved ;  whose  * 

only  happiness  will  be  to  beat  for  you,  which 
wUl  never  harbour  thought  unknown  to  youy 
nor  feel  a  wish  that  will  not  rest  on  you." 

Her  eyes  were  fixed  with  animation  as  she 
spoke :  she  fixed  them  full  upon  the  Marquis, 
no  longer  striving  to  conceal  the  passion  with 
which  he  had  inspired  her. 

"Magnificent  eyes!"  Villebelle  exclaimed; 
''but  too  much  exaltation  in  the  sentiments. 
You  are  Italian ;  one  may  see  it  in  an  instant : 
the  burning  cUme  where  you  were  born  will 
not  allow  you  to  treat  love  as  we  French 
people  do,  with  mirth  and  pleasantry;  yet 
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aftdr  all  it  it  tiie  proper  ymf\  dl  dh^  moAm 
are  far  too  aad  md  wearisome." 

8i^  rather^  ve  alone  know  bow  to  love 
with  ttUth ;  wUle  you>  yoii  mighty  lorda^  be- 
stow the  name  on  every  passing  &atasy>  to 
which  your  hearts  are  all  the  while  completely 
foreign." 

"  Hoid«  my  sweet  girl ;  all  this  disconrse 
upon  the  metaphysic  qualities  <^  love  will  do 
far  less  towards  my  persuasioni  than  one  single 
kiss  of  thine. — What !  still  resistance?  to  take 
advantage  of  my  wound !  now«  is  this  gene- 
rous ?" 

''  Have  you  been  always  so^  my  Lord  ?"  said 
Julia,  with  a  calm  repulse ;  "  and  in  this  very 
place  too>  does  no  reproach  occur  to  your 
remembrance  V 

"  Nay ;  this  is  far  too  much^  my  little  soul : 
art  thou  going  to  conduct  me  through  a  course 
of  moral  lectures  7"  said  the  Marqui%  smiling. 
"  I  think  you  would  encroach  a  little  on  my 
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patience.  On  my  hoiionr>  those  eyes  c^  yours 
express  more  plearare  than  di8cretioBrf--Ser- 
mens  from  that  mouth  of  youn ! — a  little  rogue 
of  a  gruette  come  here  to  act  Lucretia!**- 
Come>  my  beauty^  let  us  drop  this  idle  non- 
sense. Pray,  was  it  from  Tabaiin  or  Brio- 
chee  you  learned  these  flaming  sentences  ?" 

Julia  rose,  her  eyes  lit  up  with  indignation^ 
and  her  cheeks  suffused  with  burning  scarlet, 
as  darting  at  Villebelle  a  look  of  lightning, 
she  exclaimed, —  I 

■ 

''  And  where,  my  Lord,  may  you  have 
learned  to  assassinate  a  father,  that  you  might  |. 

steal  away  his  child  ?'*  i 

Villebelle  was  speechless  for  some  moments ; 
his  look  was  fixed  on  Julia,  who,  frightened 
at  the  sudden  change  throughout  the  person 
of  the  Marquis,  awaited  his  reply,  in  obvious 
trepidation. 

At  length  the  Marquis  rose,  and  murmured 
in  a  voice  completely  altered : — 

"  Who  hath  led  you  to  suppose  that  I  com* 
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witad  Mckmsbne?— apeak— answer — I  com- 
mand you." 

'' My  Lofd.'*  said  tba  Italua^  *<  I  hue  iKard 

the  alary  told  of  the  abdiiftkin  of  tliB  beaatifiil 
EatreOa*  the  daaghter  of  old  Defanar;  bat 
then^  thou^  long  agcH  the  Baiber  Tonqnet 
was  yoor  agent.  I  doabt  not  it  was  he  per- 
suaded you  to  bear  a  sword  against  a  good  <dd 
man,  who  <lared  defimd  his  dangfater.** 

"yoa  bear  an  incident  related,  forgotten 
neariy  seventeen  years  or  more,  and  you  are 
barriy  twenty  )^-Yon  donH  tell  me  all — Conld 
yon  have  known  EstreUa  ? — ^Can  she  be  still 
living? — Oh!  tell  me!  tell  me!  and  trust  to 
my  eternal  gratitude^  if  you  but  lead  me  to 
discover  that  most  unfortunate  of  women.** 

''You loved  her  well*  then?*  said  Julia  with 
a  sig^  and  looking  tenderly  upon  the  Mar- 
quis. 

"Yes ;  love  her! — ^I  did  indeed  !  ay«  and 
could  love  her  still !— Tell  me,  in  the  name  of 
mercy,  tell  me — ^is  she  yet  alive  ?  answer  me." 
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«'  I  swear  to  yovb  my  Lord>  I  know  no  more 
than  you  do.  I  have  never  met  a  female  of 
that  name,  and  the  history  itaelf  I  learned  by 
chance.  But  seeing  you,  and  seeing  myself 
too,  in  this  very  house,  to  which  Estrella  was 
conducted,  I  was  necessarily  struck  with  the 
remembrance  of  the  facts;  forgive  me  for  re- 
viving them — ^you  then  were  very  young;  I 
also  know,  old  Delmar  got  the  better  of  his 
wounds. — As  for  his  daughter,  I  repeat  to 
you,  I  have  learned  no  more  of  her  than  you 
have.  But  you  insulted  me,  my  Lord,  in 
placing  me  upon  a  level  with  those  women, 
whom  your  riches  daily  place  at  your  disposal, 
while  the  only  blessing  that  I  covet  is  your 
love,  your  love  alone  1 — I  am  a  true  Italian, 
and  have  taken  my  revenge !" 

The  Marquis  answered  not;  but  deep  in 
thought,  and  seemingly  unconscious  of  the 
young  Italian's  presence,  walked  up  and  down 
the  chamber,  and,  as  he  cast  his  eyes  about 
him,  sighed  from  time  to  time,-^ 
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"  Yes ;  it  was  here/*  observed  the  Ifaiquis, 
as  he  snrreyed  the  boudoir,  "  that  I  passed  a 
month  beside  her;  this  retreat  was  then  fiur 
different  firom  what  it  is. — ^I  hsve  endeavoured 
to  embellish  and  transform  it^  that  I  might 
efface  the  recollection  of  Estrella ;  but  never 
since  that  time  have  I  enjoyed  soch  moments 
as  I  passed  with  her.** 

These  words  were  followed  by  a  silence  of 
some  length.  At  last  the  Marquis  took  his 
hat  and  cloak»  and  with  an  inclination  of  the 
head  to  Julia,  said,  <*  We  meet  again  to-mor* 
row.^  He  then  precipitately  left  the  hotise, 
with  thoughts  and  feefings  widely  diflferent 
firom  those  with  which  he  entered  it. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

URSULA  AND  THE  SORCERESS  OF  VERBERIE. 

SiKCE  his  nocturnal  duel,  Urban  had  allowed 

I 

some  days  to  pass  without  resuming  his  dis- 
guise. As  he  was  anxious  to  avoid  all  con- 
quests for  the  future,  and  an  exposure  to 
adventures  which  might  lead  to  some  unplea- 
sant  consequence,  the  bachelor  conceived,  that,  ',' 

previously  to  taking  his  disguise,  it  would  be  >|[ 

just  as  well  to  ascertain,  as  far  as  it  was  pos* 
sible  to  do  so,  if  such  a  stratagem  were  likely 
to  introduce  him  to  the  presence  of  his  mis- 
tress. Accordingly,  he  hovered  everlastingly 
about  the  Barber's  house,  and  watched  old 
Margaret  with  unremitting  assiduity.  He 
had  collected  all  the  information  in  his  power 
regarding  the  old  woman,  and  resolved  to  take 
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advantage  of  her  singular  credulity.  Having 
now  determined  on  his  plan^  an  old  connnis- 
sioner,  in  Urban's  pay,  accosted  the  domestic, 
and  asked  her  if  she  knew  of  any  place  fiar  a 
young  peasant-girl  of  gentle,  steady  character, 
but  just  arrived  in  Paris  and  wishing  for 
employment;  on  which  old  Margaret  gave  two 
addresses,  where  she  thought  the  lass  in  ques- 
tion might  procure  an  eligible  situation,  and 
afterwards  continued  on  her  journey. 

On  the  ensuing  day,  as  she  was  going  at 
her  customary  hour  to  market,  a  vill^^girl 
of  modest  mien  and  awkward  air  approached 
old  Margaret,  and  curtseying  to  her  humbly* 
with  a  downcast  look,  returned  her  thanks. 

"What  do  you  thank  me  for,  my  child?" 
said  Margaret ;  '^  I  do  not  even  know  you." 

"For  having  interested  yoursdf  yesterday 
in  my  behalf,  in  trying  to  procure  a  place  for 


me. 


"  Ah  I  it  was  you  then,  who  were  recommendMl 
to  me  r 
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"  Yes,  Mademoiselle." 

*'  And  did  they  hire  you  where  you  went  ?** 

*^No,  Mademoiselle/' 

''I  am  sorry  for  it,  child;  for  you  appear 
to  me  extremely  gentle  and  well-mannered. 
Where  do  you  come  from  ?** 

"From  Verberie,  Mademoiselle." 

"  What  made  you  come  to  Paris  ?" 

'*  I  had  lost  all  my  relations,  and  thought 
that  I  might  find  employment  in  so  large  a 
town/* 

"Yes ;  but  these  large  towns  are  dangerous 
abodes  for  good  young  girls,  as  you  appear  to 
be  ;  they  should  have  told  you  so,  my  child/' 

"  Oh  1  yes.  Mademoiselle  ;  but  I  have  never 
any  fears." 

"  How  so  ?  do  you  conceive  yourself  so  clever  |i 

and  so  steady,  that  you  will  avoid  the  traps 
that  may  be  laid  for  you  ?'* 

"No,  not  exactly  that.  Mademoiselle;  but 
because  ——I  am  ashamed  to  tell  the  reason — 
it  is  a  mystery — a  secret !" 
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Secret  and  mystery !  these  portentoos  words 
effected  as  strong  and  instant  an  ascendant 
upon  Margaret,  as  the  words  of  lore  and  mar- 
riage on  a  g^rl :  all  her  senses  were  imme- 
diately in  motion.    The  old  womaii*s  little 
eyes  were  bright  with  animation,  as  she  said — 
''What,  child! — ^have  you  a  secret? — lam 
anything  but  curious,  but  you  interest  me ;  I 
am  willing  to  do  all  I  can  to  serve  you,  but 
you  must  let  me  into  all  particulars  concerning 
you. — What  mystery  is  this*  you  are  ashamed 
to  tell  r 

"  Mademoiselle,  I  should  not  like  to  trust 
it  to  any  one  at  Paris,  for  they  tell  me  there 
are  sharpers  in  this  town,  who  might  deprive 
me  of  my  treasure." 

"  You  possess  a  treasure !" 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle;  but  one  which,  not- 
withstanding, would  not  prevent  my  perishing 
of  hunger." 

"  Ah !  what  signifies  it,  child  ?  have  not  all 
young  girls  a  treasure  above  price,  their  inno- 
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omee  and  virtue  ?  and  those  who  guard  them 
best  are  not  invariably  the  richest.  When  I 
see  those  courtesans  in  gilded  coaches,  Uiose 
bare-faced  queans  who  live  in  luxury  and 
abundance — ah !  it  makes  me  ill. — But  about 
your  secret,  child;— you  will  not  refuse  to  tell 
itmer 

"  Oh !  no.  Mademoiselle,  not  you ;  you  ap- 
pear so  good  and  so  respectable,  I  cannot 
refuse  to  tell  it  you.*' 

Margaret  smiled,  and  with  a  kind  of  satis- 
fied complacency  patted  the  young  girVs  arm ; 
for  praise  is  a  flower  whose  perfume  charms  at 
every  age. 

^peak  then,  proceed  ;"  said  she. 

Mademoiselle,  I  would  with  pleasure ;  but 
it  is  a  long,  long  story,  and  I  must  go  to  seve- 
ral houses  yet  this  morning.  If  you  would 
allow  me  to  relate  it  at  your  house  this  even- 
ing, that  would  suit  me  better ;  for  I  should 
never  dare  to  tell  it  in  the  street ;  I  might  be 
heard  and  taken  up  for  sorcery,  and  I  am  so 
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dreadfully  afraid  of  the  chambre  ardente. 
Heaven  knows^  notwithstanding^  Mademoi- 
selle, that  I  am  ignorant  of  magic,  and  fear 
the  devil  quite  as  much  as  I  do  men.*' 

"  Oh !  oh !"  said  Margaret^  whose  curiosity 
was  sensibly  increased ;  "  this  mystery  then  is 
something  very  extraordinary  ?" 
Yes^  Mademoiselle.*' 

Indeed  !  but  here 's  the  thing  that  puzzles 
me — how  to  receive  you  at  the  house ;  it  would 
be  difficult.     Where  are  you  staying,  child  ?** 

Urban  hesitated  for  a  moment,  but  at  length 
replied — 

Close  by  the  Porte  St.  Antoine." 
Ah!    good  Heaven! — at  least  a  league 
from  here. — I  should  never  walk  so  far ;  the 
fact  is  that  my  master  is  a  most  particular 
man,  and  will  allow  us  to  receive  no  company/' 

Margaret  reflected  for  a  moment ;  at  hist, 
her  curiosity  prevailed. 

"  Well,"  said  she ;    "  come  here  at  seven 
o'clock  this  evening ;  it  will  then  be  dark :  now, 
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first  observe  that  house  down  yonder^  and  that 
passage." 

<'  Oh !  I  shall  remember  it" 
"But«  for  Heaven's  sake,  don't  knock !  stand 
close  beside  the  door>  which  I  will  open>  and 
then  do  you  walk  up  with  me.  After  seven 
my  master  rarely  needs  my  services,  and  never 
leaves  his  room  below." 

''  It  is  sufficient.  Mademoiselle ;  I  shall  be 
punctually  there  at  seven. 

"  What  is  your  name,  child  ?" 

"  Ursula  Ledoux." 

"  Above  all  things,  Ursula,  don't  go  gossip- 
ing of  this  to  any  one.  It  is  no  crime  receiv- 
ing you,  that  I  know ;  but  still  my  master  has 
his  oddities,  and  perhaps  might  be  displeased ; 
besides,  child,  we  must  be  discreet  in  all 
things. — ^You  will  let  me  know  your  secret 
then^  this  evening,  Ursula  ?" 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle." 

"  At  seven  o'clock,  down  there !" 

"  Oh !  I  will  not  fail ;  be  sure  of  that." 
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Urban  departed,  enchanted  with  the  pro- 
gress of  his  scheme,  though  scarcely  capable 
of  breathing,  such  was  his  anxiety  to  see  the 
girl,  and  such  the  violent  compression  of  his 
bodice.  Margaret  regained  the  houe,  sob- 
serving  to  herself — 

''  This  girl  is  mild  and  well-behaved ;  what 
harm  is  there  in  letting  her  come  in  a  moment  ? 
it  will  amuse  my  little  Blanche,  who  has  been 
melancholy  some  days  past,  and  seems  more 
dull  than  usual ; —  then  we  shall  hear  this 
secret — I  wish  that  it  was  seven  o'clock.'* 

Margaret  hastened  to  see  Blanche,  who 
since  the  evening  of  the  serenade  had  been 
more  pensive  than  before ;  she  seemed  inces- 
santly pursued  by  the  affecting  burden  of 
her  favourite  romance ;  she  often  sang  it, 
and  the  villanelles,  and  virelais,  and  old  ten- 
dons of  Chaudoreille  were  thenceforth  rather 
irksome  than  amusing  to  her.  Margaret 
drew  near  the  girl,  and  whispered  in  her  ear, 
in  a  mysterious  manner — 
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"  We  shall  have  a  visitor  to-night !'' 

"  A  visitor !"  said  Blanche ;  ''ah  I  Monsieur 
Chaudoreille,  no  doubt.'* 

"  No ;  a  well-behaved,  genteel,  young  pea- 
sant— a  girl  you  do  not  know.  The  poor 
young  creature  has  a  treasure,  and  wants  to 
find  a  place  as  cook ;  she  wishes  to  remain  a 
virtuous  girl,  and   therefore  came  to  Paris;  2 

she  fears  the  devil,  and  fears  nothing " 

"  But  really,  ma  bonne,  I  don't  exactly  un-  * ' 

derstand  you." 

^'  Hush !  hush !  be  silent !  she  will  come 
this  evening  and  relate  her  history  to  us ;-— it 
is  something  about  a  very  curious,  interesting 
mystery ;  but  silence  !  not  a  word !  for  if 
Monsieur  Touquet  should  suspect  it,  he  would 
certainly  forbid  poor  Ursula  to  come  and  chat 
with  us,  and  that  would  vex  me  much,  on 
your  account,  my  child,  for  I  imagine  it  will 
be  amusing  to  you. 

"  Be  not  alarmed,  ma  bonne  ;  I  shall  not  say 
a  syllable  about  it ;"  replied  Blanche,  as  she 
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began  to  leap  for  joy;  for  the  promised  visit 
was  to  her  an  extraordinary  incident^  and  any 
novelty  is  fraught  with  joy  to  those  whose 
lives  are  spent  without  occasional  amusement. 
Thus^  a  storm  or  shower  diverts  and  occupies 
the  mind  of  the  unhappy  prisoner ;  thus,  a  flask 
of  simple  wine  is  a  regale  to  those  whose  ordi- 
nary beverage  is  water ;  thus,  the  sounds  of  a 
Barbary  organ  are  harmonious  to  the  unlearned 
ears  of  peasants ;  thus,  a  ticket  for  the  play  is 
happiness  itself  to  the  poor  working  g^rl,  who 
earns  ten  sous  a-day ;  even  so  a  muslin  gown 
rejoices  the  grisette ;  and  even  so  the  Sabbath 
is  impatiently  awaited  by  all  those  who  toil 
throughout  the  week;  while  plays  and  ban- 
quets, dress  and  music,  have  not  the  power  of 
gladdening  the  opulent  and  g^eat  If  this  be 
so,  methinks  the  poor  should  be  at  least  as 
happy  as  the  rich. 

At  length  the  hour  of  seven  resounded  from 
the  clock  of  St.  Eustache,  and  it  was  long 
since  Touquet  had  dismissed  the  females  to 
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their    chamber.     Old    Margaret    descended  ; 

softly,  endeavouring,  as  she  stepped,  to  make 

the  least  noise  possible  with  her  resounding 

high-heeled  shoes;  and,  covering  her  lamp 

with  one  hand  to  confine  its  lights  she  opened 

the  street-door,  and  there  beheld  the  peasant 

girl,  who  had  been  waiting  at  her  post  at  | 

least  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  ^  k 

"  'Tis  well,"  said  Margaret ;  "  you  are  punc- 
tual ;  but,  silence,  not  a  word ;  no  noise,  but 
follow  me." 

Urban  nodded  to  imply  obedience,  entered 
the  passage,  and  Margaret  gently  closed  the 
door.  Our  lover  now  was  at  the  height  of 
joy,  and  seemed  to  breathe  a  purer  atmosphere 
since  in  the  house  of  her  he  loved  As  he 
ascended  a  narrow  winding  staircase  he  felt 
himself  in  the  abode  of  bliss;  and  the  dark 
and  mouldering  walls,  by  which  he  was  sur- 
rounded, appeared  to  him  more  charming  than 

the  marbles  and  the  ceilings  of  the  Louvre. 
"  You  will  now  see  my  young  mistress," 
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said  Margaret;  ''I  have  advertised  her  of 
your  coming;  but  fear  nothing,  she  is  as 
affable  as  good;  and  you  may  speak  without 
restraint  before  her,  she  is  so  discreet :  more- 
over, she  sees  no  visitors,  and  never  quits  the 
house .  My  master  is  afraid,  on  her  account, 
of  those  audacious  coxcombs  and  unruly  rakes 
who  think  of  nothing  but  cajoling  the  poor 
girls.  True  it  is,  our  little  Blanche  is  beau- 
tiful :  ah !  she  would  turn  the  wits  of  all  our 
lords  in  Paris  here.  But  you  will  see  her,  and 
may  judge  yourself;  this  is  her  room;  come, 
come  along,  don't  tremble  so— what  childish- 
ness I" 

Urban  verily  was  trembling ;  and  his  heart 
beat  with  such  violent  rapidity,  that  for  a 
moment  he  was  forced  to  lean  against  the 
wall. 

In  the  mean  time  Margaret  bad  entered 
Blanche's  room,  and  said  to  her — 

"  Here  she  is." 

Blanche  rose  to  meet  the  peasant  girl  con- 


1 

I 

I 


I' 

f 


CRSULA  AND  tHE  SORCERESS  OF  VERBERIE.     57  ^ 

I 

ducted  by  her  bonne,  and  welcomed  her  with  * 

an  ingratiating  smile.     Urban  raised  his  eyes,  | 

beheld  her,  and  his  emotion  was  augmented : 
through  the  window  he  had  but  imperfectly 
discerned  her  features ;  and  the  charming 
object  now  before  him  a  hundred  times  sur- 
passed the  picture  which  his  united  fancy  and 
remembrance  had  created.  He  remained 
speechless — motionless — not  daring  to  ad- 
vance a  step,  still  doubting  the  reality  of  his 
felicity,  and  rapturously  looking  on  the  lovely 
girl,  who,  smiling,  took  his  hand,  and  said — 

"  Come  in,  then ;  come  and  seat  yourself, 
and  warm  yourself.  What,  do  I  frighten 
you?" 

"That's  what  I  asked  her,"  rejoined  Mar- 
garet ;  "  but  she  is  so  extremely  timid — but 
never  mind,  it  does  her  credit :  may  she  ever, 
in  the  town  of  Paris,  be  as  modest  as  she  is !" 

The  soft  hand  of  Blanche  had  already  taken 
that  of  the  young  bachelor,  whom  she  con- 
ducted to  the  fire.     As  Urban  felt  her  beau- 
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tiful  fingers  press  his  own,  he  could  scarcely 
breathe,  and  mormiired  in  a  feeble  voiee — 

*'  Ah,  Mademoiselle,  how  kind  you  are !" 

''  Oh,  what  a  pretty  voice  she  has/'  cried 
Blanche  immediately ;  ''  do  you  not  think  so, 
Margaret  ?  a  voice,  it  strikes  me>  that  I  most 
have  heard  before.  'Tis  strange — ^and  yet  I 
cannot  call  to  my  remembrance— " 

''You  mistake,  my  dear,"  said  Margaret; 

*'  I  think  her  voice  appears  to  me  a  little 

but  recollect,  we  cannot  keep  her  long  here, 
and  she  is  going  to  relate  a  certain  thing  to 
us." 

''  But  wait  a  moment,"  Blanche  rejoined; 
"she  seems  fatigued;  allow  her  to  repose 
herself  a  little.     Can  I  give  you  anything?" 

"  No,  I  thank  you,"  said  Urban,  as  he  raised 
his  eyes  upon  the  charming  girl,  and  dropped 
them  instantly,  for  fear  they  should  express 
the  love  with  which  he  was  consumed  ;  for  he 
perceived  it  would  be  premature,  at  such  a 
moment,   to  avow  his  passion  and  himself. 
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Mcyreover,  he  enjoyed  such  perfect  happiness 
in  the  society  of  Blanche  that  he  was  naturally 
anxious  to  prolong  it ;  and«  thanks  to  his  dis- 
guise, he  was  enabled  to  behold  her,  to  survey 
her  grace,  her  elegance,  and  form  a  more 
eomplete  acquaintance  with  her  disposition, 
tioLlk  had  he  seen  her,  possibly  constrained  by 
the  imposing  presence  of  his  real  sex.  The 
frankest  girl,  before  a  lover,  is  embarrassed, 
timid,  and  reserved;  while  with  her  female 
confidants  she  yields  to  the  sincere  and  deep 
impressions  of  her  soul. 

"  You  are  seeking  for  a  place,  it  seems?" 
said  Blanche,  as  she  sat  down  by  Urban. 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle." 
Have  you  been  long  at  Paris?" 
A  fortnight.  Mademoiselle." 
And  your  relations,  where  are  they  ?" 

"  I   have    none,  Mademoiselle;    I  am  an 
orphan." 

"  Poor  girl,  you  are  like  myself ;  I  am  an 
orphan  also;   and  if  Monsieur  Touquet  had 
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not  taken  charge  of  me,  I  should  have  been 
obliged  to  seek  for  work  to  gain  my  liveli- 
hood." 

"  You,  Mademoiselle  ?"  said  Urban  ener- 
getically; but  he  immediately  repressed  his 
feelings,  and  concluded,  in  a  lower  tone  of 
voice,  "  that  would  have  been  imfortunate  in- 
deed." 

•'  My  dear  Blanche>"  said  Margaret,  "  it 
was  not  to  learn  your  history,  but  to  relate 
her  own  to  us,  that  she  came  hither ;  she  ii 
going  to  narrate  a  secret  which  regards  her- 
self.    Come^  Ursula,  proceed,  my  child." 

Urban  sighed,  for  he  would  rather  far  have 
listened  to  the  voice  of  Blanche  than  have 
complied  with  Margaret's  request ;  yet  it  was 
necessary  he  should  do  so,  seeing  that  he 
stood  in  need  of  her  approval;  and  it  wss 
only  by  incessantly  exciting  her  curiosity  that 
he  could  hope  for  frequent  interviews  with 
Blanche.  He  accordingly  began  his  tale,  dis- 
guising still  his  voice,  and  while  he  spoke  the 
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lovely  Blanche's  eyes  were  fixed  on  him  in- 
cessantly, a  favour  which  he  owed  to  his  cos- 
tume, but  which  repeatedly  confused  him  in 
the  progress  of  his  story. 

''  You  have  undoubtedly  heard  tell  of  Jeanne 
Harviliers,  so  famous  for  her  sortilege  and 
witchcraft,  a  century  ago  ?" 

*'  No,  never  /'  said  old  Margaret,  as  she 
advanced  her  chair  to  Urban,  and  stretched 
out  her  neck ;  for  the  simple  word  of  witch- 
craft had  already  asserted  its  electric  power 
on  the  good  domestic.  "  Tell  us  the  story  of 
that  sorceress,  my  child,  and  try  to  not  omit  a 
soUtary  fact." 

"It  was  at  Yerberie,  in  the  year  1528,  that 
Jeanne  Harviliers  was  bom.  Her  mother, 
who  was  said  to  be  a  very  wicked  woman, 
dedicated  her  daughter  to  the  devil  at  the 
moment  of  her  birth. 

'*  When  Jeanne  was  twelve  years  old,  the 
devil  appeared  to  her  in  the  likeness  of  a  black 
man,  armed  and  booted '' 
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'* Ma  bonne r  said  Blanche  to  Margaret; 
"  the  detil  then  can  take  what  shape  he 
pleases  ?" 

''  Yes^  undoubtedly ;  he  changes  his  ap- 
pearance as  often  as  it  suits  him  so  to  do.*' 

"  Thou  hast  always  told  me^  ma  bonne,  that 
he  showed  himself  under  the  form  of  a  black 
cat." 

''  As  cat  or  man,  what  does  it  signify  T' 

"  Till  now  I  feared  but  cats ;  henceforward 
I  shall  fear  men  also  !'* 

''  Nay,  Mademoiselle,  if  you  continue  thus 
to  interrupt  the  girl,  we  shall  never  know  hex 
story.     Go  on,  my  child/ 

Urban  having  stolen  a  glance  at  Blanche, 
resumed  his  narrative. 

''  The  black  man  I  mentioned  then  told 
Jeanne,  that  on  condition  of  her  giving  herself 
to  him,  he  would  teach  her  a  thousand  different 
ways  of  doing  harm  or  good  toipeople,  accord- 
ing to  her  will.  Jeanne  Harviliers  accepted  the 
proposals  of  the  devil,  pronounced  the  form 
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« 

which  he  dictated  to  her^  and  soon  became  a 
celebrated  magician,  joining  the  nocturnal 
meeting  of  the  witches  on  a  carabine. 

"  Jeanne  made  an  essay  of  her  art  near 
Verberie ;  but  being  accused  of  sorcery,  she 
was  necessitated  for  a  time  to  hide  herself. 
She  had  a  neighbour—- the  same  who  had  de- 
nounced her — and  Jeanne  requested  of  the 
devil  a  spell  to  gratify  her  vengeance.  The 
devil  presented  her  with  a  powder,  directing 
her  to  place  it  in  a  road  by  which  her  enemy 
would  pass ;  that  he  would  thence  be  seized 
with  a  disease  that  should  be  fatal  to  him. 
Jeanne  did  precisely  what  the  devil  bade  her 
— placed  the  spell  as  he  directed — ^but  another 
person  happening  to  pass  that  way  before  the 
neighbour,  that  person  fell  a  victim  to  the 
witchcraft.  Jeanne,  desolated  by  this  un- 
toward accident,  went  instantly  to  the  invalid, 
confessed  to  him  that  she  was  the  occasion  of 
his  malady,  and  promised  him  a  cure ;  but  she 
could  not  fulfil  her  word,  for  she  was  soon 
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arrested  and  imprisoned.  They  interrogated 
her — she  confessed  herself  a  sorceress^  and  was 
sentenced  to  be  burnt  alive — and  accordingly 
the  condemnation  was  carried  into  effect  on 
the  last  of  April,  1578.'* 

*'  How  was  that  ? — a  sorceress,  and  yet  allow 
herself  to  be  consumed  alive  ?''  said  Blanche, 
astonished. 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle.'* 

"  Why  that  is  very  strange ;  and  what,  then, 
is  the  use  of  sorcery  ?*' 

"  My  dear,  you  are  too  young  to  reason  on 
such  matters." 

**  And  the  devil— did  they  bum  him  too?*' 

''No,  Mademoiselle,  they  could  not.** 

''  *Tis  a  pity  they  could  not ;  for  then  we 
should  have  had  no  further  fear  of  him.'' 

"Now — can  the  devil  be  burned?  Why, 
child,  he  will  exist  for  ever." 

"But  you  told  me  once,  ma  bonne,  St. 
Michael  had  engaged  and  overcome  him." 

"  Yes;  no  doubt  he  overcame  him — ^but  he 
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might  just  as  well  have  spared  himself  the 

I 

trouble. — Come>  Ursula,  go  on;    for  in  all 

that  you  have  told  me,  I  have  not  discovered 

anything  relating  to  yourself*— and  this  Jeanne, 

it  seems,  was  burned  near  sixty  years  ago" 

''I  am  coming  to  it.  Mademoiselle,*'  said 

Urban,  collecting  his  ideas,  which  Blanche's  | 

I 
beauteous  eyes  attracted  to  any  subject  rather  ^ 

than  to  tales  of  sorcery.  '*  As  in  the  days  of 
Jeanne  Harviliers,  at  Verberie  and  its  en- 
virons  they  talked  of  nothing  but  the  mid- 
night meetings  held  at  Pont-la-Beine,  upon 
the  road  from  Compiegne  to  the  forest  of 
Ajeux ;  as  various  rumours  were  abroad  of  hags 
who  rode  on  carabines,  of  witches  and  their 
nightly  congregations,  of  dealers  in  the  arts 
of  fate,  the  peaceful  portion  of  the  good  inha- 
bitants, desiring  to  defend  themselves  against 
so  diabolical  a  brood,  went  straightway  to  the 
chapel  of  Charlemagne,  for  so  at  that  time  St. 
Peter's  Church  was  called,  and  asked  the  pious 
occupants  for  something  to  defend  them  from 
the  spells  of  witchery." 
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"  An  excellent  idea,  indeed  !*'  said  Margaret ; 
"  they  could  not  have  acted  better.  And,  pray, 
what  did  they  give  them,  child  ?" 

"  The  good  fathers  gave  them  a  robe  which 
had  been  worn  by  a  most  virtuous  hermit,  who 
all  his  life  possessed  the  power  of  driving 
demons  from  him  to  the  distance  of  a  league. 
The  merest  shred  of  this  said  robe  sufficed  to 
save  from  danger  any  one  who  wore  it  on  his 
person.  You  may  judge  how  eagerly  and  uni- 
versally a  slip  of  it  was  coveted.*' 

'*  Oh ! — I  can  well  believe  it ! — Had  I  been 
there,  what  would  I  not  have  given  to  obtain  a 
piece  of  it !" 

"  But,  ma  bonne,''  said  Blanche,  ''  it  is  the 
same  as .*' 

"  Hush,  chad !  let  Ursula  conclude." 
"  In  fine.  Mademoiselle,  one  of  my  grand- 
mothers, then  living,  had  the  good  fortune  to 
procure  a  morsel  of  this  pious  hermit's  robe. 
She  left  it  to  her  daughter,  who  left  it  to  my 
mother,  from  whom  it  came  to  me ;  and  it  is 
this  talisman  alone  that  puts  me  above  fear  in 
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Paris,  and  gives  me  courage  thus  to  venture 
through  the  streets  at  night." 

''How  very  singular!*'  cried  Blanche ;  ''just 
like  myself;  I  also  have  a  talisman  which 
shields  roe  from  all  danger^  and  notwithstand- 
ing, I  am  not  allowed  to  put  my  head  out  of 
the  window  even. — I  suppose  it  is  because  the 
Barber,  my  protector,  has  no  faith  in  talismans.*' 

"  Then,  Mademoiselle,**  said  Urban,  "  he  is ' 
very  wrong.*' 

"Yes,  certainly,"  said  Margaret.  '*But, 
my  dear  child,  have  you  your  talisman  about  jj 

you  at  this  moment  ?'* 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle.  I  never  stir  without 
it." 

"  Let  us  see  it — ^let  us  behold  this  precious 
relic. — Touching  it  alone  would  be  of  benefit 
to  one." 

Urban  rummaged  in  the  pocket  of  his  apron, 
and  taking  out  a  little  paper  folded  with  the 
utmost  care,  produced  a  pattern  of  his  small- 
clothes, which  he  presented  to  the  old  do- 
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mestic,  as  he  bit  his  lip.  to  be  enabled  to  pre- 
serve his  countenance.  Margaret,  ^Ao  had 
placed  her  spectacles  on  her  nose,  receiTed  the 
relic  with  profoond  respect,  and  kissed  it 
thrice,  exclaiming, — 

"  That  is  it !— the  very  thing  itself  !-Mt 
breathes  the  very  odour  of  sanctity !" 

"You  think  so,  really,  ma  bonne?"  said 
Blanche,  as  she  surveyed  the  fragment  with 
astonishment ;  « I  never  should  have  thought 
this  bit  of  rag  had  such  extraordinary  power." 
"  Bag !  ah,  Blanche,  my  dear,  speak  more 
respectfiiUy  of  such  a  relic !" 

"  Ah !  my  talisman  is  prettier  by  lar— it  is 
made  of  vellum— see  here 

As  she  spoke, Blanche  pointed  to  her  bosom, 
and  opening  her  handkerchief,  bade  Urban 
look,  whose  eyes  with  inexpressible  deUght 
surveyed  the  charms  displayed  to  him  by  the 
unconscious,  innocent,  and  lovely  girl ;  and  as 
he  beheld  the  beauty  which  no  eye  profane 
had  hitherto  admired,  he  cried.- 
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"  Oh,  heaven  !  what  exquisite  perfection  !" 

"  Ye8>  is  it  not/'  said  Blanche  with  a  deli- 
cious smile>  "  much  prettier  than  this  shred  of 
cloth  r 

Urban  was  incapable  of  speech  or  motion, 
his  eyes  still  fixed  upon  the  spot  where  Blanche 
deposited  her  talisman,  while  Margaret,  in  un- 
broken contemplation  of  the  morsel  of  the 
small-clothes,  renewed  her  reverend  saluta- 
tions : — 

"This  hath  been  proved,**  said  she,  "and 
therefore  'tis  more  precious." 

Blanche  closed  her  handkerchief,  and  Ur- 
ban, moved  by  what  he  had  so  recently  beheld, 
sighed  deeply. 

"  What 's  the  matter  with  you  ?"  said  Blanche, 
as  she  bestowed  a  look  of  kind  consideration 
on  the  seeming  peasant-girl;  "you  appear 
unhappy." 

"Alast  Mademoiselle;  I  remember^  I  am 
all  alone  in  this  wide  worlds  without  resources — 
relatives  or  friends !" 
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"  PcKHT  girl !  Well,  well ;  myself  and  Mar- 
garet will  be  your  firiends.  I  feel  that  I  al- 
ready love  you,  Ursula." 

"  Is  it  possible.  Mademoiselle  ? — ^Ab !  would 
it  were  so !" 

''  How  mean  yon? — Oh!  I  never  tell  un- 
truths, and  always  speak  my  feelings  instantly, 
— ^it  is  natural  to  do  so,  is  it  not? — ^And  do  you 
think  you  shall  love  me  also  T 

*'  Love  you  !"  said  Urban,  energetically ; 
but  then  remembering  that  Margaret  was 
present,  concluded  what  he  was  about  to  say, 
with  less  apparent  warmth,  but  in  an  accent 
coming  from  the  soul :  ''  Ah  !  yes,  young  lady, 
— and  for  all  my  life !" 

*'  Ah !  how  delightful  'tis  to  have  a  friend  of 
such  an  age,"  said  Blanche,  as  she  took  Ur- 
ban's  hand ;  "  at  least,  I  shall  have  some  one 
now  to  laugh  and  talk  with.  Margaret  loves 
to  talk,  but  then  she  never  laughs:  besides, 
she  never  talks  of  anything  but  magic  and  the 
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devil !     We,  Ursula,  shall  talk  of  something 
else ;  what  say  you  ?** 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle." 

"  Ah !  for  myself,  I  know  but  little — alone 

for  ever  in  this  chamber — never  going  out — 

although   I  wish  it  so ! — My  protector  never 

comes  to  talk  with  me;     and  I  receive  the 

visits  but  of  one  man  only." 

Ofaman!*'  cried  Urban,  agitated. 

Yes,  my  music-master :  he  used  to  make 

me  laugh,  but  now  he  wearies  me;    for  he 

sings  me  everlastingly  the  one  same  song."  i 

I 

When  Urban  had  recovered  from  his  mo-  > 

mentary  fears,  he  said, —  ' 

"  Mademoiselle,  are  you  a  musician,  may  I 
ask?"  9 

"  A  little  so,"  said  Blanche ;  '*  and  you,  do 
you  sing,  Ursula  ?" 

"  Sometimes." 

"  So  much  the  better  ;  you  shall  teach  me 
all  your  country  songs,  and  I  will  teach  you,  in 
return,  such  songs  as  I  know.'' 
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"  You  will  allow  me  then.  Mademoiselle,  to 
come  again  to  see  you?" 

'*  Yes,  surely ;  every  evening,  if  you  can ; 
for  think,  how  dull  I  am  alone;  instead  of 
which  I  shall  amuse  myself  with  you.  Can 
she  not,  Margaret,  come  every  evening  to  see 
us.  without  offending  Monsieur  Touquet  ?" 

While  Blanche  and  Urban  were  conversing, 
Margaret  was  lost  in  ecstasy  before  the  talis- 
man of  Ursula :  she  would  have  given  all  the 
world  to  have  possessed  it  in  her  new  apart- 
ment, where  she  found  it  difficult  to  close  her 
eyes.  But  the  name  of  Touquet  roused  her 
from  her  meditations,  and  she  said, — 

"  What  do  you  say  of  Monsieur  Touquet  ? 
What !  let  him  know  that  we  receive  this  girl 
without  his  leave  !  Oh,  no." 

*'  But,  ma  b(mne,  why  should  we  not  request 
his  leave  T' 

''Ah!  Mademoiselle,  he  would  refuse,  and 
I  should  lose  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  alto- 
gether." 
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"  In  that  case  we  had  better^  perhaps^  say 
nothing  to  him  ;  but^  supposing  he  would  take 
you  into  service " 

"  Monsieur  will  have  no  other  persons  in  the 
house/  said  Margaret ;  '^  why.  what  should 
Ursula  do  here?" 

"  It  is  a  pity ;  for,  after  all,  she  cannot  live 
unless  she  finds  a  place :  how  disagreeable  it 
is  to  own  a  talisman,  that  can  protect  one  from 
all  harm,  and  yet  would  let  one  die  of  hun- 
ger  !" 

"  Oh  !  I  can  wait  a  little  longer/'  said  the 
bachelor ;  ''  I  think  I  have  a  place  in  view — 
and  my  expenses  are  so  trifling !" 

**  Had  ever  your  great- grandmothers/*  said 
Margaret,  ''occasion  to  make  proof  of  this 
mysterious  talisman  ?*' 

''  Yesj  Mademoiselle,  in  many  circum- 
stances ;  but,  above  all,  my  mother,  to  whom 
there  happened  the  most  singular  adventure, 
perhaps " 
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"  A  singular  adventure?"  said  the  old  do* 
mestic>  drawing  towards  the  chimney ;  but  as 
she  did  so,  the  clock  of  St  Eustache  struck 
nine.  **  Oh !  Heaven  !  nine  o'clock !"  cried 
Margaret, ''  'tis  very  late ;  my  child,  you  must 
depart;  for,  should  my  master  see  that  we 
are  not  abed,  he  would  be  curious  to  know  the 
cause  of  it :  come,  you  must  depart." 

"  But  this  adventure  she  was  going  to  re- 
late," said  Blanche. 

'*  With  your  permission,  I  will  tell  it  you 
to-morrow,"  said  the  bachelor. 

"  Ah !  yes ;  to-morrow  shall  it  be,  ma 
bonne  ?  " 

*'  Well,  be  it  so,"  said  Margareti  who  was 
all  anxiety  to  hear  it :  "  but,  Ursula,  observe 
the  strictest  silence,  so  that  nobody  may 
know." 

*'  Oh !  Mademoiselle,  I'll  answer  for  my 
prudence." 

*'  'Tis  well ;  there,  take  your  talisman, — 
take  care  you  do  not  lose  it  by  the  way. — 
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Good  Heaven !  how  happy  should  1  be  to  have 
one  like  it !" 

Urban  bent  with  reverence  as  he  received 
the  scrap  of  cloth,  and  put  it  in  his  apron 
pocket,  while  Margaret  took  the  lamp  to  light 
hiro  down. 

"  You  are  going  away  all  alone,"  saidBlanche, 
"  and  to  some  great  distance,  perhaps  ?" 

"  To  the  Porte  St.  Antoine." 

"  Oh .'  Heaven  ! — and  you  are  not  afraid  of 
being  in  the  streets  so  late  ?" 

'  Why,  has  Bhe  not  her  talisman  ?"  said 
Margaret. 

"  True ;  I  had  forgotten  that :  adieu,  then- 
Ursula,  until  to-morrow.  We  shall  sec  you  ? ' 
"  Yea,  Mademoiselle  ;  most  certainly." 

The  kind  girl  gave  her  hand  to  Urban,  who 
wovdd  fain  have  raised  it  to  his  lips ;  but, 
remembering  he  Itad  a  female's  part  to  play, 
the  bachelor  released  it  with  a  fond  but  gentle 
presBurc,  and  casting  a  reluctant  look  at 
Blanche,  he  followed  Margaret  down  stairs. 
k2 
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The  old  woman  let  him  out  with  the  precau- 
tions  she  adopted  for  his  introduction  to  the 
house,  and  closed  the  door  upon  him  gently, 
saying, 

'*  To-morrow — and  always  have   a  care  to 
keep  your  talisman  about  you  " 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

LOVE     AND     INNOCENCE — THE     RAIN    AND     THE 

TALISMAN. 


It  would  be  diflScult  to  describe  the  intoxicating 
joy  with  which  the  bachelor  returned  to  his 
abode.  The  sight  of  Blanche  had  more  than 
realised  his  expectation;  the  accents  of  her 
voice^  her  grace^  her  frankness,  and  simplicity, 
had  raised  his  admiration ;  and  when  he  re- 
membered that  the  morrow  should  renew  his 
joys,  that  he  then  should  hear  and  speak  to 
her  again^  that  her  fair  hand  should  press  his 
own;  when>  in  conjunction  with  these  sweet 
anticipations,  he  thought  on  the  delicious 
beauties  she  had  unsuspectingly  disclosed  to 
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him,    the    bachelor   was    oTerwhelBied    whb 
transports  of  delight. 

What  M.  pity,  Urfaut  thought,  that  he  nmld 
not  avow  himself  to  Blanche,  and  o&r  h^  the 
open  protestations  of  the  aoiti^cnt,  with  which 
she  had  inapiied  hiv.  Bot  he  fare—  that 
all  his  hopes  might  be  destroyed  hj  the  pre- 
cipitatian  at  his  passion;  and  thai  he  aa^t, 
before  be  Tentored  to  disclose  hiinsrlt  to  gMB, 
if  it  were  possible,  her  perfect  nwtih  mi 
If  he  coBttmied  his  disguise,  his  parpoaes 
seemed  essr  of  sttainmenL  She  ahtmij  had 
professed  her  bn.  thoogfa.  it  was  true.  Ami 
her  aTOwals  were  addressed  to  him  sa  Uramim  ; 
but.  after  all.  it  was  1 
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During  daytime  the  bachekr  lesaniaJ  his 
■ale  attife,  bat  quitted  it  at  night  br  his 
disguise,  which  he  sow  begaa  to  wear  with 

Less   lailisiiiMSi t   aad  ■w^saiihasa      Th» 

serrant  of  hia  aei^hoar  was  iBeawaBtiy  at 


LOVE  AND  INNOCENCE.  79 

tributed  to  his  necessities  with  infinite  alacrity 
and  complaisance.  The  bachelor  was  happy 
to  avail  himself  of  her  instmctions,  and  being 
lost  in  the  infatuations  of  his  passion,  and 
frequently  abandoned  to  abstraction,  the 
young  girl's  presence  was  occasionally  useful 
in  recalling  him  from  the  estrangement  of  his 
reveries. 

Urban  was  punctual  to  the  hour  of  rendez- 
vous, and  Margaret  introduced  him  with  the 
same  precautions  she  observed  on  the  preced- 
ing evening.  Blanche  received  the  bachelor 
with  the  most  cordial  welcome,  and  as  he 
made  a  modest  courtesy,  advanced  to  meet 
him,  bestowing  an  affectionate  kiss  on  both 
his  cheeks.  For  the  moment  Urban  was  be- 
wildered ;  he  felt  himself  on  fire,  and  but  for 
Margaret*s  voice,  which  summoned  back  his 
recollection  to  his  aid,  he  would  have  pressed 
his  iair  beloved  to  his  heaa^,  and  rendered  her 
a  hundred-fold  the  salutations  she  had  just 
bestowed  on  him.    But  the  good  old  woman. 
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ever  anxions  to  attend  to  any  wonderful  ad- 
ventures  connected  with  the  talisman,  pushed 
Urban  towards  the  fire-place,  saying, — 

"  Come,  children,  let  us  lose  no  time  in  idle 
ceremonies ;  you  know  how  fast  it  &iea  what 
listening  to  an  interesting  story.  Let  us  be 
seated,  and  then  Ursula  will  tell  us  the  adren- 
ture  of  her  mother," 

Urban,  still  agitated  by  the  kiss  of  Blanche, 
began  a  talc  which  he  had  made  expressly  for 
the  old  domestic  in  the  morning,  and  which, 
as  it  demonstrated  the  wonderful  perfections 
of  the  talisman,  was  listened  to  by  Margaret 
with  silent  admiration  and  delight.  When 
Urban  had  concluded  fais  relation,  the  old 
domestic  begged  to  contemplate  the  relic, 
persuaded  that,  after  having  touched  it  in  the 
evening,  she  was  more  secure  at  night  against 
the  dangers  apprehended  in  her  room.  Blanche 
now  began  to  chat  with  Urban,  and  sang  him, 
in  a  tone  at  once  expressive  and  subdued, 
some  little  song;   for  although  the  innocent 
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girl  knew  Ursula  but  since  the  previous  even- 
tng,  she  regarded  her  already  as  a  sister, 
called  her  by  the  tender  name  of  friend,  and 
told  her  all  she  knew  relating  to  herself ;  for 
Blanche,  who  had  been  reared  beyond  the  in- 
Huence  of  worldly  habils,  had  not  acquired 
the  art  of  smothering  herscntimenta.  or  feign- 
ing wliat  she  did  not  feci,  and  the  words  she 
uttered  were  the  warm  eifiision  of  a  pure  and 
unsophisticated  heart. 

Blanche  also  sang  the  bachelor  her  favourite 
re/rain,  on  which  the  latter  was  transported  to 
perceive  that,  notwithslanding  the  precautions 
of  the  Barber,  hia  accents  were  impressed  on 
Blanche's  memory.  The  young  girl  said  to 
him,  moreover, — 

"  WTien  first  I  heard  you  speak,  your  voire 
appeared  to  me  the  very  same  that  sang  the 
other  night  beneath  my  window.  Ah !  what 
a  charming  voice  it  was  ! — yowr'e,-  Ursula,  is 
Bomctliing  like  it ; — how  I  regret  you  do  not 
kaow  the  sweet  rotnance  they  sang!" 
b3 
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''  I  do  know,"  said  the  Bachelor^  "  at  least,  I 
i  think  I  know  it ;  for  I  have  heard  it  often,  and 

•r 

j  have  nearly  learned  it." 

"  Ah !  how  fortunate ! — ^pray  sing  it  to  me 
Ursula,  I  beg  of  you  !" 

'•  But,  if  Monsieur  Touquet " 

'^  Oh !  he  is  in  his  room ! — besides^  you  can 
sing  low.  Hold — ^now>  for  Margaret  is  hat 
asleep,  and  cannot  scold  you." 

In  fact,  in  contemplating  the  little  scrap  of 
Urban*s  inexpressibles,  the  old  domestic  had 
been  overcome  with  sleep.  The  bachelor  was 
all  aloae  with  his  adored ;  his  heart  beat  high 
with  joy,  his  sighs  escaped  him,  and  he  felt 
himself  obliged,  in  prudence,  to  avert  his  ^es 
from  the  inspiring  charms  of  Blanche. 

"  Well,"  said  the  lovely  girl,  affecting  play- 
fully to  pouti  which  gave  her  still  a  more  se- 
ducing air,  "will   you   not  sing?— nay,  that 
i  1  would  be  unkind,  indeed!      I  wish   so  verv 

i  !  much  to  hear  that  sweet  romance,  that  I  may 

r  I  leam  it  also.     I  beseech  you>  Ursula;    see. 
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Margaret  is  fast  asleep,— -Fm  sure  you  can't 
refuse  me  i" 

''  Refuse  you.  Mademoiselle !  not  I,  indeed! 
I  will  begin  directly.*' 

''Oh!  you  are  very  kind;  and  I  will  em- 
brace you  afterwards  with  all  my  heart  and 
soul  for  singing  it." 

Though  Urban  needed  not  the  promise  of 
so  sweet  a  recompense  to  induce  him  to  com- 
ply with  the  request  of  Blanche,  at  all  events 
he  now  resolved  on  earning  it.  He  sang,  ac- 
cordingly, and  Blanche,  enchanted,  listened  to 
him  with  intense  delight.  The  youth,  obe- 
dient to  the  impulse  of  his  heart,  imparted  to 
his  voice  the  most  expressive  tenderness  and 
sentiment  ^It  certainly  no  longer  was  a  wo- 
knan's  voice,  and  any  other  than  the  innocent 
and  artless  Blanche  would  have  immediately 
perceived  its  alteration ;  but  she,  involved  in 
her  delight,  was  far  from  entertaining  a  sus- 
picion of  the  truth,  and  with  her  neck  extended 
towards  the  bachelor,  immoveable,  and  with 
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her  eyes  affectionately  fixed  on  him,  seemed 
as  if  she  feared  to  lose  a  word,  from  time  to 
time  exclaiming, — 

**  Ah !  good  Heaven !  yes — that  is  it ! — the 
very  thing ! — and  it  affects  me  as  it  did  the 
other  night !     Oh !  Ursula,  continue,  pray  !** 

The  song,  however,  came  to  a  conclusion, 
for  Urban  thought  upon  the  promised  com- 
pensation. Blanche,  as  if  still  listening,  sat 
motionless  for  some  moments;  then,  rousing 
from  her  trance,  exclaimed, — 
\  '*  'Tis   singular  that   this  romance  should 

•  thus  affect  me  !" 

What !  is  it  disagreeable  ?" 
Oh!  no;  if  it  were  disagreeable  I  should 
not  wish  to  hear  it,  as  I  ever  do  ;  and  yet — ^it 
makes  me  melancholy! — it  makes  me  sigh! 
At  all  events,  good  Ursula,  you  will  teach  it 
me?" 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  with  pleasure ;  but  you 
promised '* 
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To  kiss  you  ?  oh !  most  willingly.'' 
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Blanche  did  not  wait  to  be  reminded  twice^ 
but  pressed  her  rosy  lips  on  Urban's  burning 
cheeks ;  and  as  the  bachelor,  on  this  occasion^ 
just  resolved  on  the  return  of  her  delicious  sa- 
lutation, Margaret  sneezed,  and  narrowly  es 
caped  from  falling  in  the  fire,  as  she  awoke, 
and  starting  up,  exclaimed, — 

"  Save  me  !  my  dear,  good,  guardian  saint ! 
I  see  the  black  man  and  the  sorceress  of  Ver- 
berie !" 

"  Where,  where,  ma  bonne  ?*'  said  Blanche, 
removing  to  a  distance  from  the  bachelor,  who 
was  desolated  at  his  own  untoward  tardiness 
in  singing. 

*'  Where  ?"  said  Margaret,  as  she  rubbed 
her  eyes,  ''what  do  you  mean  by  where? — 
why,  what  have  I  been  saying  ?" 

"  You  said  you  saw  the  sorceress." 

'*  Ah  !  perhaps^  then,  I  was  thinking  of  her. 
Come,  Ursula,  my  child,  'tis  time  that  you  were 
gone." 

*'  Indeed,  I  much  regret  it ;  for  I  was  going 
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to  relate  to  you  an  adventure  that  happened 
to  my  aunt,  and  which  is  &r  more  marvellous 
than  either  of  the  others." 

"Wcll>  it  must  be  to-morrow,  then/'  said 
Blanche,  ''if  you  do  not  object,  ma  bonne? 
You  see  that  Monsieur  Touquet  has  no  sus- 
picion of  our  visitor;  and  besides,  if  he  should 
chance  to  see  poor  Ursula,  I  would  take  the 
blame  upon  myself  and  padiy  him,  should  he 
be  offended." 

"  Coiiie,  then,^-to-morrow, — ^be  it  so, — and 
we  shall  hear  the  story  of  your  aunt.'* 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle  Margaret  Oh  !  would 
you  have  the  goodness  to  return  my  talis- 
man r 

"  Ay !  right,  my  child ! — ^why,  heavens !  what 
have  I  done  with  it  ?  I  had  it  here  but  now. 
Hath  Satan  filched  it  from  me  V 

"Hold,  ma  bonne,'''  said  Blanche  to  Mar- 
g^aret;  ^' 'tis  there;  you  have  let  it  fiedl  into 
the  ashes." 

"  Too  true,"    rejoined    the  old  domestic. 
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picking  up  the  scrap  of  cloth ;  '*  good  Heaven ! 
it  is  a  little  singed." 

"  Oh !  *tis  of  no  importance.  Mademoiselle," 
said.  Urban ;  "  that  will  not  affect  its  virtue." 

''No,  child,  surely  not,  and  had  it  even  been 
consumed,  its  ashes  would  have  had  the  same 
effect." 

When  Urban  had  received  his  talisman,  he 
bade  adieu  to  Blanche,  repeating  with  herself 
their  parting  word, ''  To-morrow,"  and  left  the 
habitation  of  the  Barber. 

Many  days  dapsed.  on  every  evening  of 
which  the  bachelor  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of 
beholding  Blanche,  and  as  he  incessantly  in- 
vented stories  to  pique  the  curiosity  of  Mar- 
garet, the  old  domestic  now  descended  nightly 
as  a  thing  of  course,  to  give  admission  to  the 
lover  at  the  hour  of  seven.  Ursula's  attend- 
ance had  become  completely  indispeasable  to 
Margaret  and  Blanche,  the  former  ever  wait- 
ing with  impatieitee  for  the  evening,  which 
produced  some  novel  tale  of  sorcery  and  magic. 
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while  the  latter  longed  for  fiirther  lessons  in 
her  favourite  romance.  But  Margaret,  unfor- 
tunately for  the  bachelor,  was  not  on  all  occa- 
sions, as  of  late,  oppressed  with  sleep,  and 
when  she  was  awake,  the  constant  task  of 
Urban  was  to  sing ;  in  doing  which,  that  he 
might  not  arouse  old  Margaret's  suspicions, 
he  took  especial  care  to  counterfeit  a  female 
voice,  which  so  displeased  the  gentle  girl  that 
she  could  not  refrain  from  crying — 

''Ah!  that  is  not  well  sung;  you  do  not 
sing  it  as  you  did ;  it  does  not  give  me  half 
the  pleasure  when  you  sing  it  thus." 

While  Urban  thus  enjoyed  the  sweet  society 
of  Blanche,  and  lived  upon  the  kind  expres- 
sion of  her  eyes ;  while  she>  on  her  part,  unre- 
servedly resigned  herself  to  the  affectionate 
intercourse  of  the  apparent  Ursula ;  while 
Margaret's  head  was  filled  with  tales  of  terror, 
and  the  wonderful  adventures  of  the  sorceress 
of  Verberie,  ensuring  her  defence  ag^nst  the 
machinations  of  the  devil,  by  rubbing  nightly 
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with  her  fingers  the  all-potent  scrap  of  Urban's 
inexpressibles; — ^what  singular  adventures  hap- 
pened at  the  villa  in  the  Valine  de  Fecamp  ? 
Did  the  ardent  Julia  still  inhabit  that  retreat  ? 
and  had  the  Marquis  de  Villebelle  endured 
the  trouble  of  dissembling  love,  thereby  to 
subdue  the  young  Italian  to  his  wishes  ? 

The  Barber,  since  his  services  had  been 
requited,  but  little  cared  what  happened  in 
the  mansion  of  the  Marquis's  amours ;  and 
Chaudoreille,  for  ever  in  the  gaming-house 
while  he  retained  a  livrc  in  his  pocket,  had 
not  been  seen  at  Touquet*s  for  a  month,  when 
at  the  expiration  of  that  term,  about  the  middle 
of  the  day,  he  reached  his  friend's  abode. 

The  Gascon's  face  was  more  than  usually 
long;  his  tumbled  ruff  was  torn  in  several 
places,  and  the  red  rosette  that  formerly 
adorned  the  handle  of  Bolanda  was  trans- 
planted now  into  the  situation  of  the  absent 
feather  of  his  hat.  The  long-drawn  visage  of 
the  knight  made  Touquet  smile. 
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"Whence  com'st  thouf  said  the  Buber; 
and  where  hast  thou  been  hidden  nnce  I  saw 
thee  last  ?" 

"  I  have  suffered  numerous  calsmities !"  said 
ChaudoreiUe,  as  he  sighed  deeply,  drawing 
forth  his  old  green  silken  purse,  and  shaldng 
it  without  producing  a  sohtary  chink.  "  Yes ; 
thou  Bee'stit;  here  we  are,  my  Mend,  reduced 
to  lera" 

"How  is  that?  What,  thou  hast  nothing 
left  thee  of  the  sum  I  gave  thee  ?" 

"Not  a  doit,  my  dearest  friend! — I  have 
been  robbed  in  the  most  shameless  manner !" 

"  That  is  to  say,  thou  hast  been  gambling  f 

"  Yes ;  I  have  been  gambling,  it  is  true ; 
but  with  a  set  of  thieves ;  they  cheated  me  in 
the  most  infamoua  and  brazen  manner.  Had 
Uiey  only  done  it  with  a  little  decency— one 
knows  full  well  that  persons  of  dexterity  pos- 
sess a  thousand  httle  graceful  ways  of  making 
fortune  favourable;  but  oh!  to  rob  a  friend, 
a  brother,  as  it  were — it  really  is  horrible — 
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never  in  my  life  again  shall  any  one  catch  me 
at  play. — ^But  tell  me;  hast  thou  any  objec- 
tions to  my  going  to  the  Vallie  de  Fecamp,  to 
see  my  friend  Marcel?** 

''  Yes ;  I  forbid  thee  positively  so  to  do ;  no 
one  must  take  the  liberty  of  going  there, 
without  the  order  of  the  Marquis.*' 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it — and  how  did  the  adven- 
ture terminate  ?*' 

''What  is  that  to  thee? — ^besides,  I  have 
not  seen  the  Marquis  since.  I  take  no  inte- 
rest in  these  intrigues  one  moment  after  my 
employment  ceases— of  course,  it  ended  like  all 
others  of  the  kind,  a  mere  caprice  of  the  dura- 
tion of  a  day  or  two — some  other  will  succeed 
it." 

''  Most  true ;  but  the  little  creature  seemed 
to  me  to  have  a  resolution  of  her  own;  she 
told  me  some  extraordinary  things,  and 
amongst  others,  asked  me  if  I  knew  thy 
parents." 

*'  My  parents !"  said  the  Barber,  with  visible 
emotion ;  ''  that  is  strange !" 
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"  Yes,  stnoge  eioa^  j  I  tald  h^  Aam 
waot  ft  uatiTe  of  Larraine,  and  that  was  all  I 
knew  of  dite." 

-<  M;  parents  1"  repeated  Tooqaet.  a>  be 
piiced  the  chamber;  "it  is  all  the  worlii  to 
natoinz  I  have  none.  Mr  pooc  firtfaer  is  dead. 
DO  doubt.  f\]aii !  I  vaa  a  mamcaLt  ntjvt  in  nif 
voath.  In  early  life,  the  "i^*-*—""—  of  mj 
pa^oca.  the  lore  of  plav,  the  thirst  for  ^old 
betrriTed  me  Into  manifold  ■^m.— "' 

"  Y'^  the  tricks  of  Toath :  t  knov  then 
tac  : — at  lir  vears  old  I  was  lloeged  for  haTinf 
stuien  a  W;;  of  mutton  &om  the  dripping-paa : 
at  the  age  of  tea,  fur  having  out  of  took 
amuacnieDt,  taken  my  graodmother's  pnrse- 
aod  gone  to  plav  at  quoits ;  at  twelve,  I  tar- 
ried off  a  rabbit  from  ijie  spit,  and  aobtflimted 
it  with  the  cat  of  mv  old  aunt :  but  in  m; 
amdety  to  hide  my  theft,  I  forgot  ta  akin  tl» 
ill-etarred  animal,  and  be  w^  roaated  with  bis 
coat  on ;  fortunately  for  me,  my  &tiier  waa 
diort-aghted.  and  mistoiA  it  for  a  young  wild 
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"  And  what  is  it  to  me,  wh&te'er  thou  didst  ?" 
cried  Touquet,  with  impatience;  "did  this 
Italian  saj  no  more  to  thee  concerning  me  ?" 

"No;  but  if  you  wish  me  to  go  and  slily 
draw  her  into  conversation " 

"  Fool !  dost  thou  forget  she  is  the  mistress 
of  the  Marquis  ? — When  her  reign  is  over.  I 
shall  see  her,  and  then  Icnow." 

Tlic  Barber  said  no  more,  not  even  in  reply 
to  Chaudorcille.  who,  afLcr  iiaving  sereral  times 
repeated,  but  to  no  effect,  that  he  was  fastiny 
since  the  previous  evening,  left  Touquet's  pet- 
tishly, and  muttering  between  his  teeth — 

"Your  people  who  grow  rich,  arc  always 
moan  and  stingy ; — that's  a  fault  that  I  shall 
never  have." 

Some  hourM  subsequently  to  the  conversation 
we  have  just  related,  the  Barber  on  his  way  to 
certain  of  his  customers,  when  near  the  Louvre, 
met  the  brilliant  Marquis  dc  Villobello.  enve- 
loped in  his  cloak,  and  seemingly  in  close  pur- 
suit of  some  engaging  object 
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''  I  triumphed^  my  dear  Toaquet/'  said  the 
Marquis^  as  he  led  the  Barber  underneath  a 
portico,  where  nobody  could  overhear  their 
conversation.  '*  Julia  surrendered ;  but  really^ 
the  conquest  was  more  difficult  by  far  than  I 
expected.  The  girl  is  passionate— —roman- 
tic!— She  wishes  to  be  loved — and  I  made 
her  think  she  was  so. — In  short,  her  extra- 
ordinary character,  the  mixture  of  her  tender- 
ness and  pride,  her  singular  demeanour,  the 
peculiarity  of  her  discourse,  almost  enchained 
me. — She  spoke  to  me  about  Estrella.  —  I 
cannot  for  my  life  imagine  how  she  should 
have  heard  of  that  adventure." 

"  This  young  girl  knows  all,  then  ?"  said 
the  Barber  to  himself.  "Besides,"  resumed 
the  Marquis,  "she  appears  to  entertain  no 
very  violent  affection  for  thee,  my  worthy 
Touquet;  thou  art  in  her  black  book.  She 
says  thou  art  the  prince  of  rogues." 

"  What— my  Lord  ?" 

"  She    refused    my  presents — would    have 
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nothing  but  my  love. — ^This  really  is  most 
superb:  notwithstanding^  I  have  placed  her 
in  her  own  apartments;  I  did  not  wish  her 
to  remain  perpetually  at  the  villa — it  would 
have  pestered  me. — Upon  my  honour,  I  begin 
to  fancy  that  I  do  love  her — a  little. — ^But  I 
just  perceived  two  very  handsome  women  enter 
the  jeweller's  shop  down  yonder, — and  I  must 
go  and  get  a  closer  glimpse  of  them." 

As  he  spoke,  the  Marquis  hastily  withdrew ; 
and  Touquet,  with  his  thoughts  absorbed  by 
Julia,  bent  his  steps  towards  home,  regretting 
he  had  not  inquired  the  young  Italian's  resi- 
dence. 

Chaudoreille  had  left  the  house  of  his  friend 
Touquet  in  no  very  pleasant  humour.  An 
empty  stomach  gives  the  mind  a  melancholy 
tendency  ;  and  as  the  Gascon  knight  reflected 
philosophically  on  the  selfishness  of  man,  on 
the  capricious  freaks  of  fortune,  on  the  means 
of  winning  at  piquet  by  slipping  of  the  ace 
with  dexterous  address,  he  reached  the  fair  of 
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St  Oermam.  Besides  the  ahowi  aod  sights 
of  Tarious  kinds  iotended  to  attract  the  cock- 
neys, stoangers,  and  the  youth  residing  in  the 
capital,  to  learn  the  ton  and  manners  of  the 
court,  there  were  receptacles  for  play  at  all  the 
games  on  cards,  with  dice,  with  nine-pins,  and 
with  turnabouts. 

The  knight  walked  through  the  groups  by 
which  the  different  games  were  witnessed  and 
surrounded.  He  cast  a  greedy  eye  upon  the 
sweets  and  pastry,  so  attractively  displayed 
before  the  shops  and  stalls,  and  stopped  near 
every  cabaret  he  came  to,  in  order  to  inhale 
the  perfume  of  the  kitchen, — an  insufficient 
remedy  for  the  acute  distress  of  a  voracious 
appetite. 

"  Sandit  f"  said  Chaudoreille,  abruptly  to 
himself,  as  he  crammed  his  hat  upon  bis  very 
eyes,  and  pulled  his  ruff  up  to  his  chin :  "  it 
never  shall  be  said  I  went  without  my  dinner. 
A  man  of  genius  ever  has  resources,  and  bis 
wit  should  furnish  him  with  what  his  purse 
refuses." 
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Immediately  the  knight  proceeded  with  a 
more  determined  step«  and«  cutting  through 
the  crowds  approached  a  spot  where  two  young 
persons^  apparently  provincials,  were  drinking 
wine  and  playing  nine-pins.  Chaudoreille  sur- 
veyed them  with  a  sidelong  glance,  and, 
seizing  the  especial  moment,  walked  between 
the  bowlers  and  the  pins,  in  order  to  receive 
upon  his  legs  the  ball  but  just  delivered  by 
the  player. 

*'  Take  care,  take  care,"  cried  out  the 
bowler;  but  Chaudoreille.  a£Fecting  not  to 
hear,  stopped  only  when  he  felt  the  blow,  on 
which  he  made  a  frightful  face,  and  murmured 
as  he  fell ; 

**  Cadedis!  this  dinner  costs  me  pretty 
dear !" 

The  players  instantaneously  fled  to  his  as- 
sistance, raised  him  up,  and  proffered  him  a 
thousand  excuses,  although  it  was  by  no 
means  any  fault  of  theirs ;  but  Chaudoreille 
was  BO  extremely  pale,  he  writhed  so  strenu- 

vox..  II.  F 
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ously,  and  altogether  aeemed  in  such  excmctat- 
ing  agony,  that  the  two  yoong  peraons  wen 
considerably  affected  by  his  simulated  raffer- 
ings.  First  of  all  they  tendered  him  •  glass 
of  wine  to  bring  him  to;  an  offer  which  the 
wounded  knight  accepted,  and  three  bendes, 
in  quick  succession,  on  the  heel  of  it.  They 
begged  of  him  to  walk  into  the  wine  mer- 
chant's, where  suitable  purveyance  was  in 
readiness.  The  knight  complied  ;  and  as  the 
young  provincials  were  playing  for  the  cost  of 
the  repast,  they  politely  begged  of  him  to 
join  tlieir  party.  Our  friend  sat  down  to  table 
with  his  hocts,  and  ate  and  drank  as  much  as 
four,  then  gave  his  new  acquaintances  a  lesson 
in  the  game  of  nine-pins ;  and,  perceiving  they 
were  novices,  of  peaceable  and  easy  dispoat- 
tions,  the  knight  rose  up  from  table  after  the 
desseit,  and  asked  them  for  a  pistole,  as  the 
compensation  for  the  blow  inflicted  on  him  by 
the  ball. 

The    two    young   persons  looked    at  one 
another  with  surprise,   perceiving   they  bad 
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made  a  gross  mistalcCj  and  fallen  into  the 
company  of  no  fastidious  personage;  but 
Chaudoreille  stood  up,  his  left  hand  resting  on 
his  hip»  and  with  his  right  affecting  a  por- 
tentous dalliance  vnjth  the  handle  of  Rolanda, 
while,  all  the  while,  his  eyes  were  rolling  with 
the  fury  of  a  demon,  as  he  passed  his  pointed 
tongue  along  the  edge  of  his  moustachios. 
The  provincials,  not  desiring  an  affair  with 
one  who  seemed  decided  on  extremities,  unless 
completely  satisfied,  immediately  presented 
the  amount  demanded  to  their  ])eremptory 
g^est,  who  took  it  with  a  gracious  smile,  and 
with  the  accent  of  a  person  quite  enchanted 
with  success,  saluted  them  in  saying ; 

*'  Farewell,  my  friends,  until  we  meet  again, 
and  pray,  endeavour  to  retain  the  points  that  I 
have  taught  you." 

So  saying,  the  knight  departed  speedily,  no 
longer  thinking  on  the  blow  he  had  received, 
but  quite  elated  with  the  fortune  of  the  day, 
his  stomach  fiUed,  and  a  pistole  in  his  purse 
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hetidea.  Tbe  white  wine,  of  which  he  had 
partaken  freely.  h«d  stimulated  his  adventur- 
ous vtaa,  and,  more  than  all,  he  felt  hinuelf 
inspired  with  tbe  most  lively  gaUaotij.  Bat 
if  wine  bare  the  effect  of  giving  energy  to 
enterprise,  its  odour,  and  the  accents  of  a 
drunken  man,  are  but  indifferent  assistants  in 
ih«  contrarieties  of  lore. 

Tbe  night  had  long  set  in  before  the  ama- 
rouB  chevalier  left  tbe  fair  of  St  Germain. 
Od  his  journey  homeward  he  ogled  every 
Temale  whom  be  met  or  passed,  and  constantly 
repeated  to  himself, — "  Sandit !  I  mast  abso- 
lutely make  a  conquest ! — I  must,  this  eveuing  ! 
1  am  growing  weary  of  my  porteress  : — she  is 
fbrty-five  at  least, — and  then,  with  one  leg 
longer  than  the  other :  she  overwhelms  me, 
too,  with  bickering. — But  then  she  washes  all 
my  linen — dams  my  ruff:  however,  a  trivial 
infidelity  —  en  pastant, — no,  no — my  Venus 
tvilt  be  none  the  wiser  for  it 

Cbaudordlle  had  reached  the  Rue  Mont- 
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martre,  when  be  spied  a  female  pass  him  in  a 
peasant's  dress.  She  was  alone:  the  cheva- 
lier cast  a  tender  glance  at  her>  and  was  com- 
pelled to  mend  his  pace  in  order  to  keep  up 
with  her.  There  was  something  in  her  shape 
that  violently  struck  the  fancy  of  the  knight ; 
but^  being  followed^  she  proceeded  at  so  swift 
a  pace>  that  Chaudoreille  was  under  the  ne- 
cessity of  running,  or  of  losing  of  her.  When  he 
had  gotten  fairly  up  beside  her,  our  gallant 
endeavoured  to  begin  a  conversation,  by  certain 
of  those  ordinary  phrases,  peculiar  to  the  class  of 
gentlemen,  who  make  their  overtures  by  lamp- 
light, in  the  streets.  The  female  answered  not, 
but  on  the  contrary,  pursued  her  way  with 
greater  speed.  Still,  Chaudoreille  was  not  to 
be  repulsed,  but  played  the  amiable  while 
trotting  by  the  side  of  his  elect,  and  while  ad- 
dressing an  infinitude  of  pretty  things  to 
her,  he  stepped  into  a  gutter,  and  covered 
her  with  mire  from  head  to  foot. 

At  length  the  object  of  the  knight*s  impor- 
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lunate  pursuit  had  reached  the  Bue  St  Ho- 
nore,  and  that  too  at  a  point  not  distant  from 
the  Rue  des  Bourdonnais ;  and  here,  as  Chaud- 
oreillc  could  gain  no  answer  from  his  bMe, 
and  felt  resolved  that  all  his  compliments 
should  not  have  been  bestowed  for  nothing,  he 
determined  to  employ  intelligible  means,  and, 
drawing  near  the  country  lass,  he  passed  his 
hand  behind  her  petticoat  with  such  indeUcate 
effrontery,  that  he  received  a  most  tremendous 
slap  upon  his  ear,  which  sent  him  back  upon  a 
curb-stone  several  paces  off. 

Urban  was  proceeding  to  his  rendezvous 
with  Blanche,  when,  by  the  way,  he  had 
achieved  the  conquest  of  the  knight;  and, 
after  having  rid  himself  of  his  solicitations  in 
the  heroic  manner  we  have  seen,  the  bachelor 
set  forward  with  the  utmost  speed  towards 
Touquet*s  house,  where,  entering  the  passage 
already  open  to  receive  him,  he  arrived,  still 
evidently  agitated  by  the  circumstances  which 
had  just  befallen  him. 
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'*  What  is  the  matter  with  you>  my  dear 
Ursula?"  said  Blanchei  "you  seem  quite  agi- 
tated." 

<'  Why,  yes,  indeed,  I  am  \  this  moment  in 
the  street — two  men  were  fighting,  and  they 
frightened  me/* 

*'  Poor  child  !*'  said  Margaret ;  **  but  had  you 
not  your  talisman  ?'* 

"  Oh !  yes.  Mademoiselle  \ — and,  notwith- 
standing, I  was  frightened." 

"  I  can  easily  conceive  it,"  said  Blanche ; 
"  to  see  men  fighting  !  oh  !  it  must  be  shock- 
ing !  Come,  my'  dear  friend,  compose  your- 
self." 

The  affectionate  and  gentle  words  of 
Blanche  soon  banished  the  adventure  from 
the  bachelor's  remembrance.  He  was  obliged, 
according  to  his  promise,  to  relate  the  singular 
events  that  happened  to  his  relative,  for  Mar- 
garet was  anxious  for  the  tale,  and  this  even- 
ing, more  than  usual,  stood  in  need  of  some 
diversion,  for  her  sleep  last  night  had  been 
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disturbed  by  a  terrific  dream^  and  in  the  morn- 
ings when  she  woke,  she  found  a  dormouse  at 
her  window :  all  of  which  conspired  to  agitate 
the  old  domestic,  and  had  rendered  her  uneasy 
through  the  day. 

The  bachelor  commenced  his  tale;  it  was 
often  interrupted  by  the  rain  which  fell  in 
torrents,  and  was  violently  driven  by  the  blast 
against  the  windows. 

'*  What  *  dreadful    weather  !  "    exclaimed 
Blanche. 

''  Yes,"  said  Margaret,  drawing  nearer  to 
the  fire  at  each  successive  gust  of  wind ;  "  it 
will  be  difficult  to  sleep  to-night.  I  know  not 
why,  but  I  foresee  that  something  strange  will 
happen  to  me ; — that  dormouse  that  I  found 
this  morning, — and  in  my  dream  three  people 
riding  to  the  witches*  meeting  upon  broom- 
sticks,— oh  !  something  is  foretold  by  this.*' 

**  Most  certainly,*'  said  Urban ;  and  Mar- 
garet, for  greater  safety,  squeezed  the  talis- 
man in  both  her  hands. 
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The  history  of  Urban  lasted  long,  yet  Mar- 
garet said  nothing,  as  she  felt  by  no  means 
anxious  to  retire  to  rest ;  and  Blanche,  who 
never  parted  with  poor  Ursula  without  regret, 
made  no  allusion  to  the  lateness  of  the  hour. 
Urban^  we  may  rest  assured,  was  not  the  first 
to  think  of  his  departure. 

The  clock  of  St.  Eustache  at  length  was 
heard ;  they  counted  every  stroke. 

"  Oh  !  heaven  !  eleven  o'clock  !  "  cried 
Blanche. 

"  Indeed !"  cried  Margaret^  trembling ;  "  in 
an  hour  it  will  be  midnight  !** 

"  But,  ma  bonne,  poor  Ursula  cannot  go 
home  so  late>  and  in  such  dreadful  weather, — 
hold ! — ^but  listen  to  the  rain ! — it  falls  in  tor- 
rents ! — what,  go  to  the  Porte  St.  Antoinc  in 
a  storm  like  this  ! — impossible  !*' 

"  It  is  certain,"  said  the  bachelor,  "  the 
roads  are  very  bad ;  besides,  there  are  no 
lanterns,  and  one's  feet  incessantly  get  into 
holes." 
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advantage  in  her  doing  bo,  which  was^  that 
she  should  be  all  night  protected  by  the  pre- 
cious relic  of  the  peasant ;  and  as  the  mind 
of  the  old  woman  was  afifected  with  the  appre- 
hension of  some  ill,  the  possession  of  the  bit  of 
cloth  on  such  a  night  appeared  to  her  no  less 
than  an  immediate  evidence  of  providential 
intervention  in  her  favour. 

"  It  is  true/'  she  said^  at  lengthy  "  the  wea- 
ther is  abominable,  and  if  Ursula  will  but  be 
sure  to  start  before  *tis  light " 

"  Oh !  yes,  ma  banne,  if  she  should  sleep,  I 
promise  thee  that  I  will  wake  her.*' 

•'  Well,  then,  she  may  stay  with  all  my 
heart." 

''  Ah !  what  a  pleasure,  Ursula,"  cried 
Blanche,  "  to  sleep  together !  Oh !  how  amus* 
ing! — and  I  have  never  slept  with  any  one 
before ! — this  will  be  the  first  time  in  my  life  ; 
— how  we  shall  talk  and  laugh !'' 

"  No,  no,"  said  Margaret,  "  you  must  go  to 
sleep ;  suppose  you  made  a  noise,  and  Mon- 
sieur Touquet  heard  it " 
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"  Well,  then,  we  will  go  to  aUep,  ma  boime," 
replied  tbe  lovdy  giri,  and  added  in  the  ear 
of  Urban,  "  we  will  speak  quite  low." 

"  Well,  in  that  case,"  said  Margaret,  ob* 
tioiuly  unwilling  to  restore  the  taliamaa  to 
Ursula,  "  I  think  I  shall  retire-"  Then  turn- 
ing to  the  bachelor,  she  added,  "  Here,  my 
dear  child,  yon  have  nongbt  to  fear ;  and  there- 
fore, perhaps,  you  will  allow  me  to  retain  your 
talisman  for  this  night  only ;  for,  to  tell  the 
irulh,  I  sleep  in  an  apartment  which  ia  not  so 
sure,  and  this  same  dormouae  still  keeps  run- 
ning in  ciy  head  ?" 

"  Oh !  keep  it.  Mademoiselle  Margaret," 
said  Urban,  "  and  as  long  as  you  think  fit." 

-  Yea,  yes,  ma  borne,"  said  Blanche ;  "  be- 
sides, wc  shall  have  mine,  and  that  will  be 
enough  for  our  protection,  will  it  not,  Ursula  ?" 

"  Oh,  certainly.  Mademoiselle." 

Margaret,  enchanted  to  possess  a  safe-guard 
tliruugh  the  night,  took  up  her  lamp,  and 
kialking  towards  the  door,  said — 

"  Good  night,  children,  a  good  night  to  you. 


LOYE  AND  INNOCENCE.  109 

Ah,  Heaven !  what  a  gust  of  wind !     Ursula, 
you  must  be  stirring  before  daylight.** 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle." 

"  Get  into  bed  directly,  and  put  out  your 
light,  that  nought  may  be  suspected.'* 

"  Ma  banner  said  Blanche,  ''be  not  uneasy; 
it  shall  be  extinguished  instantly." 

Margaret  took  her  lamp,  and  left  the  cham- 
ber.    Blanche  closed  the  door  behind  her. 
Shut  yourself  well  in  f  said  the  old  woman. 
Yes,  ma   banner   replied  the   girl,  and 
pushed  the  bolt  accordingly. 
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at  the  surpriiBe  of  fortune :  these  charming 
rendezvous  no  longer  yield  the  same  delect- 
able emotions,  and  appear  to  us^  indeed,  no 
more  than  mere  amusement ;  we  learn  to  smile 
upon  the  troubles  and  embarrassment  which 
marked  our  first  proceedings  with  the  softer 
sex.  Ungrateful  that  we  are!  we  scoff  the 
very  facts  that  constituted  our  felicity !  those 
exquisite  sensations  which  departed  with  the 
bright  illusions  of  our  youth ;  and  then,  re- 
sembling Beynard  in  the  fable,  we  exclaim 

''  Ah !  how  inept  we  were  at  eighteen  years  of 
age  !  how  destitute  of  self-possession  in  a 
tete-a-tete !  as  tremulous  as  aspen-leaves  when 
going  to  a  rendezvous :  how  different  with  us 
now !  we  stroll  to  assignations  with  a  song ; 
and,  with  the  ease  that  custom  only  can  confer, 
we  march  directly  to  the  point  proposed.'* 
Yes,  very  true ;  but  then  our  hair  is  waxing 
grey,  our  shapes  are  swelling  into  palpable 
rotundity,  and  certain  little  lines  about  the 
corners  of  our  eyes  are  keeping  scores  against 
us  in  a  calendar  that  we  perpetually  see. 
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If  the  near  approach  of  long-desired  felicity 
can  cause  such  inexpressible  emotion  to  a 
lover,  what  must  have  been  the  agitation  of 
the  bachelor,  adoring  Blanche  with  the  deU- 
cious  warmth  of  nineteen  years  of  age,  to  find 
himself  alone  with  her  at  midnight!  The 
lovely  girl  herself  had  closed  the  door  of  her 
apartment,  and  was  on  the  point  of  stepping 
into  bed.  Who  is  the  lover  that,  at  such  a 
moment,  could  preserve  his  reason?  Poor 
Blanche !  I  tremble  for  thee ;  thou  hast  thy 
talisman,  'tis  true ;  but  little  do  I  trust  in  its 
efficiency ;  especially  shouldst  thou  again  dis- 
close to  Urban  the  seducing  spot  in  which 
thine  innocent  simplicity  hath  placed  it. 

The  bachelor,  sighing,  trembling,  speechless, 
and  bewildered,  stood  staring  in  a  comer  of 
the  room,  while  Blanche,  all  life  and  joy,  pre- 
pared for  bed. 

"  Oh,  good  Heaven  !**  said  Urban  to  him- 
self, as  he  trembled,  blushed,  and  cast  his  eyes 
down,  yet  ventured  now  and  then  upon  a 
stealthy  glance  at  Blanche ;  "  good  Heaven ! 
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what  is  to  be  done?  It  is  the  moment  to 
declare  myself,  and  tell  her  who  I  am ;  to  ask 
her  pardon  and  avow  my  passion.  This  is 
the  moment  —  certainly.  And  yet,  if  my 
avowal  should  alarm  her — ^if  her  exclamations 
should  alarm  the  house? — or  should  she  bid 
roe  leave  her  room — what  a  pity  would  it  be, 
since  now — but  no— it  would  be  wrong.  How 
beautiful  she  is  !  good  Heaven !  what  charms ! 
I  must  look  on  her  no  longer- " 

Still  Urban  gazed  upon  her  beauty, 
stealthily,  it  is  true,  and  as  he  surveyed  it 
he  felt  his  reason  sensibly  desert  him ;  every 
moment  Blanche  took  off  a  further  portion  of 
her  dress ;  at  length,  a  little  petticoat  alone 
remained  to  cover  her  seducing  form,  and  her 
corset  was  already  laid  upon  the  bed. 

Blanche  stopped,  however, — it  was  time  she 
did  so. — She  looked  at  Urban,  who  was  still 
in  his  original  position,  motionless  and  mute. 

"  WeU,  Ursula,  why  do  you  not  undress 
yourself?"  said  Blanche,  as  she  approached 
the  bachelor. 
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"  Because,  Mademoiselle — I  hardly  know — 
I  am  afraid." 

"  How  BO,  afraid  ?  what,  can  you  be  airaid 
with  me,  Ursula  7" 

"  Oh  yes.  Mademoiselle ;  I  feel  as  if  I  were 

BO." 

"  There,  now ;  she  is  just  like  Margaret ! 
and  I,  who  am  the  younger,  am  the  braver  of 
the  two :  the  wind  blows  violently,  it  is  true, 
but  it  will  not  carry  us  away.  Why,  how  she 
trembles  !  Why,  Ursula,  what  can  this  mean  ? 
that  you,  who  walk  from  here  at  night  as  far  as 
the  Forte  St.  Antoine,  should  be  thus  terriiied 
with  me  in  my  apartment?" 

"  Ah  I  that  is  quite  «  different  affiiir." 

"  Is  it  because  Margaret  has  taken  away 
your  talisman  with  her  ?  Mine  still  remains 
with  UB ;  I  have  it  here,  for  Margaret  tells  me 
it  is  indispensable  to  wear  it  in  the  night,  be- 
cause the  sorcerers  torment  young  girls,  es- 
pecially in  bed;  is  that  the  case,  Ursula 
Have  they  ever  tried  to  trouble  you  at  night?" 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle no.  Mademoiselle. 
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Urban  knew  no  longer  what  he  said :  his 
eyes  still  fell  on  the  betraying  talisman^  which, 
like  the  serpent  on  the  tree  of  knowledge,  drew 
him  on  to  sink  beneath  the  powerful  Jtempta- 
tion. 

"  You  shiver,  Ursula;  we  shall  be  more 
comfortable  far  in  bed — we  shall  be  warmer. — 
Shall  I  assist  you  to  undress  ?  Why  how  you 
sigh ! — Are  you  grieved  at  anything  ? — If  so, 
then  tell  me  what  it  is. — It  is  so  agreeable  to 
have  a  friend — to  tell  her  all  one's  thoughts — 
Come,  let  me  see.  --Let  us  first  take  off  this 
cap;  it  almost  hides  your  face; — I  am  certain 
mine  will  look  much  better  on  you — ^let  us  try 
— ^but  sit  down,  pray. — ^You  are  so  tall  that  I 
can  scarcely  reach  your  head." 

The  bachelor  allowed  himself  to  be  con- 
ducted to  a  chair,  and,  sitting  down,  the 
lovely  Blanche  in  front  of  him,  xmdid  the  pins 
which  held  his  cap  and  large  brown  locks. 
Urban  patiently  submitted,  and  determined  to 
disclose  himself    At  all  events,  the  truth  must 
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be  apparent  soon  or  late,  and  all  that  now  re- 
quired consideration  was,  the  method  of  de- 
claring who  and  what  he  was>  without  affecting 
Blanche  with  violent  alarm. 

The  girl  had  now  detached  the  fastenings 
of  the  cap,  and  as  she  took  it  off  the  dark 
I  brown  curls  of  the  young  man  fell  down  in 

1^1  volumes  on  his  forehead,  neck  and  shoulders. 

Blanche  gave  a  sudden  shriek  and  stopped ; 
and  Urban,  fearing  she  should  flee  from  him, 
embraced  her  gently  round  the  waist. 

''  How  droll  !*'  said  Blanche,  at  length  sur- 
veying Urban  with  surprise ;  '*  your  hair  is 
not  arranged  like  that  of  all  the  women  I  have 
ever  seen.  I  suppose  at  Verberie  they  wear  it 
thus  r 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle." 

"  The  more  I  look  at  you do  you  know 

Ursula,  as  you  are  now,  you  have  quite  the 
appearance  of  a  man.** 

"  I  have  been  already  told  so.  Mademoiselle." 

"  Oh !    but  really  it  is  astonishing !    you 
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wear  your  hair  exactly  like  the  men  I  see  pass 
down  the  street," 

"  Is  this  appearance  disagreeable  to  you?" 

"  No — and  notwithstanding  —  it  produces 
such  a  strange  sensation " 

'■  If  I  Avcre  a  man,  now,  should  you  be  sorry 
lor  it  ?" 

"  Good  gracious  !  to  be  sure  I  should,  for 
yon  could  then  no  longer  be  my  friend — nor 
could  I   love  you  as  a  sister,  as  I  love   you 

•  Ah !  Blanche — if  I  were  a  man,  I  should 
be  to  you  the  fondest  and  most  faithful  of  all 
lovers.  I  should  love  you  willi  my  heart  and 
soul, — and  love  is  far  more  ardent,  Blanche, 
than  friendship.  Oh,  then,  If  you  but  felt  as 
much  for  mc,  could  there  be  on  earth  a  happier 
mortal  than  myself?  Dearest  Blanche,  is  there 
in  this  world  a  fortune  more  to  be  desired 
than  the  possession  of  your  heart?  I  would  wil- 
lingly obtain  it  at  the  sacrifice  of  half  my  days." 

Urban,  borne  away  by  his  tumultuous  trana- 


118  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

ports>  no  longer  thought,  while  speaking,  to 
disguise  his  voice ;  his  arms  were  still  thrown 
round  the  girl,  who,  deeply  agitated,  sank 
upon  his  knees,  and  uttered  in  a  feeble  voice ; — 

''Good  heaven!  Ursula,  do  not  say  such 
things  as  those— they  make  me  so  uneasy.— 
I  know  not  what 's  the  matter  with  me — I  feel 
disposed  to  weep — what  is  the  use  of  all  such 
stories — about  lovers  and  their  love? — Ursula, 
I  have  been  told  that  it  is  wrong  to  talk  about 
such  tilings. — Oh,  heavens !  now  your  cap  is 
off,  I  dare  not  look  at  you '* 

**  Blanche ! — dearest  Blanche  V* 

"  Well,  well,  what  now  ? — ^now  there  she 
plays  the  man  again — it  frightens  me,  indeed 
it  does!  pray,  Ursula,  remain  a  woman — be 
yourself,  good  girl !" 

"  No,  Blanche ;  I  will  no  longer  feign — no 
more  deceive  you. — It  is  a  man; — it  is  the 
most  affectionate  of  lovers  sits  beside  you." 

Blanche,  by  a  sudden  effort,  rose  and  fled 
to  the  opposite  extremity  of  the  apartment ; 
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Urban  made  no  endeavour  to  detain  her,  but, 
falling  on  his  knees,  held  out  his  hands  as  if 
beseeching  her  forgiveness,  while  the  young 
girFs  eyes  were  fixed  on  him  with  an  expression 
more  of  wonder  than  alarm. 

"  What !"  at  the  expiration  of  a  moment, 
said  the  lovely  girl, ''  you  are  a  man  !" 
"  Yes,  Mademoiselle." 
**  Are  you  certain  of  it  ?" 
"  I  am,  indeed !" 

''Good  heaven!  approach  me   not,  I  pray 
you  !•• 

"  You  need  not  tremble ;  behold  me  at  your 
feet,  the  most  submissive  of  all  lovers.** 
"Lovers  ! — I  know  not  what  a  lover  is  !" 
"  To  succeed  in  seeing  you,  that  I  might  so 
avow  to  you  the  love  I  bear  you  was  the  cause 
of  my  assuming  this  disguise ;  how  otherwise 
should  I  ever  have  gained  access  to  you — to 
you  who  are  perpetually  imprisoned  in   this 
room  ?" 

"  Ah,  it  overcomes  me  ! — Perhaps,   I  am 
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doing  wrong  in  listening  to  you.     What  said 

you  ?— that  you  are  in  love  with  me  r  | 

'*  It  was  through  this  casement  I  beheld  you 
first:    some  wandering  minstrels  had  taken  ' 

post  immediately  beneath  your  window;  you  < 

appeared  to  hear  them  with  delight ;  at  even- 
ing  I  returned,  and  sang  beneath  your  lattice 
the  romance  you  like  so  much/' 

"  It  was  you,  then  !'*  Blanche  exclaimed 
with  joy ;  and  having  overcome  her  first  alarm, 
she  looked  upon  the  bachelor  with  less  mis- 
trust. Her  pure  and  guileless  heart  conceived 
no  peril  in  her  situation ;  a  more  experienced 
girl  would  possibly  have  cried  aloud  and 
manifested  wrath  and  indignation ;  but  Blanche, 
without  a  thought  that  could  reproach  her, 
whose  soul  had  never  known  the  shadow  of 
duplicity,  already  felt  the  confidence  of  inno- 
cence in  Urban*s  protestations. 

*'  How,  then,  it  was  you  !'*  repeated  Blanche ; 

"  no  wonder  I  discovered  the  resemblance  of 

I  your  voice. — But,  sir,  it  is  not  well  to  have 
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deceived  us  thus.  I — thinking  you  were 
Ursula — and  loving  yoa  as  one  may  love  a 
female  friend — is  it  possible  I  can  continue 

"  And  who  can  hinder  you  from  doing  so, 
if  T  displease  you  not  ?" 

•■  Oh,  no — 'tis  not  that  you  displease  me ; 
on  the  contrary,  T  like  you  better  far  without 
your  cap. — but  it  is  not  allowed  to  love  a 
man  !" 

'■  Why  not  ?  a  man  that  is  desirous  to  be- 
come your  husband  ?" 

"  Margaret  says  that  all  men  are  deceivers. 
— and  then— oh!  Heaven!  the  devil  takes  the 
shape  of  man,  since  he  appeared  so  to  the 
sorceress  of  Verberie.^Oh  !  morcy  mc  !  should 
you  prove  to  be  the  devil  1" 

"  Ah !  Blanche  !  why.  what  a  thought !" 

"  But  no — you  are  too  gentle, — nor  arc  you 
altogether  black— nor  have  you  claws !" 

"  My  name  is  Urban  DorgcviHc;  my  parents 
were  of  honourabli!  lineage,     I  am  an  orphan 

VOI-  II.  Q 
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— and  have  little  fortiiae;  but  love  finds  happi- 
ness with  liumWe  means.  Do  you  forgive  ne, 
dearest  Blanche?" 

'  He  calls  me  '  dearest  Blaoche  1' — How 
strange  !— And  should  I  not  forgive  yon, 
then  ?" 

'■  Why,  then  yon  would  reduce  me  to  de- 
spair, and  death  alone  would  be  my  coosola- 

"  Oh,  no ;  I  would  not  have  you  die,"  ex- 
claimed the  ingenuous  girl;  "and  I  forgive 
you,  for  I  should  be  sorry  to  occasion  you  the 
slightest  grief." 

"  Is  it  possible?"  said  Urban,  rieisg  with 
delight,  and  drawing  near  to  Blanche,  who 
started  with  apparent  apprehension,  but  after- 
wards, resuming  her  composure,  smiled,  and 
made  a  sign  to  Urban  to  be  seated  near  her. 
The  happy  bachelor  directly  placed  hiB  chair 
next  that  of  Blanche,  and  gently  toolc  her 
hand,  which  she  allowed  him  to  retain. 

-  Then  you  will  pardon  me  for  loving  yoaT' 
said  Urban,  looking  on  her  tenderly. 
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"  I  must  forgave  it«  since,  if  I  forbade  your 
loving  me,  you  tell  me  it  would  cause  your 
death." 

''  And  will  you  as  well  love  me  ?** 

"  Ah  ! — ^that  I  cannot  say — ^yet,  notwith- 
standing, I  lored  Ursula — but  you,  the  case  is 
altered,  is  it  not  V* 

"  Yes,  for  a  sweeter  pleasure  stilL*' 

"  You  think  so  ?" 

''  I  am  certain  of  it,  from  my  feelings  at  this 
instant." 

"  What,  then,  are  you  happy  now  T* 

*'  Yes,  perfectly  ;  for  you  no  longer  fear  me, 
do  you?" 

"  No,  I  do  not  fear  you  now ;  but  why  do 
you  squeeze  my  hand  in  this  extraordinary 
manner  T* 

'^  I  would  for  ever  press  it  thus — for  ever 
hold  it  to  my  heart." 

*'  That,  then,  is  another  proof  of  love^" 

'*  Yes,  Blanche ;  but  if  it  displeases  you,  I 
will  relinquish  thy  dear  hand." 

o2 
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*'  Oh,  it  does  not  displease  me ;  but  your 
own  is  burning — ^it  quite  warms  mine,  and 
notwithstanding,  you  are  trembling  all  the 
while.     Is  love  again  the  cause  of  that  V 

*'  Yes, — ^it  burns  me — it  consumes  me." 

''  It  must  surely  be  injurious  to  love  in  such 
a  manner." 

The  bachelor,  no  doubt  intending  to  assuage 
the  malady  by  which  he  was  devoured,  raised 
Blanche's  hand  to  his  delighted  lips,  and 
covered  it  with  kisses.  The  girl  made  no 
resistance ;  but  now  the  passionate  expression 
of  her  lover's  eyes  imparted  to  her  bosom  an 
emotion  hitherto  unfelt.  Her  heart  beat 
quick — her  bosom  heaved — she  sighed,  and 
uttered,  in  enfeebled  accents, — 

"  Urban ! — Ursula ! — Good  Heaven !  what 
is  the  matter  with  me  ? — I  am  afraid  of  catching 
your  complaint, — hold, — there,  now,  I  am 
trembling  too. — Ah !  my  talisman  I — where  is 
my  talisman  !*' 

Alas  !    poor   Blanche,  what   dost   thou  ? — 


WILL  SHB  BSCAPB?  )25 

In  Tecurring,  as  thou  thitik'st,  to  a  preservative 
from  evil,  thou  might'st  diaclose  the  charms  no 
mortal  reason  could  resist ;  and  Urban's  now 
was  reeling  from  Us  seat.  With  a  resolute 
determination  to  respect  the  virtue  of  the 
lovely  girl,  ho  yielded  to  the  arduur  which  was 
rapidly  inflaming  him,  and.  as  he  pressed 
her  in  liis  arms,  conjured  her  not  to  tremble. 
Blanche,  astonished,  rather  than  alarmed,  did 
not  repel  him,  for  the  excess  of  innocence 
itself  is  not  without  its  dangers ;  but  at  the 
moment,  a  tremendous  knocking  at  the  cham- 
ber door  accompanied  the  fearful  accents  uf 
the  Barber,  who  exclaimed, — 

■■  Open  the  door,  Blanche;  open  it,  I  com- 
mand you." 

The  bachelor  was  pctrilicd,  and  Blanche, 
incapable  of  motion,  remained  in  his  embrace. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

WHO*D  HAVE  THOUGHT  IT  ? 

The  slap  so  vigorously  applied  by  Urban  to 
the  face  of  the  chevalier  had  completely 
stunned  the  little  man,  and  he  remained  a 
moment  leaning  on  the  curb-stone  of  the 
pavement,  utterly  unconscious  where  he  was ; 
but,  as  soon  as  he  regained  his  senses,  he  rose 
with  a  determined  air,  and,  having  laid  his 
hand  upon  the  spot  still  tingling  with  the 
bachelor's  impressive  salutation,  cried; — 

*'  Cape  d^bions !  it  never  shall  be  said  that 
Venus  has  escaped  the  enterprise  of  Mars. 
That  box  upon  the  ear,  my  girl,  shall  cost  thy 
virtue  dear." 

The  knight  immediately  pursued  the  foot- 
steps of  his  Venus,  who  was  leaping  all  the 
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gutters  .with  astoniBhing  agility^  and  though 
considerably  ahead  of  him,  the  little  penetrat- 
ing eyes  of  Chaudoreille  still  recognised  the 
object  of  his  gallantry,  when  Urban^  having 
reached  the  Barber's  house,  abruptly  dis- 
appeared. 

The  door  by  which  the  bachelor  had  entered 
was  immediately  secured  on  his  admission. 
The  knight  was  far  too  well  acquainted  with 
the  Barber's  house  to  be  deceived  in  its 
identity,  though  somewhat  distant  from  the 
peasant  who  had  made  it  her  retreat ;  and  it 
was  not,  indeed,  without  extreme  surprise  that 
he  observed  his  beauty  taking  such  unhesitat- 
ing refuge  in  the  mansion  of  his  friend.  The 
knight  accordingly  approached,  the  passage  of 
the  house,  presuming  that  the  door  had  been 
left  open  by  neglect ;  but  it  was  not  so.  When 
he  arrived  there,  all  was  duly  shut.  Moreover, 
the  person  who  had  captivated  ChaudoreiUe, 
appeared  to  have  gone  in  without  the  slightest 
doubt,  examination,  or  delay  ;  and  all  the  cir- 
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cumstances  proved  to  the  suspicious  knight 
that  Touquet's  house  had  previously  been 
fixed  on  as  a  place  of  rendezvous.  The  event, 
at  the  same  time  that  it  roused  the  curiosity 
of  Chaudoreille^  afforded  specious  grounds  for 
his  conjectures ;  and  resolving,  therefore,  not 
to  quit,  the  spot  from  which  he  could  perceive 
the  Barber's  door,  until  the  egress  of  his  fugi- 
tive, he  paraded  to  and  fro  between  the  Bue  des 
Mauvaiscs  Paroles  and  th6  Rue  St.  Honore. 

The  time,  however,  passed  away,  and 
Chaudoreille  still  played  the  sentinel  in  vain ; 
and  as  his  little  eyes  were  rivetted  upon  the 
house,  it  struck  him  that  the  light  remained 
unusually  late  in  Blanche's  room.  The  wind 
rose,  and  the  rain  began  to  fall  in  torrents : 
the  chevalier,  notwithstanding,  though  but 
indifferently  sheltered  by  a  pentice,  under 
which  he  had  taken  up  his  position,  determined 
to  maintain  it,  and,  wrapping  himself  up  as 
well  as  he  was  able  in  his  little  cloak,  solilo- 
quised as  follows : — 
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"  The  devil's  in  it,  but  she  must  come  out ! 
— ^unless,  indeed,— can  it  possibly  be  Tou- 
qaet's  mistress  ?  By  Jupiter !  I  must  contrive 
to  solve  this  strange  enigma  !  The  light  still 
burning  in  the  chamber  of  my  lovely  pupil ! — 
hem ! — I  have  certain  doubts, — that  devil  of  a 
slap  was  given  with  a  kind  of  vigour  which 
would  lead  me  to  suppose  my  Venus  wears  a 
beard! — ^a  little  patience — either  she  comes  out 
or  I  go  in." 

Poor  lovers !  while  you  were  enjoying  such 
delight  together,  beginning  just  to  compre- 
hend each  other,  to  exchange  endearing  looks, 
of  which  the  gentle  Blanche  had  vanquished 
every  fear,  little  did  you  think  that,  some  few 
paces  distant,  a  wretch  had  fixed  his  eyes  upon 
your  window,  and  was  meditating  the  disturb- 
ance of  your  happiness ;  and  all  because  suc- 
cessful roguery,  some  white  wine,  and  fictitious 
charms  had  heated  the  imagination  of  the 
knight. 

It  had  long  since  struck  eleven.     We  know 

G  3 
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the  occupation  of  tbe  pair  dbore,  now  let  us 
take  a  peep  into  the  Barber's  room  below. 

Cbaudoreille,  tired  out  with  waiting  in  tbe 
street,  resolved  on  knocking  at  tbe  Barber's 
door.  Tbe  loYors  beard  bim  not ;  for  Urban 
at  tbe  time  was  Idssing  tbe  fair  band  of 
Blanche,  and  in  tbe  midst  of  sncb  abaQrUng 
occupations,  one  heeds  but  little  what  is  pass* 
ing  in  the  street;  while  Margaret  was  snoring 
in  a  key  that  g^ve  no  evidence  of  fear*  in  fact, 
she  had  composed  herself  to  sleep  with  the  in- 
estimable talisman  beside  her. 

But  the  Barber  slept  not:  wbatever  was 
the  causOj  whether  it  was  tbe  storm,  the  wind, 
or  what^  Touquet,  who  rarely  knew  tbe  bless- 
ing of  a  night's  repose^  had  not  ascended  to 
bis  dormitory;  but,  sontbre^  thoughtful*  and 
for  ever  talking  to  himself^  paced  slowly  up 
and  down  the  room  behind  his  shop. 

**  Accursed  night !"  exclaimed  the  Barber. 
'<  Why  do  these  shadows  everlastingly  prevent 
my  rest?  No  sooner  hath  the  daylight  ceased 
than  all  my  torments  are  revived  !     Gold  ! — 
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yes,  I  have  gold ! — ^indeed  I  have ! — but  sleep ! 
-*iio,  never, — ^not  a  wink  of  sleep !  I  must  sell 
tUs  house,  and  go  far  hence,— tfar,  far  away. 
I  will  revisit  my  native  country, — and  my 
father,  if  he  lives.  My  change  of  fortune  will 
surprise  him!  When  I  left  my  home  he 
cursed  me !— I  would  fain  be  pardoned  by 
him.  Yes,  surely  he  will  grant  forgiveness  to 
my  early  faults  when  he  perceives  my  riches 
and  importance, — I  will  not  tell  him  how, — no, 
never,-->by  what  means  I  gained  my  fortune." 

A  bitter  smile  a  moment  dwelt  upon  the 
Barber's  pallid  lips,  and  he  relapsed  into  his 
meditation,  from  which  a  knocking  at  the 
outer  door  aroused  him. 

Touquet  started  at  the  sound,  but  quickly, 
as  if  ashamed  of  his  alarm,  took  up  the  lamp 
and  walked  directly  to  the  door.  He  expected 
no  one  at  so  late  an  hour,  but  presumed  the 
Marquis  de  Villebelle,  being  casually  in  the 
neighbourhood,  had  come,  perhaps,  in  quest 
of  him  respecting  some  intrigpie. 
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Wlicn  he  reached  the  door»  he  recognised 
the  voice  of  the  chevalier,  crying, — 

"  Open^  Touquet,  open,  be  not  afraid,  'tis  I ; 
but  absolutely  1  must  speak  with  thee.'* 

The  Barber  yielded  to  the  summons,  and 
Chaudoreille,  apparently  grown  less  by  se- 
veral inches,  with  his  clothes  completely 
drenched,  and  sticking  to  his  meagre  form, 
walked  in.  The  knight  was  curled  up  in  his 
cloak,  and  almost  doubled  as  he  entered,  as  if 
he  feared  to  hit  his  hat  against  the  grating 
overhead. 

''  What  the  devil  brings  thee  hither  at  such 
an  hour  as  this?"  said  Touquet,  as  he  closed 
the  passage-door,  while  Chaudoreille  looked 
wistfully  before  him,  to  see  if  any  one  were 
there.  At  length,  he  put  his  finger  on  his 
mouth,  inquiring  in  a  voice  almost  inaudible, — 

"Art  thou  alone  just  now?*' 

"  Undoubtedly,  I  am." 

"  Thou  hast  no  company  at  all  ?" 

"  Why,  no,  I  tell  thee,  none." 
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"  Then  it  is  most  urgent  I  should  speak  to 
thee." 

The  Barber  went  to  his  apartment  followed 
by  the  knight  on  tiptoe>  whose  glances  were 
directed  right  and  left,  as  if  in  search  of  some 
one. 

"  Now,  then,  what  hast  thou  to  say  V*  said 
Touquet.  "  What  means  this  visit,  hard  on 
midnight?  Dost  thou  suppose  me  in  the 
humour  to  give  thee  lodging  for  the  night? 
No,  no;  there  are  still  some  gaming-houses 
open  in  the  town,  and  thou  canst  get  thy 
shake*down  there.  My  house,  I  promise  thee, 
is  not  the  refuge  of  such  night-birds  as  thy- 
self." 

Chaudoreillc^  by  no  means  disconcerted, 
listened  to  the  Barber,  as  he  shook  his  hat 
and  squeezed  his  cloak,  but,  smihng  with  a 
somewhat  shrewd  expression  at  his  latter 
words,  replied, — 

**  Thy  house ! — thy  house  !  Sandis  I  Thou 
mak*st  a  mighty  fuss  about  thy  house !     We 
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shall  shortly  see  if  thou  dost  not  receive  sus- 
picious company  therein !" 

"  What  dost  thou  mean?**  cried  Touquet«  in 
an  angry  accent. 

"  Hush ! — ^make  no  nois^  1  beg  of  thee ! — 
awaken  not  the  sleeping  cat  I'* 

"  ChaudoreiUe,  I  lose  my  patience !  Speak> 
what  wouldst  thou  intimate  ?-^or,  sure  as 
death " 

''Well!  what  the  devil«  then!  I  come  to 
render  thee  a  serrice,  and  it  doth  not  appear 
to  me  a  very  grateful  thing  for  thee  to  fly  into 
a  passion  thus.  Listen  well;  but,  I  beseech 
thee«  do  abstain  from  rage,  for  it  would  make 
me  lose  the  thread  of  my  discourse  com- 
pletely." 

The  Barber  did  his  utmost  to  restrain  him* 
self,  and  Chaudoreille,  having  once  more 
drawn  his  sleeve  along  the  border  of  his  .hat 
to  make  it  shine,  commenced  his  story  in  an 
under  voice. 

*'  I  went  this  morning  to  St  Germains'  fair. 
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I  found  myself  without  a  soU'-<an  accident 
that  frequently  occurs  to  me,—- 1  had  eaten  not 
a  morsel  since  last  night  !** 

''Thou  hast  eaten  since,  I  answer  for  thee, 
and  drunk  as  weU.'* 

"  Thanks  to  my  grenius !  certainly,  I  have. 
I  was  indulging,  then,  in  doleful  thoughts 
upon  the  instability  of  lansquenet,  on  the  de- 
ceptive chances  of  piquet,  the  small  reliance  to 
be  placed  on  gleek, " 

'*  I  will  lead  thy  thoughts  forthwith  to  the 
strength  of  a  good  cudgel." 

'*  Hush !  and  do  not  interrupt  me.  I  per- 
ceived two  youths — two  perfect  adolescents ! — 
in  the  fair; — thou  know*st,  a  pair  of  fJEU^es 
which  appe^ed  to  say, '  Will  no  one  take  us 
in?' — so  free  from  craft! — a  very  fortu^je  to  a 
man  of  talent!  The  worthy  innocents  were 
playing  nine-pins, '* 

"  I  see  thou  wilt  persist  in  trying  my  en- 
durance." 

"  I  tell  thee  once  again,  that  every  item  is 
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connected  with  the  fact  that  touches  thee  so 
near.  I  approached  the  simple  youths,  and 
showed  them  such  a  stroke,  as  I  can  warrant, 
they  had  never  seen  before ;  to  cut  the  story 
short,  we  dined  together ;  I  charged  them  one 
poor  pistole — little  enough  I  may  observe — ^for 
my  instruction ;  ah !  had  they  refused,  I  should 
have  spitted  them  like  larks ! — Nay ;  stamp 
not  with  thy  foot ;  my  story  is  concluded.  Re- 
turning homeward,  gay  and  singing,  as  my 
custom  is,  I  stumbled  on  a  little  village  girl, 
excessively  alluring — although  I  cannot  say 
I  saw  her  face — but  active,  pliant,  tall  and 
stout  All  on  fire,  I  followed  her,  said  thou- 
sands of  my  charming  little  things  to  her,  and 
canst  thou  possibly  believe  it  ?  not  a  word  did 
she  reply;  I  increased  my  gallantries;  no, 
not  a  syllable;  I  approached  her  close,  and 
caught  her  by  the  petticoat — on  which,  my 
dearest  Touquet,  she  completely  stunned  me 
with  a  box  upon  the  ear !" 

''Ah  !  morbleu!  she  served  thee  right,  and 
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unleas  thou  art  disposed  to  the  enjoyment  of 
a  seconds  let  mc  admonish  thee  to  cease  thine 
indefatigable  clack." 

"  Confused  but  for  a  moment,  when  I  had 
regained  my  senses,  I  pursued  the  traitress, 
and  saw  her  enter — where  dost  thou  suppose  ? 
— ^thy  house/* 

"  My  house  ! — ^impossible ! — thou  art  mis- 
taken." 

"  No ;  by  all  the  devils  of  the  realm  beneath, 
I  am  not ; — what,  I  suppose  I  know  thy  habi- 
tation; and  no  sooner  was  she  fairly  in  the 
passage  than  the  door  was  closed  upon  her.'' 

"  At  what  o'clock  was  this  ?" 

"  Near  seven,  I  should  say,  and  I  can  pro- 
mise thee  she  hath  not  departed  since,  for  I 
have  never  budged  an  inch  from  my  position 
immediately  before  thy  door.*' 

"  How,  then,  blopkhead !  the  girl  hath  been 
thus  long  within  my  house,  and  thou  art  come 
thus  late  to  give  me  information  of  it  ?" 

"  What  wouldst  thou  have  one  do  ? — I  was 
undecided  how  to  act. — Between   ourselves. 
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I  thought  the  lady  was  perhaps  a  visitor  of 
thine ;  but  as  I  saw  a  light  contiQually  in  my 
pupil's  room — ^thought  I " 

''  A  light  in  Blanche's  room !" 

"  Ah  1  Sandis  /-^it  is  burning  still ;  now«  at 
this  very  moment,  which  makes  me  think *' 

The  Barber  rose  abruptly,  lit  a  second 
lamp,  seized  his  poniard,  and  taking  the  direc- 
tion of  the  stair-case,  said  to  Chaudoreille— 

''  Stay  here,  and  wait  for  me." 

''How  now!  dost  thou  not  wish  me  to  ac- 
company thee  r* 

"  Stay  where  thou  art,  I  tell  thee ;  but  if 
thoii  hast  deceived  me,  tremble  !  thy  punish- 
ment  shall  be  proportioned  to  my  rage." 

"  The  devil  take  him !"  said  the  knight, 
who  squatted  down  quite  closely  in  the  corner 
of  the  room.  "  I  come  here  on  purpose  to  be 
serviceable  to  him,  and  afterwards  am  to  be 
beaten,  should  he  not  discover  the  intruder — 
this  box  upon  the  ear  may  lead  to  very  dis- 
agreeable results.** 

Touquet  ascended  rapidly  to  Blanche's  cham- 
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ber,  and  struck  the  door  with  violence^  as  he 
commanded  her  to  open  it,  producing  by  a 
summons  so  abrupt  the  effect  we  have  de- 
scribed upon  the  youthful  pair  in  the  apart- 
ipent.    . 

Urban  was  motionless,  still  clasping  Blanche 
half  naked  in  his  arms.  He  was  struck  imme- 
diately  with  the  suspicions  that  must  natu- 
rally follow  their  discovery  in  such  a  situation. 
Blanche,  pure  and  innocent,  to  whatever  perils 
she  had  been  exposed,  would  inevitably  be 
considered  guilty,  and  Urban  felt  himself  the 
cause  of  this  unjust  conclusion. — How  could  it 
be  prevented?  These  hurried  thoughts  as 
quick  as  lightning  crossed  the  mind  of  the 
young  bachelor  between  the  first  and  second 
knocking  of  the  Barber,  who  now  assailed  the 
door  with  double  violence,  and  reiterated,  in 
a  threatening  tone,  the  order  he  already  had 
pronounced. 

Urban  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  chimney,  which 
appeared  his  only  hope ;  but  as  He  ran  towards 
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it,  he  was  detained  by  Blanche,  who,  having 
OTercome  her  first  alarm,  demanded  in  an 
accent  of  surprising  calmness, — 

"  Whither  are  you  going  ?" 

"  To  conceal  myself." 

"No,  no;  that  must  not  be — why  not  de- 
clare  the  whole  and  simple  truth  ?** 

"  Ah !  Blanche !  but  think  of  my  being 
found  alone  with  you  at  such  an  hour  of 
night." 

"  Well,  if  you  are — ^what  harm  have  we  been 
doing  ? — it  is  better  to  confess  the  whole  than 
have  recourse  to  an  untruth." 

On  saying  which  she  ran  to  the  door,  undid 
the  bolt,  and  opened  her  apartment  to  the 
Barber,  who  entering  abruptly,  cast  his  glance 
on  Urban  standing  near  the  chimney.  Tou- 
quet  examined  him  but  for  an  instant,  and 
recognised  the  bachelor  forthwith.  He  drew 
his  dagger,  and  rushing  on  him,  cried, — 

*'  Wretch  !  thy  life  shall  pay  for  thy  teme- 
rity/' 
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Urban  remained  immoveable,  as  if  he  seemed 
to  brave  the  ^ury  of  the  Barber ;  but  Blanche, 
when  she  beheld  the  murderous  weapon  in  his 
grasp,  sent  forth  a  piercing  shriek  and  quicker 
than  the  hand  of  Touquet,  threw  herself  be* 
tween  him  and  her  lover,  whom  she  covered 
wit^  her  person ;  then  raising  up  her  hands, 
besought  the  former  in  an  accent  that  pro* 
ceeded  from  the  bottom  of  her  heart — 

"  Ah  !  Monsieur,— ^offer  him  no  harm." 

The  Barber's  weapon  almost  grazed  the 
young  girl's  bosom ;  but  there  was  something 
so  irresistibly  affecting  in  her  voice,  so  sweet 
and  so  exalted  in  the  mixed  expression  of  her 
features,  that  Touquet  yielded  to  the  powerful 
impression.  His  fury  was  apparently  subdued, 
he  dropped  his  poniard  from  his  hand,  and 
added  in  a  tone  of  less  severity  ; — 

"  This  man  hath  outraged  you ;  it  was  your 
vengeance  only  I  pursued!  You  intercede 
for  him — 'tis  well !  I  will  withhold  the  blow." 

"  What,  Sir,"  said  Blanche  surprised ;  "  was 
it    on   my   account  you  would  have  injured 
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Urban  ? — yon  would  have  been  wrong  indeed. 
Yoa  say^  that  he  has  outrage4  me;  oh  no. 
Sir ;  I  will  swear  it  to  you. — He  has  only  told 
me  that  he  loves  me ;  that  moreover  he  will 
love  me  while  he  lives ;  and  sorely  this  is  not 
an  outrage ;  fov-at  the  very  moment  when  you 
knocked,  I  think  I  was  about  to  say,  I  laved 
him  too ;  you  see,  that  !»  at  least,  was  quite  as 
culpable  as  he,  and  therefore  if  you  punish  one, 
the  punishment  is  due  to  both  of  us.** 

Blanche  spoke  with  such  an  air  of  unadorned 
and  simple  truth,  that  it  was  utterly  impossible 
to  doubt  her.  The  Barber's  eyes,  expressive 
of  astonishment,  were  fixed  at  once  on  Urban 
and  the  girl,  and  it  was  evident  he  thought, 
in  spite  of  all  appearances,  that  Blanche  was 
pure  as  ever.  And  yet,  the  strange  disorder  of 
the  room,  the  all  but  naked  state  of  the  young 
girl,  the  singular  costume  of  Urban,  which 
was  neither  wholly  male  or  female,  but  a  gro- 
tesque confusion  of  each  other,  appeared  to 
stagger  Touquet's  just  conviction. 

"  Listen  to  us,'*  said  Blanche,  "  and  we  will 
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tell  you  all  the  truth.     Urban^  I  admit,  is 
culpable  to  gome  extent ;  for  he  has  come  to 
see  us  every  evening  for  this  fortnight  past : 
but  then  he  came  as  a  young  girl ;  and  it  was 
only  some  few  moments  since  I  learned  he  was 
a  boy.     At  first  I  was  ofiendtfl  with  him ;  bat 
Urban  is  so  gentle — I  forgave  him»  and  then> 
as  I  was  already  so  attached  to  him  as  Ursula, 
I  found  I  loved  him  for  himself  as  well.    He 
says  that  he  will  be  my  lover, — ^nay,  my  hus- 
band,— that  he  cannot  live  without  me  ! — and 
that  it  depends  on  you  to  make  us  happy  ever- 
lastingly !     Ah !  I  am  certain,  my  kind  firiend, 
that  you  would  wish  us  so, — ^now,  woiQd  you 
not  ?    You  have  done  much  already  for  me, — 
give  me  now  but  Urban  for  my  husband,  and 
I  promise  never  more  to  ask  a  favour  at  your 
handi^' 

The  Barber,  while  he  seemed  to  listen  to 
the  girl,  still  muttered  to  himself, — 

"  He  has  been  here  every  evening  for  this 
fortnight  past ! — and  now  I  find  it  out  by  ac- 
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ddent  alone! — and  I,  who  thought  to  keep 
this  girl  in  such  impenetrable  secrecy! — and 
put  the  enterprizes  and  devices  of  gallants  at 
calm  defiance  !** 

«  Monsieur,"  said  Urban,  who  had  hitherto 
been  silent,  "  Isconfess  my  fault     Love,  only 
love,  can  plead  in  my  behalf,  and  gain  my 
pardon ;  but  I  adored  Blanche,  whom  I  had 
seen  but   through  her  window,  and  I  knew 
that  you  permitted  no  man  living  to  approach 
her.     I  endeavoured  once  to  make  acquaint- 
ance with  you,  but  the  repulsive  manner  with 
which  my  overtures  were  met  allowed  me  not  a 
ray  of  hope.     Thenceforth,  I  was  blind  and 
deaf  to  everything  but  the  suggestions  of  my 
passion.     Thanks  to  the   disguise,  in  part  of 
which  you  see  roe,  I  succeeded  in  imposing  on 
old   Margaret,  who  consented  once  to  intro- 
duce me  here.     I  beheld  Blanche! — could  I 
possibly  renounce  the  hope  of  calling  her  my 
own  ?    She  and  Margaret  were  both  deceived : 

under   the  assumed   name  of  Ursula,  I  was 
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fortunate  enough  to  gain  her  confidence,  and 
to  amuse  her  old  attendant  by  relating  tales, 
in  which  she  took  a  lively  interest.  I  enjoyed 
my  happiness,  but  dared  not  yet  disclose  my- 
self; it  was  not  until  to-night  that,  owing  to 
the  storm,  the  violence  of  the  rain,  and  the 
lateness  of  the  hour,  I  was  persuaded  to  re- 
main.'* 

"  Yes,"  added  Blanche,  with  an  angeUc 
smile,  '*  he  was  to  sleep  with  me  too, — 'twas  I 
that  asked  him  so  to  do.'' 

The  Barber  knit  his  brow,  and  cast  a  wrath- 
ful look  upon  the  bachelor,  who>  falling  at  his 
feet,  exclaimed ; — 

"  I  have  revered  her  innocence  and  virtue ! 
Ah !  Sir,  is  it  possible  that  you  can  feel  insen- 
sible to  my  attachment  ?  Yes,  I  do  adore 
her ! — grant  me  the  hand  of  Blanche,  or  take 
a  life  which  would  be  wholly  insupportable 
without  her !" 

«<Do  you  hear,  my  friend?''  said  Blanche, 
''  he  positively  beg^  for  death  unless  I  am  to 
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be  his  wife,  and  if  he  died  I  never  should  be 
happy !" 

The  Barber  listened  to  the  bachelor,  but 
seemed  in  nowise  touched  by  his  entreaties, 
when  Urban  recommenced, — 

*'I  know.  Sir,  all  that  you  have  done  fw 
Blanche !  Her  father  was  assassinated ! — she 
remained  an  orphan,  without  kindred  or  sup- 
port ;  she  owes  you  all——*' 

*'  What  !**  said  Touquet,  whose  attention 
seemed  to  be  aroused  by  the  concluding  words 
of  Urban,  "you  know *' 

"Yes,  Sir,  I  have  learned  everything  con- 
cerning her  whom  I  adore !  She  is  uncon- 
scious of  a  living  relative, — she  has  no  for- 
tune,— but  it  is  she  alone  that  I  demand! 
You  have  already  done  enough  for  her  i  Give 
me  but  Blanche,  and  she  alone  will  make  me 
happy !  I  also  am  an  orphan, — ^my  family 
was  honourable  and  esteemed, — but  I  have 
no  relation  left.  My  name  is  Urban  Dorge- 
ville ;  I  possess  an  income  of  twelve  hundred 


who'd  have  thought  it?  147 

Uvres^ — but  little,  it  is  true.  I  have^  besides,  a 
humble  rural  dwelling  on  the  Loire,  to  which 
I  shall  retire  to  live  with  Blanche,  far  from 
the  tumult  of  this  city»  far  from  pleasures  we 
shall  not  regret :  there,  at  a  distance  from  a 
world  that  we  are  not  solicitous  to  know,  we 
shall  expend  our  days  in  love  and  peace,  in 
happiness  that  you  will  have  dispensed  to 
usr 

The  Barber  was  absorbed  in  deep  reflection. 
He  arose,  and,  with  his  head  thrown  forward 
on  his  chest,  strode  up  and  down  the  room, 
while  hope  and  fear  alternately  possessed  the 
countenances  of  the  lovers,  who  anxiously 
awaited  Touquet's  resolution.  At  length,  the 
Barber,  halting  and  looking  stedfastly  at 
Urban^  said, — 

"  You  are  an  orphan  ? — and  entirely  inde- 
pendent in  your  actions?' 

"  Yes,  Sir." 

''  No  one  can  pretend  to  make  objections  to 
your  marriage  with  an  orphan  without  pro* 
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perty,  and  whose  family,  you  are  aware,  is  to- 
tally unknown." 

'*  I  repeat  to  you,  that  no  one  has  the  right 
to  question  or  control  my  will/* 

"  You  will  never,  then,  endeavour  to  obtain, 
— it  would  be  useless,  by  the  way, — the 
slightest  information  touching  Blanche  or  her 
connexions  ?" 

"  Why,  Sir,  of  what  concern  to  me  are  her 
connexions? — she  is  herself  a  treasure.** 

''  And  you  promise  to  retire  and  live  with 
her  remote  from  Paris  and  the  world  ?*' 

''  Yes  ;  for  the  whole  and  sole  endeavour  of 
my  life  will  be  to  work  her  happiness  !** 

*'  Good  Heaven  !  Urban  !  **  interrupted 
Blanche,  "you  know  I  never  left  this  room, 
where  I  saw  only  poor  old  Margaret.  If  I 
were  living  in  the  country  with  yourself,  what 
other  wish  on  earth  could  I  conceive  ?" 

"  Beloved  Blanche  !**  exclaimed  the  bachelor, 
*'  unite  with  me,  then,  in  beseeching  the  con- 
sent of  your  protector." 
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The  two  young  persons  raised  their  eyes 
replete  with  supplication  to  the  Barber,  who* 
however,  seeming  hardly  to  observe  them,  was 
immersed  in  rumination ;  but,  at  length,  sus- 
pending the  hurried  step  with  which  he  paced 
the  room,  he  stood  before  the  bachelor,  and 
briefly,  but  emphatically,  said, — 

"  Blanche  is  yours." 

*'  Can  it  be  possible  ?*'  exclaimed  the  bach- 
elor in  raptures.  ''Blanche,  do  you  hear? 
He  consents  to  our  felicity  !" 

"  Ah !  my  best  of  friends,  how  heartily  I 
thank  you !" 

And  the  lovers,  with  their  eyes  now  flooded 
with  the  tears  of  gratitude  and  happiness,  em- 
braced the  Barber *s  knees. 

"  What  are  ye  doing?"  said  the  Barber,  who 
appeared  ashamed  to  see  the  youthful  couple 
at  his  feet     "  Arise  directly,  I  insist  on  it." 

"  You  are  the  author  of  our  happiness," 
said  Urban,  ''and  will  you  not  receive  our 
thanks  ?*' 
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"  No,**  said  Touqnet,  "  I  require  no  thanks ; 
and  all  I  ask  from  you  is  silence  and  discre- 
tion;' 

''  Ah !  my  kind  friend ! — ^how  fortunate  it 
was  you  did  no  harm  to  Urban.  Was  he  not 
right  to  take  a  girFs  disguise?  It  was  he 
who  sang  so  charmingly  beneath  my  window  * 
How  happy  I  am  now ! — ^for  he  may  sing  to 
me  the  whole  day  through !  Oh !  you  shall 
teach  me  that  romance,  and  others  too;  yes, 
Urban,  you  will  teach  me  everything  I  How 
happy  we  shall  be !" 

The  Barber  had  some  difficulty  to  allay  the 
transports  of  the  bachelor  and  Blanche ;  but 
when  he  had,  at  length,  succeeded  in  gaining 
their  attention,  he  addressed  them  thus, — 

"  I  now  repeat  to  you  that,  till  the  moment 
of  your  union,  I  exact  from  both  of  you  the 
most  precise  discretion.  You,  Urban,  promise 
me  your  silence  on  the  subject  of  your  mar- 
riage, and,  moreover,  to  bring  hither  none  of 
your  acquaintance  in  the  mean  time." 
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"  I  swear  it.  Sir ;  besides,  I  know  no  one ;  I 
have  no  intimate  acquaintances." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  said  the  Barber ; 
"  you  will  feel  the  less  regret  in  leaving  Paris. 
Make  all  due  preparations  for  your  journey, 
and  procure  the  papers  necessary  for  your 
marriage.  As  to  Blanche,  I  shall  put  you  in 
possession  of  the  letter  found  upon  her  father. 
It  is  the  only  thing  existing  which  relates  to 
her.  When  you  have  made  your  requisite 
arrangements  you  will  marry  her ;  but,  mark 
you,  in  the  evening — tranquilly^ — with  no  dis- 
turbance to  attract  the  world  to  church  to  see 
the  ceremony ;  I  abominate  all  curious,  gaping 
idlers.  You  will  afterwards  depart  immedi- 
ately for  your  provincial  residence,  to  return 
no  more  to  Paris,  where,  indeed,  your  slender 
income  would  not  enable  you  to  live  in  com- 
fortv 

Agreed,  Sir." 

Shall  you  come  with  us,  my  kind  friend  V* 

''No;  that  would  be  unnecessary:  here- 
after, possibly." 
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•'And  Margaret? — ^may  we  take  her  with 
usT 

-  Yes." 

"  Oh !  how  delightfiil !" 

"  Till  the  day  of  your  departure.  Urban 
may  come  hither;  but  in  the  evening  only, 
and  no  more  disguise." 

*'  What !  come  as  a  young  man  ?  Ah !  how 
curious  I  am  to  see  him  in  that  character  !" 

''  You  have  now  heard  what  I  had  to  say. 
The  night  is  far  advanced;  you  must  retire. 
Urban ;  once  more,  observe  the  strictest  si- 
lence  with  regard  to  all  that  has  occurred  here* 
Hasten  your  arrangements,  and  Blanche  will 
all  the  sooner  be  your  own." 

Urban  renewed  his  promises  and  thanks  to 
Touquet,  took  Blanche*s  hand  and  covered  it 
with  kisses.  The  lovers  hardly  could  beUeve 
in  their  felicity,  and  looked  upon  the  promise 
of  their  future  blessings  as  an  airy  dream. 
The  Barber  hastened  their  adieus. 

"  To-morrow,  then  ?"  said  Urban. 

'* To-morrow/'  repeated  Blanche,  "and  mind 
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you  are  to  come  no  more  in  the  costume  of 
Ursula,  but  in  your  male  attire." 

"  Very  well,  my  dearest  Blanche  :  hence- 
forth, no  more  disguise/' 

The  Barber  interrupted  their  adieus  by 
leading  Urban  to  the  door,  which  Blanche 
closed  after  their  departure,  repeating  still 
"  To-morrow !"  Touquet  quickly  lighted  Ur- 
ban to  the  staircase^  but  had  not  advanced  ten 
paces  in  the  passage,  when  he  felt  his  feet 
obstructed  and  entangled.  As  he  lowered  the 
lamp  to  seek  the  cause  of  the  impediment,  he 
saw  a  little  circular  extraordinary  heap  of 
something  moving,  and  apparently  endeavour- 
ing to  creep  against  the  wall.  The  Barber 
hastily  approached  the  object,  and,  roughly 
lifting  up  the  cloak  that  covered  it,  disclosed 
the  knight,  so  closely  packed,  all-fours,  as 
hardly  to  take  up  more  space  than  any  cat  of 
good  dimensions. 

"  What  art  thou  doing  there,  idiot  ?*'  cried 
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Toaquet,  as  he  held  the  lamp  agamst  the  bee 
of  Chaudoreille. 

"I? — ^nothing — I  was  only  picking  up  a 
pm. 

"  60  down  into  the  parlour. — I  have  already 
told  thee  I  dislike  all  prying  characters/' 

Saying  which^  the  Barber^  to  attest  the 
truth  of  his  remark,  bestowed  a  swinging  kick 
on  the  chevalier,  who>  aa  he  had  not  had  time 
sufficient  to  unfold  himself,  received  its  foil 
effect  on  three  distinct  departments  of  his 
person.  Notwithstanding  this  adventure,  the 
Barber  went  with  Urban  to  the  door,  and,  as 
he  opened  it,  repeated, — 

''  Away,  and  recollect  your  promises.'* 

Urban  would  have  willingly  renewed  the 
protestations  of  his  gratitude ;  but  Touquet 
cut  him  short,  advising  him  to  gain  his  home 
wiChout  delay,  and  closing,  as  he  spoke,  the 
passage  door. 

The  Barber,  on  returning  to  the  parlour, 
found  Chaudoreille,  who  had    resumed    his 
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natural  dimensions,  and  was  strutting  with  an 
air  of  triumph,  evidently  waiting  for  the  warm- 
est of  acknowledgments. 

"  Well,  Sandis  f  exclaimed  the  knight,  im- 
patient at  the  Barbers  silence,  "thou  hast 
found  the  magpie  in  its  nest. — ^I  suppose  thou 
wilt  admit  that  I  have  eyes. — The  light  was 
not  intended  for  the  stars  to  find  their  way  by, 
and  that  tremendous  smack  ! — Cadidis  ! — I 
knew  the  gender  of  the  hand  that  gave  it : — 
no,  no ;  I  never  am  mistaken  in  a  thing  like 
that ! — But  it  seems  then  our  gallant  is  sent 
about  his  business. — As  for  the  roguish  girl — - 
plague  on  her! — who  would  have  suspected 
her  with  her  demure  hypocrisy  ?" 

"  Peace  !*'  cried  the  Barber,  as  with  a  threat- 
ening gesture  he  approached  the  knight; 
"  dare  not  to  outrage  Blanche :  the  girl  is  still 
as  pure  as  thou  art  a  notorious  liar  and  pol- 
troon !" 

"  Poltroon !  oh  that  Bolanda  had  a  tongue !' 

''Yes,  I  admit  it — I   did   find  some  one 
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there ;  but  then,  this  individual  was  not  alone 
with  Blanche/' 

"  Well,  that  is  strange !  I  never  heard  old 
Margaret " 

"  Then,  thou  wast  listening,  wretch  T* 

"  No ;  some  accidental  sounds  disturbed  my 
ear — I  thought  I  heard  a  cry,  and  that  assist- 
ance was  required ;  and  I,  obedient  to  my 
ardent  nature,  advanced  some  paces  towards 
the  spot  from  which  the  noise  proceeded/* 

''Well!  what  didst  thou  hear?  Speak — 
I  insist  on  knowing/' 

"  Oh !  —  nothing —  unconnected  words —  I 
thought  I  heard  thee  promise  to  unite  the 
lovers — at  least,  I  thought  I  caught — Not- 
withstanding, had  I  not  imagined  all  along 
that  thou  wast  stowing  up  the  little  creature 
for  thyself,  I  should  long  ago  have  asked  thee 
for  her  hand.  I  presume  I  might  have  claimed 
the  preference  to  this  little  mask,  who  should 
have  dearly  paid  that  box  upon  the  ear  he 
gave  me,  had  it  not  been  for  his  petticoat" 
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"Thou  become  her  husband!"  said  Tou- 
quet^  casting  a  contemptuous  look  upon  the 
little  being.  ''Listen,  Chaudoreille ;  it  suits 
my  views  to  marry  Blanche  with  this  young 
man :  he  has  the  power  to  make  her  happy." 

"  Thou  hast  the  right  to  do  as  thou  seest 
fit;  but " 

"  But  shouldst  thou  divulge  one  syllable  of 
that  which  thou  hast  seen  and  heard  this  night, 
expect  the  depth  of  my  revenge !  Thou  hear- 
est  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  I  hear  thee.  Ah  !  Sandis  ! 
marry  the  girl  with  whom  thou  wilt ;  it  sig- 
nifies no  more  to  me  than  any  double-barrelled 
gun.  However,  if  there  be  a  wedding- feast,  I 
hope " 

"  No ;  there  will  be  neither  fuss  nor  feast." 

"  That  will  be  mighty  gay." 

*'  But,  if  thou  canst  be  discreet,  I  promise 
thee  two  golden  pieces  when  all  is  over,  and 
Blanche  has  left  the  house." 

"  Agreed !   a  bargain,  as  safe  as  if  I  had 
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them  now ;  and  thou  may'st  pay  me  in  advance 
too,  if  thou  wilt" 

''Yet^  notwithstanding,  I  had  rather  pay 
thee  afterwards.  But  it  will  soon  be  morning  ; 
Chaudoreille,  retire,  and  recollect  thy  pro- 


mises.*' 


f€ 


Yes,  yes ;  that  is  settled.  A-propos !  what 
news  of  the  seducing  Marquis  and  the  young 
ItaUan  r 

''The  flame,  I  should  imagine,  is  by  this 
extinct.  But  that  does  not  surprise  me ;  the 
constancy  of  our  great  lords  but  rarely  lasts 
beyond  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  !*' 

"That  being  the  case,  'tis  probable  that 
there  will  shortly  be  some  fresh  intrigue  on 
foot,  and  let  me  beg  of  thee  to  think  of  me,  my 
dear  Touquet !" 

Good,  good ;  go,  get  thee  to  thy  bed." 
Why,  truly,  it  is  time. — ^Now,  then,  for  the. 
Rue  Brise-Miche. — *Tis  fortunate  my  porteress 
hath  a  sneaking  kindness  for  me,  or  I  might 
run  the  risk  of  sleeping  in  the  street.     How- 
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ever,  if  thou  art  willing,  I  could  wait  here 
until  day-break  on  a  chair.*' 

"  No,  no ;  thou  must  depart — I  also  am  in 
need  of  sleep,  and  feel  to-night  as  if  I  should 
enjoy  some." 

The  knight,  as  best  he  could,  now  wound 
his  cloak  around  him,  and  with  a  piteous  gri- 
mace advanced  in  the  direction  of  the  door, 
which  Touquet  closed  on  his  departure. 

"  I  have  done  well,*'  he  said  on  reaching 
his  apartment;  "she  will  depart,  and  never 
more  be  heard  of,  and  shortly,  everything 
relating  to  her  will  be  buried  in  oblivion.'* 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


HAPPY  MOMENTS. 


Margaret  alone  had  slept  throughout  a  night 
so  full  of  revolution  in  the  house  of  Touquet ;  ^ 
for  Blanche^  it  will  be  readily  supposed,  had 
never  closed  her  eyes.  Confounded  by  the 
strange  events  that  we  have  just  related,  she 
had  been  distracted  by  alternate  fear  and  love, 
by  doubts  and  joy;  her  poor  young  heart 
knew  scarcely  what  to  make  of  its  conAision, 
although  a  sentiment  beyond  all  previous  feel- 
ings presided  over  her  recurring  thoughts. 
She  started  up  at  times^  and  then  as  suddenly 
regained  her  couch,  repeating  to  herself — 

''  And  this  is  a  young  man — *tis  he  who 
sings  so  well — Good  Heaven  !  who  would  have 
suspected  it  ? — ^he  looked  so  pretty  as  a  girl 
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and  yet  I  can  imagine  him  more  comely  as  a 
man.  I  wish  it  were  already  evening! — He 
says  he  loves  me — how  strange  it  is ! — Do  I 
love  him  too?  Yes;  I  think  I  do. — But  I 
must  beg  of  Margaret  to  tell  me^  to  explain  to 
me  completely  what  love  is — she  certainly 
must  know.  Poor  Margaret !  how  astonished 
she  will  be  to  learn  that  Ursula  was  not  a  g^rl ! 
Oh,  dear !  I  wish  that  it  were  day  !*' 

The  light,  so  anxiously  desired,  appeared 
at  last.  Blanche  had  long  been  up,  and,  all 
impatience  for  the  coming  of  her  old  attend- 
ant, she  ascended  to  her  dormitory,  and,  knock- 
ing at  the  door,  cried  out — 

"  Get  up,  ma  bonne,  get  up !  it  is  extremely 
late. — I  have  a  thousand  things  to  tell  you. — 
Oet  up,  I  do  beseech  you — you  have  slept 
enough." 

Margaret,  unaccustomed  to  be  awakened 
thus,  for  she  invariably  was  early  down,  began 
to  rub  her  eyes  in  fright,  supposing  that  at 
least  the  house  had  taken  fire ;  she  endeavoured 
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to  collect  her  wandering  ideas,  and  find  the 
talisman  confided  to  her  care,  but  lost  henelf 
among  the  blankets,  while  mattering  invoca- 
tions to  her  tutelary  saint : — 

*'  A  pretty  business  1 — I  must  look  for  it— 
hath  the  devil  stolen  it  from  me  in  the  night? 
Wait,  wait  a  little ! — ^no,  I  cannot  find  it- 
Yet  I  feel  something  now — yes — the  devil 
himself  must  have  dislodged  it  out  of  spite." 

Margaret  at  length  recovered  Urban  s  talis- 
man, and,  instantly  remembering  their  ar- 
rangements over-night,  forthwith  unclosed  the 
door  to  Blanche,  inquiring  whether  Ursula 
were  gone,  and  if  not,  enjoining  Blanche  to 
send  her  off  without  delay.  But  the  young 
girl  answered  Margaret's  inquiries  by  leaping 
joyously,  and  endeavouring  to  hurry  the  old 
woman  to  come  down. 

"  Oh  yes ;  she  is  gone ! — that  is  to  say^ 
he  is  gone  ! — But  fear  not — ^my  kind,  good 
friend  consents  that  he  shall  come — he  is  eren 
willing  he  should  marry  me — ^his  anger  is  all 
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over. — He  is  to  come  this  evenings  as  a  man, 
and  you  will  see  how  handsome  he  will  look. 
And  then«  we  are  to  marry,  and  to  go  and  live 
in  the  country,  and  you  are  to  accompany  us. 
Oh !  how  delighted,  how  rejoiced  I  am ! — And 
why  do  you  not  laugh  too,  Margaret,  when  I 
tell  you  you  have  no  further  cause  to  fear  ?" 

But  Margaret  was  not  disposed  to  share  the 
gaiety  of  Blanche;  she  rather  could  have 
wept ;  for,  as  she  did  not  comprehend  a  sylla- 
ble addressed  to  her  by  the  enraptured  girl, 
she  stretched  her  eyes  to  their  extreme  extent, 
exclaiming, — 

"Ah!  good  Heaven!  my  dearest  child! — 
who  or  what  hath  turned  thy  giddy  brain  this 
morning?  What!  was  this  Ursula  a  sor- 
ceress 7  I  beseech  thee  leave  off  jumping  in 
that  manner." 

Blanche,  notwithstanding,  recommenced  her 
narrative  of  what  had  passed,  and  eventually, 
though  not  without  considerable  trouble,  suc- 
ceeded in  making  Margaret  comprehend  that 
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Ursula  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  man ; 
at  which  the  terrified  old  woman  shrieked,  ex- 
claiming,— 

''  Heaven !  good  Heaven  !  what — a  man ! 
and  hath  he  lain  with  you?'' 

''  No,  no,  ma  bonne ;  for  Monsieur  Touquet 
reached  my  chamber-door  just  at  the  moment 
that — why,  let  me  think — yes,  I  think  he  was 
embracing  me." 

"  Holy  Virgin !  *twas  an  imp,  then,  in  the 
likeness  of  a  girl !" 

*'  No,  no,  ma  bonne ;  his  name  is  Urban ;  he 
is  an  orphan  like  myself;  but  his  family  was 
one  of  consequence — in  short,  he  is  to  marry 


me." 


"  To  marry  you !" 

*'  Undoubtedly  he  is.  You  surely  will  not 
object  to  it,  since  my  protector  has  accorded 
his  consent  T 

What !  Monsieur  Touquet  ?" 
Yes,  yes ;  I  tell  thee  it  is  finished, — all  is 
finally  arranged.** 


a 
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The  good  old  woman  still  could  hardly 
bring  herself  to  credit  her  own  ears ;  but  the 
arrival  of  the  Barber  put  an  end  to  her  mis- 
trust. 

Touquet,  with  an  air  of  marked  severity,  ad- 
vanced towards  Margaret,  who  trembled  with 
the  consciousness  of  her  offence. 

"  Margaret/'  said  the  Barber,  "  I  have  the 
power,  if  1  choose  to  exercise  it,  of  punishing 
your  breach  of  trust,  for  having,  in  direct  in- 
fraction of  my  orders,  introduced  an  individual 
to  my  dwelling.  You  will  tell  me  that  you,  as 
well  as  Blanche,  were  deceived ;  I  am  willing 
to  believe  it.  Besides,  as  I  have  given  my  par- 
don, it  were  useless  to  revert  to  what  is  passed 
and  cannot  be  recalled.  The  young  man  will 
be  Blanche's  husband;  he  has  the  power  to 
make  her  happy,  and  when  they  quit  this 
habitation,  you  will  follow  them.  I  have  but 
one  order  now  to  give  you ;  and  that  is,  not  to 
mention  this  event  to  any  of  your  gossips  in 
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the  neigbbourliood.  K  you  commit  the  slight- 
est indiscretion  on  this  point*  I  shall  dismiss 
you  instantly ;  and  your  loquacity,  moreover, 
will  prevent  the  accomplishment  of  my  ex- 
pressed intentions." 

*'  Oh,  fna  bonne  !  for  Heaven^s  sake  utter  not 
a  word !"  cried  Blanche. 

"  No,  Mademoiselle — no  Monsieur/*  replied 
old  Margaret*  trembling  all  the  while ;   "  I 

protest  to  you  that " 

"  Enough,"  said  Touquet  ;  "  you  love 
Blanche,  and  her  felicity  depends  upon  your 
prudence.  Urban  will  come  hither  every 
evening,  and  in  the  evening  only,  till  the  day 
of  his  departure  with  his  wife." 

Having  said  thus  much,  the  Barber  took  his 
leave ;  and  Margaret*  in  amazement,  followed 
Blanche  to  her  apartment. 

**  How  is  this  ?"  she  said ;  "  what !  Monsieur 
Touquet  has  consented  so  immediately  T* 
"  He  has,  ma  bonne.** 


HAPPT  MOMENTS.  167 

"  I  am  all  astonishment !" 

"  It  surprised  me  also.  I  was  so  afraid  he 
would  have  given  Urban  a  refusal.*' 

"  Urban ! — Urban ! — but,  good  heavens,  child, 
you  do  not  know  the  man  ?** 

'•I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  bonne,  for 
Ursula  is.  Urban." 

"  Yes,  I  tmderstand :  but  Ursula  deceived 
us,  then." 

"  He  borrowed  that  disguise  that  he  might 
thereby  see  me — ^it  was  all  through  love  he  did 
so,  Margaret.*' 

"  Through  love  !  but  you,  my  child,  as  yet 
cannot  return  his  love !" 

'*  Oh  yes,  ma  bonne ;  I  feel  that  I  shall  love 
him  very  quickly. — He  had  already  taught  me 
how  to  love  him,  when  my  protector  reached 
my  door  last  night.*' 

"  Holy  Maria  ! — what !  my  child,  instead  of 
calling  for  my  assistance,  when  you  found  he 
was  a  man !" 

'*  Why,  I  had  a  mind  at  first  to  do  so — but  if 
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thou  didst  but  know  1 — Urban  is  by  no  means 
frightful — on  the  contrary;  and  then  I  saw 
him  at  my  feet,  and  asking  pardon  in  such 
gentle  terms — ^with  eyes  so— Ah,  Margaret! 
who  could  have  withheld  forgiveness  from 
him  r 

"  Oh,  just  Heaven  !  and  did  you  not  recur 
then  to  your  talisman,  my  child  ?" 

"  I  did,  indeed,  ma  bonne,  and  showed  it  fre- 
quently to  Urban.*' 

"  And  did  it  drive  him  from  you  ?" 

"  On  the  contrary ;  it  seemed  to  draw  him 
nearer  to  me.*' 

"  Marry !  then  all  things  are  decidedly  con- 
founded ! — This  youth,  I  warrant  him,  is  some 
magician,  who  effects  such  changes  in  this 
house  of  ours — and  I  have  no  more  faith  in  his 
unholy  relic." 

The  evening  was  impatiently  awaited  by 
both  Margaret  and  Blanche ;  the  former  being 
curious  to  survey  the  4nan  who  had  achieved 
such  prodigies    in  Touquefs  dwelling ;    the 
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latter  ardently  desirous  to  behold  again  the 
object  of  her  sighs  and  new-born  sentiment. 
But  the  anxiety  of  Blanche  was  mingled  with 
the  diffidence  and  fear  attendant  on  a  first 
attachment.  As  the  appointed  hour  drew 
nigh,  she  became  both  agitated  and  abstracted. 
She  already  felt  a  fond  anxiety,  to  please  him ; 
rose,  looked  into  the  glass^  arranged  her  hair^ 
and  turning  to  her  bo7ine,  said, — 

''  Margaret,  do  I  look  well  so  ?  Dost  thou 
think  he  will  be  as  fond  of  me  this  evening  as 
he  was  last  night  ?" 

'*  Beloved  child  !'*  exclaimed  the  old  domes- 
tic ;  "  if  he  were  capable  of  changing  would  he 
be  worthy  of  thee  ? — When  one  really  loves, 
my  girl,  it  is  for  life." 

"  Oh,  so  much  the  better  then,  ma  bonne ; 
it  is  the  very  way  in  which  I  wish  to  love. — 
You  will  see  that  Urban  is  by  no  means 
frightful— and  I  am  certain  thou  wilt  like  him 
even." 

Nor  did  the  young  bachelor  less  anxiously 

VOL.  II.  I 
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than  Kanche  invoke  the  hour  appointed  for 
his  visit  at  the  Barber*8.    His  head,  since  the 
preceding  evening*  almost  refused  its  reasona- 
ble offices ;  his  happiness  had  come  on  him  so 
suddenly,  so  unexpectedly,  that  it  had  near 
beguiled  him  of  his  senses.     He  had  returned 
at  night  to  his  apartments,  running,  dancing, 
singing  through  the  streets.     In  the  intoxica- 
tion of  his  joy  he  lost  his  petticoat  and  hand- 
kerchief; but,  as  he  no  longer  needed  a  dis- 
guise, he  bestowed  no  time  on  the  recovery  of 
those  henceforth  useless  portions  of  his  dress, 
and  consequently  reached  his  lodg^g  but  im- 
perfectly attired ;  but  so  elated,  that  he  would 
not  have  changed  his  destiny  for  the  fortune 
of  the  highest  favourite  at  court,  nay,  not  for 
the  very  power  of  the  Cardinal  himself;  and 
herein  he  was  wise,  for  love  hath  pleasures, 
which  are  not,  like  power  and  grandeur,  linked 
with  inquietude  and  wasting  care. 

Urban,  in  the   morning,  felt  disposed  to 
publish  his  felicity  to  every  one ;  but,  recollect- 
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ing  that  secrecy  in  the  affair  was  the  para- 
mount condition  of  the  compact,  he  was  obliged 
to  ease  the  fulness  of  his  heart,  by  looking  on 
the  persons  whom  he  met  with  that  decided 
air  of  satisfaction  and  success  which  implies  a 
soul  beyond  the  strokes  of  destiny. 

His  female  neighbour,  in  the  evening,  came 
as  usual  to  the  bachelor,  to  assist  him  in  the 
adjustment  of  his  disguise :  but  Urban  thanked 
her  for  her  kindness,  telling  her  he  no  longer 
stood  in  need  of  her  obliging  services;  and 
the  buxom  wench,  apparently,  was  much  cha- 
grined at  the  cessation  of  their  entertaining 
metamorphoses. 

Urban  naturally  wished  his  real  person  to 

be  more  effective  than  when  under  the  assumed 

appearance  of  a  village  g^l :  he  disposed  his 

hat  and  collar  with  more  than  ordinary  care ; 

examined  if  his  locks  fell  gracefully  upon  his 

forehead,  and  sighed,  as  he  exclaimed, — '*  If  I 

should  fail  to  please  her  thus !''     However,  his 

remembrance  of  the  previous  evening  gave  him 

i2 
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courage,  and  he  reached  the  habitation  of  the 

Barber. 
He  trembled  as  he  seized  the  knocker  of  the 

door,  yet  now  he  felt  no  apprehension  of  being 

driven  from  the  house.    He  knocked ;  and  the 

sound  vibrated  in  the  heart  of  Blanche,  who, 

bounding  on  her  chair,  exclaimed — "  Tis  he  !** 

and  she  was  instantly  proceeding  to  the  door, 

when  Margaret  stopped  her,  sayings — 

''How  now,  my  child,  what  are  you  thinking 
of  ? — It  would  not  be  decent  that  you  should 
go  to  give  admission  to  this  youth ^' 

"  Ah !  dost  thou  think  so,  Margaret  ? — Well, 
well,  go  thou,  go  thou — but  quickly.*' 

Margaret,  desirous  to  behold  the  bachelor, 
employed  her  utmost  speed,  and,  as  she  let 
him  in,  surveyed  him  with  minute  attention. 
The  old  woman,  directly  prepossessed  in  favour 
of  his  diffident  and  gentle  manner,  cried, — 

*'  'Tis  singular,  he  is  more  embarrassed  as 
a  lad  than  as  a  girl !  Come,  come  ;  come  oq, 
my  handsome  beau ! — Ah !  we  shall  see  if  you 
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remember  any  stories  and  adventures  of  your 
aunts  and  cousins ^" 

"Yes,  my  worthy  Margaret/*  replied  the 
bachelor^  *'  I  shall  be  delighted  to  relate  such 
tales  to  you«  as  often  as  it  pleases  you  to  listen 
to  them." 

"  He  consults  my  pleasure/*  said  the  old 
domestic^  as  she  conducted  him  to  Blanche's 
room ;  "  truly>  the  girl  is  right,  the  youth  is 
altogether  gentle,  and  well-bred.*' 

There  was  something  singular  in  the  con- 
fusion of  the  two  young  lovers,  who  after  the 
first  interview,  in  which  they  had  discoursed 
so  largely  and  so  freely  of  their  love,  beheld 
themselves  betrothed,  and  certain  of  their 
union.  Blanche,  who  under  her  first  impulse, 
was  running  to  the  door,  could  now  not  raise 
her  eyes,  remaining  motionless  upon  her  seat 
as  the  approaching  steps  of  Urban  fell  upon 
her  ear.  The  bachelor,  on  entering  the  cham- 
ber, to  which  for  the  last  fortnight  he  had 
been  clandestinely  admitted,  experienced  an 
embarrassment  till  now  unfelt,  and  pausing 
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at  the  door,  surveyed  the  promise  of  lus 
happiness  with  mixed  timidity  and  joy. 

"  Well ! "  said  Margaret,  "now, there  he  is, 
too  timid  to  advance !  Come,  come,  my  good 
young  gentleman,  when  you  performed  the 
girl,  you  were  not  wont  to  stand  so  straight 
and  dumb  against  the  door ;  and  here  is  my 
poor  Blanche,  afraid  to  raise  her  eyes,  and 

trembling  too  all  over. My  dearest  love, 

there  is  no  need  to  blush,  when  one  hath  done 
no  harm.  Ay!  ay!  I  see  it  must  be  my 
part  to  encourage  them !" 

But  Urban  had  already  gently  drawn  near 
Blanche,  and,  as  he  placed  his  knee  upon  the 
floor,  he  stammered, — 

"  If  your  regard  for  me  exists  no  longer — if 
this  costume  deprives  me  of  your  confidence — 
why,  then,  I  will  resume  the  dress  of  Ursula.** 

Blanche  raised  her  head,  with  evident  timi- 
dity, and,  as  she  cast  a  look  of  sweetness  and 
affection  on  her  lover,  blushingly  replied, — 

"  Oh  no  !  it  is  not  that — excuse  me,  but  I 
know  not  what*s  the  matter  with  me.'* 
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As  she  spoke,  she  turned  her  head  aside, 
and  hid  her  fiice  on  Margarets  bosom,  to 
whom  she  said,  almost  inaudibly, — 

"  And  is  it  love,  ma  bonne,  that  makes  me 
bashful  as  I  am  ?" 

"  I  have  but  a  faint  remembrance  of  its 
effects,'*  said  Margaret,  and  shook  her  head. 
"  However — yes — in  my  day,  I  believe  the 
passion  was  announced  in  much  the  self-same 
manner."  And  Blanche  turned  fondly  towards 
the  bachelor,  and  said,  with  a  delightful 
smile, — 

'' Be  not  offended !  If  I  am  awkward  and  con- 
fused, it  seems  thatit  arises  from  my  lovingyou." 

Enchanted  by  her  candour.  Urban  took  her 
hand  and  pressed  it  with  emotion  to  his 
breast;  then,  sitting  down  beside  her,  renewed 
to  her  the  oaths  of  his  affection.  Their 
mutual  confidence  was  soon  restored :  when 
hearts  believe  each  other,  constraint  is  banished 
quickly.  Blanche  expanded  into  gaiety  and 
fondness,  and  disclosed  to  her  adorer  all  the 
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tender  feelings  of  her  soul,  while  Urban 
gathered  from  every  expression  of  her  eyes 
and  lips  additional  conviction  of  the  innocence 
and  worth  composing  the  delicious  treasure 
he  was  shortly  to  possess. 

Margaret  now  took  part  in  the  discourse ; 
and  as  Urban,  by  his  gentleness  and  seeming 
deference  for  the  opinion  of  the  old  domestic, 
had  conciliated  her  regard,  they  formed  in 
concert  a  thousand  charming  projects  for  the 
future.  The  bachelor  expatiated  on  the  situa- 
tion of  his  small  estate,  which,  lying  in  the 
midst  of  a  delightful  country,  would  present 
to  them  innumerable  pleasant  walks,  and  all 
the  sweet  and  innocent  amusements  of  a  rural 
residence.  They  promised  Margaret  an  apart- 
ment proof  against  enchantment ;  and  also  to 
relate  to  her  on  winter  evenings  the  tales  she 
listened  to  with  such  a  mixture  of  delight  and 
fear.  As  the  lovers,  hand  in  hand,  discoursed 
with  Margaret,  they  gazed  upon  each  other 
fondly ;  and  a  smile  of  exquisite  comj^acency. 
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a  tender  pressure  of  the  haad»  assured  them 
mutually  of  that  intelligence  of  heart  which 
yields  the  earliest^  and  oftentimes  the  sweetest, 
of  the  pleasures  of  attachment 

The  time  passed  rapidly ;  the  clock  struck 
nine,  the  hour  appointed  for  the  bachelor  s 
retirement,  and  Blanche  and  Urban  knew 
that  the  fulfilment  of  the  Barber's  promises 
depended  totally  on  their  obedience  to  his 
orders. 

"  Must  we  part  so  soon?**  said  Urban. 

"  *Tis  a  pity/'  answered  Blanche,  with  a  de- 
jected air. 

''  You  will  see  each  other  again  to-morrow, 
children,"  said  old  Margaret ;  ''  and  the  day 
will  shortly  come  when  you  will  separate  no 
more.  Monsieur  Dorgeville,  have  you  thought 
upon  the  steps  that  must  be  taken  for  your 
marriage  ?" 

'*  Ah !  good  Heaven !  true,"  said  Urban, 
"  I  have  been  in  such  confusion  all  day  long, 
that  I  thought  of  nothing  but  the  happiness 

I  3 
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awaiting  me  this  evening ;  and^  as  yet^  I  have 
done  nothing  in  the  business." 

"  If  you  are  ever  thus  distracted,"  said 
Margaret^  "  your  marriage  never  will  take 
place." 

''It  shall  be  my  earliest  care  to-morrow 
to  commence  the  necessary  preparations. — It 
seems  to  me  so  long  before  I  shall  be  free  to 
stay  with  Blanche  for  ever ! — But,  I  have  not 
seen  Monsieur  Touquet.  Ought  I  not  to  go 
and  say  good  night  to  him  T' 

"  No ;  it  is  unnecessaiy.  My  master  is 
unlike  most  other  persons ;  he  does  not  stand 
upon  these  little  points.  He  simply  said  to 
me, — '  The  youth  will  come  at  seven  o'clock, 
when  you  will  instantly  conduct  him  up  to 
Blanche's  room,  and  there  remain  with  them 
till  nine,  the  hour  at  which  he  will  depart. 
Should  I  wish  to  speak  to  him  1  will  go  to 
him;  it  is  unnecessary  that  he  should  come 
to  me.' " 

"  How  strange  a  man !"  said  Urban ;  "  but  I 
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ought  to  bless  him,  for  he  was  the  author  of 
my  happiness^  at  the  very  time  I  was  sus- 
piciously accusing  him  of  keeping  to  himself  a 
treasure  which  he  hid  from  every  mortal 
eye." 

''  To  himself!*^  cried  Blanche :  "  good  Hea- 
ven !  is  it  possible  you  thought  so  V 

*'  Pardon  me>  my  dearest  Blanche ;  love 
makes  one  jealous :  I  was  unjust  in  my  sus- 
picions^ and  admit  it.** 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  were,"  said  Margaret ;  **  but 
be  quick  in  getting  all  the  papers  you  require 
— and  in  accomplishing  your  marriage  with 
this  dearest  g^rl.** 

The  bachelor  departed,  followed  by  the  eyes 
of  Blanche,  no  longer  entertaining  any  doubt 
of  his  felicity.  He  possessed  her  generous  and 
simple  heart, — a  heart  unable  to  conceal  the 
warmth  of  its  affection.  Early  on  the  morrow. 
Urban  was  employed  in  the  preliminary  bu- 
siness of  his  union.  He  made  arrangements 
for  the  sale  of  the  few  articles  of  furniture  in 
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his  posseflsiony  as  money  would  be  needed  for 
their  journey  to  the  Loire ;  for  the  bachelor 
perceived  that  Touquet  had  evinced  no  liberal 
design  on  that  material  head.  But  Urban,  on 
the  point  of  perfect  happiness,  bestowed  no 
worldly  thought  on  the  condition  of  bis  funds ; 
and  Blanche,  who  had  been  reared  in  strict 
seclusion,  was  uninfected  by  the  fantasies  of 
costly  finery  and  dress.  Her  taste  was  econo- 
mical and  simple,  a  quality  full  often  more 
than  an  equivalent  for  the  marriage  portion  of 
a  bride. 

At  the  customary  hour  of  seven  the  happy 
moments  of  the  lovers  were  renewed;  and 
now,  as  all  embarrassment  had  ceased  between 
them,  they  resigned  themselves  without  reserve 
to  the  felicity  of  pure  and  tender  intercourse. 
The  moments  of  their  interview,  however, 
passed,  as  hitherto,  with  the  same  rapidity  of 
wing,  yet  left  them  the  consolatory  hope  that 
shortly  they  would  meet  to  part  no  more.  On 
the  fourth  evening  of  Urban's  visit  to  his  pro- 
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mised  bride  and  her  attendants  the  door  of  the 
apartment  opened,  and  Tonquet  stood  among 
the  party.  With  a  slight  inclination  of  the 
head  to  Urban,  he  asked  him  in  his  usual 
style  of  brevity, 

"  Are  yon  making  the  arrangements  for 
your  marriage  ?" 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Urban,  rising,  and 
advancing  towards  the  Barber;  ''you  are 
aware  that  the  functionaries  of  an  office  will 
not  partake  of  my  anxiety :  however,  in  the 
course  of  ten  days  at  the  farthest,  I  shall  have 
procured  the  necessary  documents.  I  have 
seen  the  minister  who  is  to  unite  us,  and 
every  disposition  for  our  departure  will  be 
duly  made." 

"  'Tis  well.** 

The  Barber  said  no  more,  but  quitted  the 
young  couple,  who,  for  a  moment,  felt  as- 
tonished at  his  conduct.  They  were,  however, 
glad  to  be  delivered  from  his  presence,  to  in- 
dulge the  tender  pleasures  of  affection,  un- 
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witnessed  but  by  Margaxet.  who  dosed  trook 
time  to  time,  while  Blanche  and  Urban  si- 
lently enjoyed  the  gentle  pressure   of  each 

other's  hands. 

The  flight  of  time  is  rapid  with  the  happy ; 
and  if  the  days  of  the  two  lovers  appeared 
long,  their  evenings,  on  the  other  hand,  ap- 
peared as  lamentably  short.  The  more  they 
saw  each  other,  the  deeper  still  the  roots  of 
pure  affection  struck  into  their  hearts,  replete 
with  mutual  adoration,  and  feeling  the  im- 
possibility of  a  distinct  existence. 

The  hymeneal  day  drew  near :  Urban  had 
urged  the  clerks  and  merchants ;  for  he  had 
made  some  purchases  for  his  intended  bride. 
The  priest  had  notice  of  the  wedding,  and  in 
five  days  more  their  oaths  were  to  be  offered 
at  the  altar.     They  were  then  to   leave  the 
city,  and  retire  to  the  enjoyments  of  a  pure  and 
unmolested  happiness. — Such  was,  at  least,  the 
flattering  aspect  of  the  future.     And  Chaud- 
oreille,  all  anxious  to  receive  the  promised 
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recompense  from  Touqaet,  had  called  upon 
him  thrice  already,  sayings — 

"  Is  the  marriage  over  T' 

"  Not  yet,*'  was  Touquet's  answer ;  and, 
on  each  occasion,  Chaudoreille  departed,  mut- 
tering,— 

*'  I  wish  they  would  make  haste. — The  devil 
take  it ! — I  am  wanting  money  all  this  while. 
— Ah !  Cadedis  ! — twelve  days ! — why,  I  could 
wed  a  dozen  wives  in  such  a  space  of  time  !" 
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CHAPTER  VIII 


AN   EVENTFUL   DAY. 


Chaudoreillb,  who  had  not  as  yet  received 
the  promised  two  gold  pieces  from  the  Barber, 
finding  himself^  as  usual,  without  a  farthing  in 
his  pocket,  set  forth  one  morning  for  the  Rue 
des  Petits  Carreaux.  -He  had  just  returned 
from  the  fair  of  St.  Germain,  where,  however, 
he  had  met  with  no  one  anxious  to  receive  a 
lesson  at  his  favourite  game  of  ninepins ;  and, 
accordingly,  he  bent  his  steps  to  the  fair  of 
St.  Laurent,  in  hopes  of  better  fortune. 

According  to  his  custom,  Chaudoreille  was 
walking  with  his  nose  tossed  upwards,  bestow- 
ii^S  ogli^S  K^&^ces  in  all  possible  directions, 
his  left  hand  resting  on  his  hip,  while  stroking 
his  mustachios  with  the  other.    As  he  ap- 
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proached  the  boulevards  he  was  startled  by  a 
gentle  pluck,  which,  on  recovering  from  his 
momentary  fright,  he  instantly  perceived  had 
been  applied  to  his  cloak  by  an  aged  female 
servant  The  chevalier's  hand  was  instantly 
upon  his  sword, — 

"  SandU  r  said  he,  '<  I  thought  it  was  a 
man, — I  was  on  the  very  point  of  asking  satis- 
faction,—but  as  for  you,  my  worthy  mother, 
what  may  be  your  business  with  me  ?  Nay 
gently,  gently  with  my  cloak, — it  hath  seen,  I 
promise  you,  some  hardship  in  my  si  rvice.** 

The  sibyl  placed  her  finger  on  her  lip,  and 
answered,  with  an  air  of  mystery, — 

"  My  mistress  wishes  for  a  word  with  you." 

"  Your  mistress  !'*  exclaimed  Chaudoreille, 
whose  features  were  relaxed  into  a  smile  of 
satisfaction,  and  who  ascribed  the  application 
to  some  sudden  conquest ;  "  oh !  oh !  my  dear, 
I  understand  you ;  yes,  but  is  she  youthful  ? — 

B  she  rich? — is  she no  matter — forward, 

conduct  me  to  your  lady- 
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"  No,  she  cannot  possibly  receive  you  now ; 
but  be  you  here  to-morrow  about  dusk,  and  I 
will  come  and  lead  you  to  her  presence." 

"  Enough,  youU  find  me  on  this  very  spot; 
you  may  rely  on  me, — no,  not  a  shower  of  fire 
itself! — but,  by  your  leave,  one  word,  my  mes- 
senger of  Cupid — can  you  tell  me  where  your 
lady  saw  me  first  ?** 

*<  Why,  I  imagine  in  the  street,  for  she  was 
sitting  at  her  window  ;  but  I  can  stay  no 
longer; — ^to-morrow  evening,  and  be  punc- 
tual." 

"Depart,  my  Flora!  return  to  Cytherea!" 
said  Chaudoreille,  as  the  domestic  went  away ; 
and  then  resuming  his  suspended  progress, 
indulged  in  a  complacent  monologue, — *'  I  see 
it, — ^*tis  an  amorous  adventure.  I  understand 
the  kind  of  thing,— such  mystery ! — a  rendez- 
^-ous  at  dusk ! — and  she  observed  me  from  her 
window  I  Saudis !  what !  am  I  wrong,  then, 
to  erect  my  looks  ?  Why,  where  is  the  advan- 
tage of  good  looks  unless  a  man*s  deportment 
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should  expose  them  to  the  admiration  of  be- 
holders r 

Proceeding  on  his  journey,  and  still  gazing 
upwards,  he  came  in  contact  with  a  water-car- 
rier, advancing  slowly  with  his  burden,  and 
such  was  the  violence  of  the  concussion  that  a 
bucket-full  of  water  was  shaken  from  the  car- 
rier *8  grasp. 

"Accursed  idiot!*'  cried  the  Auvergnat, 
"  take  that,  to  teach  thee  to  look  straight  be- 
fore thee  ;**  saying  which  he  soused  the  knight 
from  head  to  foot  with  the  contents  of  the  re- 
maining bucket.  Chaudoreille,  in  his  exas- 
peration, drew  Rolanda  from  her  sheath,  and 
made  in  the  direction  of  the  Auvergnat,  who, 
notwithstanding,  without  the  slightest  evi- 
dence of  fear  at  the  prodigious  rapier  of  his 
adversary,  which  he  brandished  with  the  fury 
of  a  madman,  seized  a  bucket  in  each  hand, 
and  coolly  waited  his  attack. 

"  Come  on,  then,  thou  baked  pippin  !'*  said 
the  Auvergnat ;  "  thinkcst  thou  I  fear  thy 
miserable  spit  ?" 
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On  which  the  knight,  as  quick  as  thought 
returned  Bolanda  to  her  scabbard,  and  taking 
to  his  heels  with  all  his  might  and  main,  es- 
caped along  the  boulevards,  crying  out, — 

"  The  guard !  the  guard  !**  while  closelj 
followed  by  the  rabble  of  the  ((uartcr. 

The  chevalier  never  thought  of  stopping 
till  the  noise  of  his  pursuers  had  entirely 
ceased.  He  reached  the  Fossds  Jaunea,  com- 
pleted in  the  reign  of  Charles  IX.,  and 
which  extended  from  the  Porte  St.  Denys  to 
the  PcTte  St.  Hanor^.  At  this  epoch  the 
limits  of  the  city  had  been  recently  enlarged : 
the  new  enclosure  ran  along  the  Fosses  Jaunes. 
Two  gates  about  the  same  time  had  been 
built,  one  in  the  Rue  Montmartre,  against  the 
Rue  des  Jeuneurs,  which  replaced  its  prede* 
cesser,  taken  down  in  1633 :  another,  in  the 
Rue  St.  Honore^  between  the  boulevard  and 
the  Rue  Royale,  which  superseded  that  be- 
tween the  Rue  Richelieu  and  the  Rue  St. 
Honore,  removed  in  1631.  Within  the  new 
enclosure    shortly  after   rose    the  streets  de 
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ClSry,  du  Mail,  des  Fosses  Montmartre,  des 
Victoires,  and  des  Pet  its- Champs ;  and  in  the 
midst  of  these  additions  and  improvements 
the  Butte  St.  Boch,  with  all  its  windmills,  still 
retained  its  picturesque  appearance. 

Chaudoreille  was  wetted  to  the  skin.  The 
weather  was  particularly  cold,  and  yet,  for 
reasons  which  the  reader  easily  may  guess, 
the  chevalier  made  no  change  in  his  attire. 
The  day,  though  cold,  was  fine,  and  the  sun* 
though  shedding  little  heat,  shone  brightly 
on  the  promenade  at  that  time  running  round 
the  town  of  Paris.  The  only  means  occurring 
to  the  knight  of  drying  his  habiliments  was  to 
run  with  all  his  speed  for  two  or  three  good 
hours  together  in  the  sun ;  and  no  sooner  did 
the  expedient  hit  his  thought  than  olT  he  set 
but  taking  special  care,  on  this  occasion,  to 
keep  his  eyes  before  him,  instead  of  casting 
them  above,  according  to  his  custom.  The 
only  answer  he  bestowed  on  certain  of  his  in- 
timates, who  naturally  sought  the  cause  of 
\hi8  extraordinary  exhibition,  was, — 
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"It  is  a  \eager, — do  not  interrupt  me.  I 
have  laid  a  hundred  pistoles  on  my  perspira- 
tion." 

At  the  expiration  of  three  hours  employed 
in  running  in  the  sun,  the  garments  of  the 
knight  assumed  a  stiff  consistence,  and  he 
stopped  to  take  his  breath. 

'*  Thou  hast  mistaken  thy  vocation,  friend ; 
thou  shouid*st  have  placed  thee  as  a  courier  to 
some  prince/*  observed  to  Chaudoreille  a  man 
who,  with  two  others,  seemed  mightily  amused 
as  he  surveyed  the  knight ;  while  one  of  his 
companions,  a  fellow  of  gigantic  structure,  was 
laughing  open-mouthed,  and  the  other  indi> 
vidual  was  engaged  in  antic  gestures  and  ri- 
diculous grimaces,  apparently  endeavouring  to 
catch  the  physiognomy  and  bearing  of  the 
breathless  runner. 

'*What  may  this  mean.  Messieurs.?*'  ex- 
claimed the  son  of  the  Garonne ;  "  Have  we 
no  longer  the  privilege  of  running  when  we 
please  ?     Cape  debious  /" 

"  Oh !  joh !    that    accent    makes    the    feU 
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low  richer  still !''  exclaimed  the  huge  be* 
holder. 

*'  Comrade,  remark  him  closely ;  you  must 
give  us  that  same  face  this  evening,  it  is  worth 
its  weight  in  gold." 

*'  I  have  him  safe  enough/'  replied  the 
third ;  "  the  plague  may  choke  me  but  I  re- 
present him  to  his  slightest  glance." 

'*  I  hope  you  have  studied  me  sufficiently, 
Messieurs?"  said  Chaudoreille,  who  scowled 
upon  the  nether  half  of  the  diverted  triad* 
not  feeling  quite  sufficient  courage  to  confront 
them  with  a  look  direct.  *'  May  I  inquire  for 
whom  you  take  me,  if  it  please  you?" 

"  Oh !"  whispered  Turlupin^  for  it  was  he 
who,  with  his  celebrated  comrades,  Gros-Ouil- 
laume  and  Gautier-  Gargvillcy  was  on  a  merry 
ramble ;  •'  Parbleu  !  we  must  contrive  to  put 
the  little  fellow  in  a  rage, — ^it  will  afford  us 
most  delightful  mirth." 

Approaching  Chaudoreille,  accordingly,  who 
now  was  hesitating  how  to  take  this  interrup- 
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lion,  he  began  by  dealing  sundry  strokes  upon 
the  scabbard  of  Bolanda,  with  a  switch. 

"Why«  what  the  devil  is  the  use  of  that 
affair  there.  Seigneur  Chevalier  T* 

Chaudoreille  turned  yellow,  red,  and  pale  at 
once. 

''These  men  are  fain  to  fix  a  quarrel  on 
me/'  said  the  knight,  and  looked  behind  to 
ascertain  the  possibility  of  a  secure  retreat ; 
but  a  variety  of  passengers  had  already  stopped 
and  formed  a  perfect  ring,  for  having  recog* 
nised  the  three  buffoons,  who  drew  such  crowds 
to  the  hotel  de  Bourgogne,  they  suspected  their 
intention  of  practising  some  joke  upon  the 
personage  apparently  selected  for  their  mirth- 
ful  purposes. 

The  chevalier  s  fears  were  somewhat  paci- 
fied on  witnessing  the  presence  of  so  many 
people ;  he  said  within  himself : — 

"  They  surely  never  will  allow  these  men  to 
massacre  me,  without  an  offer  of  assistance :  I 
must  put  a  bolder  face  upon  the  business.'* 
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And  ChaudoreiUe»  attempting  to  assume  an 
air  of  self-possession^  cast  his  eyes  on  the  sur- 
rounding crowd,  and  said, — 

''I  cannot  understand  what  reason  leads 
these  gentlemen  to  give  me  provocation.  I 
call  on  every  one  to  witness,  I  have  not  insulted 
them/* 

This  appeal  was  answered  by  a  roar  of 
laughter,  which,  however,  added  to  the  petu- 
lance of  Chaudoreille,  who  rammed  his  hat  so 
angrily  upon  his  head,  that  its  rosette  was 
nearly  seated  on  his  nose.  He  now  endea- 
voured to  make  way  through  the  surrounding 
mob ;  but  here  he  was  opposed  by  Tifrlupin, 
who  with  his  switch,  assumed  a  posture  of  de- 
fence ;  on  the  other  side  he  was  repulsed  by 
Gautier-Garguille,  who  had  not  only  cocked 
his  hat  in  obvious  imitation  of  the  knight,  but 
stood  before  him,  mimicking  the  pitiful  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance ;  and  lastly,  Gros 
Guillaume^  with  his  enormous  corpulence,  pre- 
sented an  obstruction  to  escape  in  his  direction. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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Chaudoreille's  exasperation  could  no  longer 
be  controlled :  he  drew  Rolanda,  and  Turlu- 
pin  was  instantly  before  him,  braving  the  en- 
counter with  his  switch.  The  knight  no  sooner 
caught  a  sidelong  glimpse  of  the  weapon  of 
his  adversary,  than  he  put  himself  in  guard, 
exclaiming : — 

*'  Since  you  will  have  it  so — look  to  yourself 
— I  am  a  powerful  blade  !*' 

At  the  knight's  third  thrust^  Turlupin,  pre- 
tending to  be  wounded,  fell  and  uttered  an 
appalling  groan,  at  the  same  time  writhing  in 
dissembled  agony ;  when  Gros-Guillaume  ap- 
proached him  and  exclaimed — 

'*  The  man  is  dead !" 

Chaudoreille  no  longer  knew  what  he  was 
doing.  He  still  retained  Bolanda  in  his  grasp, 
and  looked  on  the  surrounding  people  with  an 
air  of  wild  dismay.  But  Gauti^^Gargmlle 
took  him  by  the  arm  and  dragged  him  from 
the  spot,  while  whispering  in  his  ear, — 

*<  Fly ! — save  yourself! — you  have  slain  the 
son  of  the  King  of  Cochin-China  r 
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It  was  enough  for  Chaudoreillo : — be  stayed 
to  hear  no  more;  he  took  his  course  from 
Paris,  across  fields  and  marshes ;  his  three 
hours  racing  in  the  sun  had  not  the  least 
impaired  the  fieetness  of  his  legs :  insensible 
to  his  fatigue,  he  fled  upon  the  wings  of  fear, 
nor  ever  ventured  on  a  halt,  till  he  believed 
himself  beyond  the  reach  of  the  pursuers, 
who  he  doubted  not  would  be  incessantly 
despatched  in  search  of  him. 

It  may  possibly  surprise  the  reader,  that 
Chaudoreille  should  not  have  recognised,  in 
the  individuals  he  encountered  on  the  boule- 
vards, the  three  buffoons  so  much  in  vogue  at 
Paris,  at  that  time,  and  who,  not  only  in  their 
various   freaks,  enjoyed  the  license    of   the 
people,  but  received  the  marked  encourage- 
ment  of  the  nobility  itself.      But  the  fact 
waS|  Chaudoreille,  whenever  he  possessed  a 
crown,  expended  his  existence  in  a  round  of 
gaming-houses,  and  had  seldom  visited  the 
theatre,  then  called  the  Hotel  de  Bourgogne. 

K  2 
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Be8ides>  both  Turlupin  and  Gautier-Gar- 
guille  possessed,  in  such  an  eminent  degree, 
t)ie  knack  of  counterfeiting  other  physiog- 
nomies and  of  disfiguring  their  own>  that  it 
was  not  an  easy  thing  to  recognise  them,  un- 
less indeed  for  one  who  had  repeatedly  beheld 
their  exhibitions. 

The  runaway  had  stopped  to  breathe  a 
moment ;  he  looked  timidly  around  him,  and 
remembered  where  he  was:  he  had  reached 
the  extremity  of  the  faubourg  St  Antoine, 
close  by  the  Vallee  de  Fecamp,  and  saw  within 
three  hundred  paces  of  the  spot  the  villa  of 
the  Marquis  de  Villebelle. 

Chaudoreille  had  tasted  nothing  since  the 
night  before ;  he  was  completely  overcome 
with  tribulation  and  fatigue,  and,  worse  than 
all,  believed  himself  in  a  position  of  impending 
danger.  Situated  thus,  he  braved  the  prohi- 
bition of  the  Barber,  and  resolved  on  ringing 
at  the  gate,  to  ask  for  refuge. 

Collecting  all  his  strength,  he  bent  his  steps 
in  the  direction   of  the  house,  and  having 
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reached  it,  literally  hung  upon  the  bell.     The 
door  was  opened  in  an  instant  by  Marcel. 

"  How  now  !  'tis  thou  !**  said  the  astonished 
valet ;  "  Who  sends  thee  hither,  the  Marquis 
or  the  Barber  ?" 

Before  replying  to  the  question  of  Marcel, 
the  knight  precipitately  rushed  into  the  garden 
and  slammed  the  door  behind  him. 

"  But  what  the  devil  is  the  matter  with  thee, 
then  ?"  exclaimed  Marcel.  "  Why,  what  a 
pickle  thou  art  in ! — thy  very  face  is  changed, 
turned  upside  down,  and  sweating,  too,  pro- 
fusely on  a  chilly  day  like  this ! — By  my  faith, 
to  look  at  thee,  one  would  imagine  thou  hadst 
all  the  Serjeants  of  the  city  at  thy  heels." 

"  And  if  thou  shouldst,'*  said  Chaudoreille, 
in  accents  scarcely  audible,  *'  thou  wouldst  not 
be  wrong." 

"As  how?  what  dost  thou  mean  ?" 

"That  I  am  pursued — at  least  I  shortly 
shall  be! — that  I  am  threatened  with  the 
greatest  peril !" 
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"  Good  heaven !  what  hast  tliou  done  then  V 
"  I  have  slain  the  son  of  the  King  of  Cochin- 
China  r 

"  The  son  of  the  King  of  Cochin-China  ?" 
"  Ah !  yes; — it  is  too  true — ^but  even  now — 
a  moment  since — down  by  the  Fosses  Jaunes — 
close  by  the  Porte  St*  Denys — oh!  but  ho- 
nourably— ^in  a  duel ! — with  equal  weapons ! — 
and  Rolanda  laid  him  at  my  feet. — Oh !  hea- 
vens! the  cry  he  uttered  as  he  fell ! — it  rings 
within  my  ears  this  moment. — He  died  like 
any  bull !" 

The  valet  listened  with  his  customary  good- 
nature ;  but  the  narrative  of  Chaudoreille  ap- 
peared to  him  so  strange  and  inconsistent^  that 
he  could  not  help  rejoining : — 

'•  But,  in  sober  truth,  now,  is  this  possible  r 
**My  dear  Marcel,  it  is,  alas!  too  true. — 
Thou  know*st  me — thou  know'st  that  I  am 
easily  provoked  and  touchy  on  the  point  of 
honour  ! — 'tis  in  my  flesh  and  blood — what 
would  you  ?  I  cannot  make  myself  anew !— 
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But  on  this  occasion^  the  fault  was  none  of 
mine. — I  was  walking  quietly  along — when  lo ! 
three  men>  indulging  in  offensive  pleasantries^ 
present  themselves  before  me ;  I  politely  beg 
them  to  pursue  their  way ;  but  no ;  they  are 
resolved  to  stop  me. — My  sword  is  out  like 
lightning — We  are  surrounded  by  a  crowd — 
one  of  my  antagonists  is  on  his  guard — I  rush 
upon  him — the  combat  becomes  terrific — My 
adversary  fights  with  desperation — he  is  shortly 
at  my  feet — his  faces  were  appalling,  and  one 
of  his  companions  tells  me,  'You  have  sldn 
the  heir-apparent  to  the  Cochin-Chinese 
throne !'  " 

"And  what  the  devil  was  the  Prince  of 
Cochin-China  doing  on  the  boulevarts  with 
these  idiots,  who  allowed  him  to  engage 
you  r 

'•  Ah !  by  my  faith !  I  had  no  time  to  make 
inquiries;  no  doubt  he  came  to  Paris  just 
for  exercise.  Unfortunate  young  man  !  But 
thou  must  needs  believe  that  this  adventure 
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will  create  a  fearful  noise;  they  will  give 
forthwith  a  strict  description  of  my  person, 
and  all  the  watch  of  Paris  will  be  aft^  me. 
My  dear  Marcel^  thou  must  afford  me  lefoge 
and  concealment  for  some  days.** 

'*  I  much  regret  it,  but  the  thing*s  impossible. 
I  thought  that  thou  wast  sent  here  by  thy 
master  to  transmit  some  order,  but  as  that  is 
not  the  case — away  thou  needs  must  go.  I 
am  expressly  forbidden  to  receive  a  soul  here, 
except  such  persons  as  are  specially  despatched 
to  me.  The  Marquis  would  dismiss  me  in  an 
instant,  if,  on  his  arrival — which  may  be  the 
next  minute — with  some  belle,  or  certain  of 
his  friends^  he  found  a  stranger  on  the 
premises.*' 

*'  Ah !  Cadedis !  I  am  no  stranger  ;  have 
I  not  already  been  employed  in  the  amours  of 
thy  master  ?  My  dear  Marcel — thou  dost  not 
wish  my  death  ?** 

'<  No ;  nortio  I  wish  to  lose  my  place  either.*' 

"  Art  thou  alone  here  ?*' 
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•*  Undoubtedly  I  am ;  but,  then,  my  Lord 
arrives  at  hours  and  times  when  least  ex- 
pected." 

"  Rely  upon  it  he  will  never  come  to-day.**' 

"  What  should*8t  thou  know  about  it,  now  ?'' 

"  Why  this — that  he  is  summoned  to  the 
Court — now  look,  I  only  ask  thee  till  to-morrow 
— but — ^in  short.  Marcel,  my  life  is  in  thine 
hands/* 

'*  Come,  come ;  thou  art  unnecessarily  fright- 
ened  '' 

'*  All  the  Cochin-Chinese  will  be  in  league 
against  me.*' 

"  Let  them  do  their  worst." 

*'  Since  yesterday  I  have  not  tasted  food." 

''  Is  that  a  fault  of  mine  ?** 

*'  Marcel — thou  art  affected — shall  I  throw 
me  at  thy  feet? — behold  me,  there  I  am." 

"  Nay,  prithee ;  no  such  nonsense  here." 

**  Thou  art  affected — thou  wilt  yield  to  my 
entreaties — I  see  the  pearly  tear  within  thine 
eye !" 

K  3 
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"  Well,  then,  until  to-morrow  only — ^but, 
Morbleu  I — ^if  iny  Lord  should  happen  to  arrive 
this  evening " 

'*  I  promise  thee  to  leap  the  walls.'* 

The  knight  began  to  breathe  more  freely,  as 
Marcel  proceeded  towards  the  house. 

'*  Delightful  sojourn !  how  changed  is  my 
position  since  I  quitted  theeT  said  Chand- 
oreille,  producing  his  silk  handkerchief,  rolled 
up  into  the  size  and  likeness  of  a  bullet,  and 
with  which  he  mopped  his  eyes.  His  arrival, 
notwithstanding,  in  the  dining-room,  which 
brought  such  pleasant  scenes  to  his  remem- 
brance, appeared  to  dissipate  his  grief  He 
was  the  first  to  seat  himself  at  table,  besought 
Marcel  to  pay  an  instantaneous  visit  to  his 
cellar,  and  allowed  him  not  a  moment's  peace 
till  supper  was  before  him ;  for  it  was  nearly 
five  o'  clock,  and  in  the  olden  time,  the  custo- 
mary hour  of  dinner  was  at  noon. 

"  I  have  no  appetite,  as  yet,"  observed  the 
valet,  sitting  down ;  ''  in  general,  I  sup  at 
eight." 
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*'  Well,  well,  rU  eat  for  thee  and  for  myself, 
and  that  will  not  prevent  our  supping  at  the 
usual  hour,  for  I  should  be  exceedingly  un- 
willing to  disturb  thy  habits.  Ah !  my  worthy 
iriend,  a  pretty  day's  work  truly  I  have  made 
of  it ! — if  thou  but  knew'st  what  hath  befallen 
me ! — and  it  began  auspiciously  enough ! — a  ren- 
dezvous of  gallantry  with  a  distinguished  lady, 
smitten  with  me  as  I  passed  her  windows/* 

"  Bah !" 

"  A  wing  of  that  enticing  capon — thanks  ! 
— Ay,  yes,  my  friend — I  inspired  her  with  the 
passion,  while  looking  at  the  swallows  as  they 
flew  above  me — but  it  is  still  a  way  I  have — 
some  wine — beyond  a  doubt,  a  lady  of  exalted 
rank — she  sent  a  slave  to  me — I  could  almost 
venture  to  pronounce  her  a  mulatto— or  else 
she  takes  a  devilish  deal  of  snuff,  for  her  nose 
and  upper-lip  were  dyed  the  colour  of  Egyptian 
earth " 

"  And  when  did  she  appoint  the  rendezvous?** 

"  To-morrow  evening — but    now,  how  can 
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I  entertain  the  hope  ? — to  think  that  tluB 
untoward  duel  should  occur  and  ruin  all  my 
projects ;  for  the  five  or  six  long  years  to 
come*  perhaps,  I  may  be  cooped  in  the 
bastiUe.*' 

"  Psha !  nonsense ! — thou  art  mad.** 

"  Oh  i  then  thou  think'st  that  one  may  kill 
a  Prince  of  Cochin-China>  as  if  he  vrere  some 
miserable  chapman  of  the  tnarais  T  My  situa- 
tion, verily,  is  dreadful !    A  little  pie.  Marcel." 

"  How  dost  thou  know  that  thou  hast  killed 
thy  man  ?" 

'*  If  thou  hadst  heard  his  cries  in  falling, 
thou  would'st  have  had  no  doubt  upon  the 
point. — Unlucky  dog ! — ^it  was  that  rascal  of  a 
water-carrier  who  caused  me  all  my  troubles.'* 

**  A  water-carrier  ?" 

''  Ay,  a  fellow  whom  I  fought  this  morning." 

"  What,  fought  again  ?" 

"  Sandis !  why,  every  twenty  steps  I  have  a 
combat.  By  rights,  the  (lovemment  should 
pension    me  to    stay    at    home.— —Another 
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draught.  Marcel. — Good  Heavens! — I  think 
I  hear  a  noise  outside  !** 

*' What  signifies  the  noise  to  us?     Some 
students,  pages,  perhaps,  or  laoquies  at  their 
*  freaks,  or  fighting.    Oh,  I  am  quite  accustomed 
to  all  that !" 

"  It  is  much  more  likely  to  be  some  one  in 
pursuit  of  me.*' 

**  I  tell  thee  it  is  not." 

**  Ah !  good  MarceL  how  fortunate  art  thou 
to  be  no  swordsman  !" 

"  A  stick  serves  me  as  well  for  my  defence ; 
but  then  I  never  seek  a  quarrel." 

"  And  right  thou  art.  I  envy  that  serene 
urbanity  of  thine. — ^The  noise  is  past,  I  think. 
Some  wine, — I  feel  myself  more  calm." 

**  Hast  thou  eaten  a  sufficiency  ?" 

*'  Yes :  now  I  can  wait  till  supper- time. 
Marcel,  why,  it  was  here  we  had  our  game  at 
flies." 

••  Yes,  I  remember." 

*<  ShaU  we  play  again,  to  pass  away  the 
evening  ?" 
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"  I  thank  thee,  but  I  had  enough  of  it  last 
time." 

"  Oh !  but  I  mean  a  very  different  game ; 
for,  I  believe,  as  chance  will  have  it,  I  hare 
cards  about  me. — Come,  what  say  you  to 
piquet  r* 

No ;  I  have  lost  all  taste  for  play/' 
Ah !  Sandiu !  just  merely  to  beguile  an 
hour  or  two ! — We  shall  not  ruin  one  another. 
I  have  only  two  gold  coins  about  me,  and  if  I 
lose  them,  the  devil  take  me  if  I  play  another 
card !" 

Marcel  good-naturedly  complied  with  the 
entreaties  of  the  knight,  who  instantly  pre- 
pared a  table,  and,  rummaging  his  pocket, 
drew  forth  a  pack  of  cards,  on  which  he  fixed 
his  eyes  with  earnest  satisfaction.  He  placed 
himself  before  Marcel,  and  said — 

"  We  play  a  crown  the  game.*' 

"  It  is  too  high." 

"  Pooh !  nonsense :  if  one  should  lose,  the 
other  wins :  the  money  still  remains  be- 
tween us." 
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"  Ay,  but>  suppose  that  one  of  us  wins  all  V^ 

"  Be  quiet, — we  are  equal  players, — make 
thy  stake." 

"  But  thou  hast  not  put  down  thyself." 

'^  I  told  thee,  did  I  not^  that  I  had  nought 
but  gold  about  me  ? — I  shall  change  as  soon 
as  I  have  lost.** 

The  game  began :  the  face  of  Chaudoreillc 
was  flushed  with  animation ;  his  eyes  were 
sparkling  with  delight,  and  almost  started 
from  their  pockets,  in  his  attempts  to  look 
into  his  adversary*s  hand. 

*'  Why,  these  are  not  new  cards,"  exclaimed 
the  valet ;  "  the  greater  part  of  them  are  marked 
or  spotted '* 

"  Ay,  they  have  been  a  good  deal  *  used, 
apparently ! — I  leave  thee  some,**  said  Chaud- 
oreillc, examining  the  backs  of  the  remaining 
cards. 

"  Parbleu !  thou  hast  made  me  a  most  valu- 
able present  here — all  eights  and  sevens  !*' 

Chaudorcille  won  one  game,  and  a  second. 
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and  a  third;  for,  thanks  to  his  attention  to 
the  backs  of  all  the  cards,  he  knew  them  just 
as  well  as  if  he  saw  their  faces. 

«  Tis  suigularr  exclauned  Maieel ;  '«  I 
nerer  hold  a  card,  and  thon  hast  all  the  good 
ones.*' 

*'Luck — mere  luck;  but  it  will  shortly 
turn.'* 

However,  fortune  still  continued  constant  to 
the  knight,  to  whom  the  valet's  crowns  were 
passing,  one  by  one,  in  quick  succession.  The 
swollen  veins  of  Chaudoreille  were  starting 
from  his  forehead,  and  while  sitting  thus,  as 
red  as  scarlet,  and  absolutely  shaking  vrith 
excitement  and  anxiety,  suddenly  a  ring  re- 
sounded from  the  garden-bell. 

*'  Good  Heaven !  there  is  some  one  come  !'* 
exclaimed  Marcel. 

**  I  am  lost,"  cried  Chaudoreille,  as  he  started 

off  his  chair;   "they  are  come  to  apprehend 

me : 
He    leaped    up    instantaneously,  and  ran 
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aboot  the  chamber  like  a  madman,  iih,  rushing 
to  the  nearest  door,  he  disappeared,  without 
attending  to  Marcel,  who  cried  to  him^ — 

''  It  is  my  lord — it  is  the  Marqnis  de 
Yillebelle. — ^Do  thou  keep  quiet  for  an  instant, 
and  I  will  let  thee  out  unseen." 

But  Chaudoreille  had  vanished ;  and  as  the 
peal  continued  from  the  garden-bell.  Marcel 
was  under  the  necessity  of  opening  the  gate, 
unconscious  of  the  course  adopted  by  his 
guest. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  LITTLE  SUPPER. 

*'  Mbthinks  thou  keep'st  us  waitiBg  long 
enough,  varlet,"  said  the  Marquis  to  Marcel 
as  he  entered  the  garden  with  three  others. 
two  of  whom  were  muiBed  up  in  cloaks,  wbile 
the  third  had  neither  hat  nor  covering  above 
his  velvet  doublet,  which  was  daubed  with  mad 
and  dirt ;  a  drcumstance,  however,  that  could 
not  restrain  his  laughter,  as  he  surveyed  the 
state  of  his  attire. 

"  Follow  me,  my  friends,"  said  the  Marqu»' 

preceding  his  companions. 

'*  Oh,  as  for  me,  I  know  the  way,"  said  one; 
'*  this  is  not  my  first  appearance  here." 

"  Nor  mine." 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  at  all  events  'tis  mine, 
and  in  a  very  splendid  dress^  permit  me  to 
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observe.     Ah  !  ah !  the  deviVs  in  it  if  any  one^ 
should  say  I  was  to  figure  at  the  petit  coucher 
of  this  evening." 

"  Come,  come.  Marcel ;  light  the  way.  Sir,  if 
you  please,"  exclaimed  the  Marquis,  pushing 
on  the  valet,  who,  full  of  apprehension,  cast 
his  eyes  confusedly  around  in  all  directions. 
"  What,  then,  knave,  thou  wast  asleep  already? 
for  thou  hast  a  heavy,  muddled  look." 

"  Yes,  my  Lord,  it  is  true,  I  had  fallen  fast 
asleep." 

"  This  fellow  leads  the  life  here  of  a  canon  : 
he  has  nought  to  do  but  eat  and  sleep." 

While  talking  thus,  they  reached  the  house ; 
and  it  was  lucky  for  Marcel  the  Marquis  never 
.visited  the  lower  rooms  of  his  retreat,  as  there 
he  might  have  found,  on  this  occasion,  the 
table  still  remaining  with  the  implements  of 
play  upon  it.  The  Marquis  and  his  friends 
ascended  to  the  apartments  of  the  upper  story. 
Marcel  immediately  lit  several  bougies,  and 
while  the  guests  had  thrown  themselves  in 
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chairs,  and  the  Marquis  was  employed  in 
taking  off  his  cloak,  the  latter  bid  Marcel 
bring  supper  instantly. 

"Thou  hast  always  something  here,"  ob- 
served the  Marquis;  ''there  is  thy  pcMiltry- 
yard  and  pigeon-house;  quick  with  some 
fowls  upon  the  spit !  We  will  amuse  ourselves 
at  play  till  everything  is  ready, — prepare  a 
table, — in  that  drawer  you  will  find  both  cards 
and  dice.  Gentlemen,  I  fear  you  must  put  up 
with  humble  fare;  but  I  did  not  expect  the 
pleasure  of  receiving  you  this  evening :  at  all 
events  I  promise  you  good  wine,  the  cellar  is 
well  stored,  and  you  may  reckon  on  abund- 
ance of  the  best  champagpne.'* 

"  Faith,  that  is  the  essential  point,"  observed 
a  pale  young  person  of  good  features,  and  of 
more  than  ordinary  stature,  but  whose  face 
was  rather  disfigured  by  the  mark  of  a  sword, 
which  seemingly  had  grazed  his  cheek. 

"  I  am  of  the  same  opinion  as  the  Viscount/* 
said  his  neighbour,  who  appeared  his  senior 
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by  some  years,  and  whose  rotundity  and  colour 
formed  a  striking  contrast  with  the  person  of 
the  former,  "  there  is  nothing  like  cham- 
pagne !'* 

"  Oh  !  there  I  recognize  that  tippling 
Montgeran  all  over/*  said  the  person  in  the 
splashed  and  torn  costume.  "  For  my  part  I 
am  not  offended  when  the  wines  are  rivalled 
by  the  cheer ;  but  let  us  play,  gentlemen, — to 
play!  I  must  see  if  I  can  win  the  value  of 
my  hat  and  cloak." 

"Thou  mayst  as  well  put  in  thy  doublet, 
for  I  imagine  thou  wilt  never  more  be  able  to 
appear  in  that  one  thou  hast  on." 

"  Those  cursed  bourgeois  ! — how  ftill  of 
fight  they  were  to  night! — at  all  events,  I 
gave  it  three  of  them." 

"Yes;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  Mar- 
quis and  myself,  you  would  have  found  your- 
self uncomfortably  situated." 

"  By  the  way,  who  the  devil  was  it  who  pro- 
voked the  quarrel  ? — ^for  to  this  very  moment 
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I  have  not  the  slightest  notion  what  the  fight- 
ing was  about/* 

"  Oh !  nothing, — a  mere  trifle.  I  was  walk- 
ing quietly  away  with  the  wife  of  some  ex- 
chequer clerk, — and  the  audacious  husband 
must  cry  out,  forsooth ! — the  fool !  I  should 
have  sent  him  back  his  wife  in  two  days*  time : 
he  might  have  been  assured  that  I  had  no 
intention  to  detain  her  longer." 

"  Oh !  there,  then>  is  the  secret  of  his  dis- 
satisfaction !" 

"  I  shall  say  a  word  or  two  concerning  him 
to  the  intendant,  and  my  gentleman  will 
shortly  be  displaced.'* 

*'  Exactly  so ; — these  miserable  devils  must 
be  taught  how  to  conduct  themselves; — do 
they  suppose  their  wives  are  for  themselves 
alone  ?** 

"  Were  I  in  thy  place  I  should  settle  him 
with  a  lettre  de  cachet,^* 

*' We  shall  see, — perhaps  I  may." 

During   this  conversation   of   the    ^ests, 
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Marcel  had  made  the  necessary  preparations, 
and  when  he  went  below  to  get  the  supper 
ready,  he  looked  in  every  hole  and  comer,  and, 
in  an  under  tone,  continually  called  on  Chaud- 
oreillc. 

"  Why,  where  the  devil  hath  he  stowed  him- 
self away  V  exclaimed  Marcel,  who  looked  in 
every  room  below,  and  ultimately  went  into 
the  cellar,  where  again  he  called  on  the  cheva- 
lier s  name  without  receiving  a  reply.  "  He 
surely  has  escaped  into  the  garden,**  said  the 
valet,  "  and  has  leaped  the  walls,  as  he  de- 
clared he  would;  and  yet  I  am  surprised  at 
that,  for  he  appeared  to  me  in  no  great  hu- 
mour to  desert  his  quarters.*' 

The  Marquis  and  his  friends  were  seated 
at  their  game,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
supper,  and  had  already  raised  their  spirits 
with  sundry  flagons  of  champagne.  As  the 
corks  were  popping,  it  was  who  should  say  the 
maddest  things ;  the  most  eccentric  bets  were 
offered  and  received;    and,  in  the  midst  of 
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playing,  drinking,  singing,  each  related  his 
good  luck  among  the  sex,  detailed  his  gai- 
lantrics«  drew  the  portrait  of  his  mistress,  and 
passed  in  order  of  review  the  reigning  beau- 
ties of  the  day,  without  the  least  distinction  of 
the  dissolute  and  chaste. 

Marcel,  at  length,  arrived  to  intimate  that 
supper  was  on  table  in  the  next  apartment ; 
and  the  Marquis  and  his  friends  relinquished 
play  for  the  repast. 

The  elegant  apartment  in  which  the  supper 
was  laid  out  corresponded  with  the  other 
rooms  of  this  luxurious  retreat ;  and  although 
it  was  employed  in  common  for  the  banquets 
given  by  the  Marquis,  the  taste  and  beauty 
of  the  fresco  paintings,  the  statues  which 
adorned  it,  the  splendour  of  its  sofas,  and  its 
costly  lustres,  revived  the  memory  of  those 
magnificent  saloons  of  ancient  Borne,  where 
Propertius,  Horace,  and  TibuUus^  surrounded 
by  their  friends  and  rivals,  sang  of  love,  and 
eulogized  the  fascinations  of  their  mistressei. 
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as  they  passed  their  glowing  chalices  of  ridi 
Falemian,  or  elevated  to  their  lips  the  spark- 
ling cups  of  CfBcuban  and  Massic  wine, — 
crowned  as  they  were  with  myrtle  and  acan- 
thus, in  imitation  of  their  gods,  to  prove  that, 
though  divine,  they  loved  the  pleasant  foibles 
of  humanity. 

Like  modern  Sybarites,  the  noble  youths 
assembled  at  Villebelle*s  drank  deep  of  the 
delicious  wines  with  which  the  table  was  sup- 
plied. The  Marquis,  by  his  liberal  exhaus- 
tion of  the  flaggons,  set  them  the  example ; 
and  as  ceremony  and  good  breeding  are  ba- 
nished from  repasts  where  liberty  degenerates 
too  often  into  licence,  the  guests  had  drawn 
the  sofas  near  the  table,  and  each  of  them, 
recumbent  like  a  pacha,  held,  in  place  of  a 
long  pipe,  a  bumper  of  champagne,  which  he 
repeatedly  despatched,  while  laughing  at  the 
bursts  of  fdly  which  he  heard  or  gave  expres- 
sion to  himself. 

The  nobleman  who  had  arrived  without  his 
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hat  and  cloak,  the  Chevalier  de  Chavagnae, 
was  seated  opposite  a  atatae  representing 
Psyche,  on  which,  from  time  to  time,  he  bent 
his  eyes ;  and,  on  a  sndden,  when  the  jovial 
Montgeran  was  in  the  middle  of  a  song,  he 
interrupted  him,  exclaiming, — 

"  May  thunder  crush  me  if  that  Pftythe  did 
not  move  again !" 

**  What  the  devil  art  thou  saying  there  ?" 
replied  the  Marquis. 

*<  I  say — I  say,'*  said  Chavagnac,  "  thy 
Psyche  is  alive,— or  I  am  blind  !*' 

'^  Oh !  by  Jove !  it  would  be  indeed  delight- 
ful if  that  lovely  creature  could  but  come 
among  us !" 

*'  Gentlemen,  undoubtedly  Montgeran's  me- 
lody hath  wrought  this  wonder, — ^like  a  new 
Pygmalion,  he  can  soften  marble.** 

"  Oentlemen,  no  jesting  on  my  voice* — it 
has  its  merit.  I  am  more  disposed*  to  think 
your  cynical  remarks  have  raised  a  blush  upon 
the  cheek  of  the  poor  Psyche.    But  allow  me 
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to  continue^  instead  of  listening  to  the  non- 
sense of  Chavagnac^  who  is  blind  with  having 
over-drunk  himself." 

"Yes;  I  have  drunk  freely,  I  allow,  but 
still  I  have  my  eyes.  I  have  been  looking  at 
that  statue  for  some  moments,  and  have  re- 
marked it  move — at  least  to  me  it  seemed  to 
do  so — several  times." 

''  Marquis,  hast  thou  any  ghosts  about  thy 
little  mansion  ?" 

'*'  I  have  seen  none  hitherto ;  but  it  would 
be  extremely  kind  in  them  to  pay  us  a  visit 
while  we  are  at  table, — ^we  would  make  them 
pledge  us  in  a  bumper." 

**  Come,  sing,  Montgeran ;  we  will  listen  to 
thee,  but,  prithee,  none  of  thy  refinement ;  I 
am  all  for  nature." 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  then  I  shall  give  you  Le 
berger,  de  sa  bergere  pour  admirer  les  appas, 
prit  dCabord '' 

"  Oh !  this  once,  at  least,  I  am  determined 
to  know   what  it  means!"  said  Chavagnac, 

L  2 
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abruptly  rising  and  Tunning  towards  the 
statue ;  which^  when  he  was  near  it,  made  so 
quick  amotion  that  it  must  undeniably  hare 
fkllcn  from  off  its  pedestal,  had  he  not  caught 
it  in  his  arms,  and  placed  it  on  the  floor.  The 
eyes  of  all  the  guests  were  fixed  on  Chavagnac, 
who,  after  having  safely  lodged  the  Psyche, 
drew  near  the  pedestal,  which  was  about  three 
feet  high,  and  eighteen  inches  in  circumference. 
'*  There  is  some  one  in  it !"  he  exclaimed,  per- 
ceiving it  was  hollow,  and  open  on  the  side 
turned  next  the  wall. 

*'  Some  one  inside  it  !'*  echoed  all  the  guests, 
half  rising ;  and,  at  the  selfsame  moment,  a 
shrill  and  trembling  voice,  which  seemed  to 
come  from  underground,  pronounced  these 
words, — 

"  Gentlemen,  no  violence,  I  beg, — I  sur- 
render at  discretion !"  when  the  little  head  of 
Chaudoreille  rose  gently  from  behind  the  pe- 
destal, at  which  the  guests,  convulsed  with 
laughter,  simultaneously  exclaimed, — 
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^'  Oh !  that  incomparable  face  V* 

Chavagnac>  however,  who  was  near  the 
niche  from  which  the  statue  had  been  just 
removed,  seized  Chaudoreille  by  the  mou- 
stache, and  dragged  him  from  the  place  of 
his  concealment;  and  after  having  scmtinized 
the  little  personage,  now  rendered  still  more 
irresistibly  ridiculous  by  the  woeful  expression 
of  his  face,  resumed  his  place  at  table ;  while 
the  mis^aUe  devil,  jnst  dislodged  from  his 
retreat,  fell  on  his  knees  before  the  table,  with 
his  hands  extended  in  a  suppliant  posture,  and 
without  daring  to  lift  up  his  eyes,  began  to 
mutter, — 

*'  Gentlemen,  if  I  have  killed  the  Prince  of 
Cochin-China  it  was  accidentally,  and  because 
he  gave  me  provocation ;  but  I  protest  to  you 
that  I  will  never  fight  again, — no,  not  even 
%vear  Rolanda,  if  such  a  promise  be  exacted 
from  me !" 

''  What  the  devil  is  he  talking  of?** 

''Marquis,  can  you  make  anything  of  thisT* 
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''  By  my  faith  !  not  I ;  he  is  talking  of  the 
Prinqe  of  Cochin-China  !*' 

"  The  fellow's  mad !" 

''By  Heaven!  we  shall  have  some  eapitid 
amusement  !'* 

"  A  moment,  by  your  leave ;  for  I  must  first 
know  how  this  varlet  managed  to  get  in  here. 
Hola !— Marcel !— Marcel !— hola !" 

While  Marcel  was  coming  at  the  summons 
of  the  Marquis,  the  terror  of  the  knight  was 
somewhat  dissipated;  for  when  within  the  pe- 
destal his  ears  had  only  caught  an  unintelli- 
gible murmur,  and  he  thought  the  chamber 
filled  with  armed  men  in  quest  of  him ;  but 
the  words  he  heard  but  now,  and  among  them 
the  name  and  title  of  the  Marquis,  informed 
him  of  his  real  situation ;  and  as  he  flattered 
himself  his  life^  at  least,  was  safe,  he  began  to 
lift  a  cringing  eye  upon  the  individuals  round 
the  table,  and  beholding  none  but  merry  faces 
looking  on  him,  he  thoroughly  regained  his 
spirits. 
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Marcel  had  reached  the  roonij  and  at  the 
sight  of  ChaudoreiUe  stood  speechless  and 
confounded  in  the  presence  of  his  master. 

"  What  man  is  this>  Marcel  ?"  inquired  the 
Marquis.  "Dost  thou  know  him? — is  he  a 
thief? — say^  sirrah!  is  it  he  or  thou  that  we 
must  hang?    Quicks  knave^  speak;   and  tell 

« 

the  truths  or  thou  shalt  be  chastised  in  most 
incomparable  style.*' 

Marcel  was  trembling,  and  knew  not  what 
excuse  to  offer  for  admitting  any  one  against 
the  positive  injunction  of  the  Marquis ;  he 
however  stammered  out> — 

"  My  Lord — ^it  was  in  spite  of  my  deter- 
mination— it  was  against  my  will^  my  Lord ! — 
In  the  first  place — I  refused  him " 

"  My  Lord^"  said  Chaudoreille,  on  getting 
up  and  standing  tiptoe^  "  if  it  be  your  plea- 
sure  to  permit  me,  I  will  relate  to  your  Excel- 
lency«  and  their  Lordships  present^  in  what 
manner  this  event  has  been  produced;  for,  I 
foresee^  Marcel  will  have  some  difficulty  to 
detail  the  facts.** 


<f 
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"Oh!  oh!  4h0  teembiinip  T^Hbt  Ims  r- 
gained  his  speech,  at  6eeiiis»**  said  ihe  Vig 
Montgeraiij  who  eould  hardly  salisiy  hm  ^es 
with  looking  on  the  knighi. 

Come^  Marquis,  allow  htm  to  ptoceed." 
Ay,  ay/'  exclaimed  the  other  goeats,  *'  he 
will  afford  us  mighty  laughtv .* 

''  Well,  gentlemen,  since  you  desire  it  should 
be  so,  with  all  my  heart.  Speak,  then,  thoa 
little  cur ;  and  thou.  Marcel,  remain  to  eontra- 
dict  him  if  he  lies." 

Although  the  opprobrious  term  of  *^  htUe 
cur  **  occasioned  Chaudoreille  to  knit  his  brow, 
the  privilege  of  speaking  in  the  presence  of 
nobihty  inspired  him  with  such  pleasure,  that 
bis  physiognomy  forthwith  endued  a  gracioiis 
smiler  and  he  proceeded  in  his  discourse. 

"  My  Lords,  your  Excellencies  behold  in  Hie 
Loustic- Goliath  de  Chaudoreille,  Knight  of 
the  Bound  Table,  descending  by  the  fatfaer*8 
side  from  Milo  the  Crotonian,  and  asoend- 
ing  maternally  to  the  illustrious  Dalilah 
who,  sacrificing  herself  for  her  country,  had 
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.the  eoiirage^  to  cat  off  from  Samson — from 
ber  lover-^ihat  which  constituted  ttU  -his 
•tiuajfthy— *— " 

Here  bursts  of  laughter  for  a  moment  inter- 
rupted the  aiation.  - 

**  Delicious !  charming  I^'  cried  the  guests ; 
^  he  is  worth  his  weight  in  gold  P' 

**^Ti8  well/'  said  the  chevalier  to  himself* 
<<]Dy  eloquence  is  taking  its  effect;  I  knew  I 
.only  had  to  speak.'' 

*'  To  the  point*  descendant  of  Dalilah>"  said 
the  Marquess ;  ''  what  is  thy  vocation?'* 

Chaudoreille  was  puzzled  for  a  moment,  but 
afterwards  replied  with  volubility, — 

"  I  am  the  defender  of  beauty*  protector  of 
4lie  fiur»  and  of  all  academies  of  play;  teacher 
of  the  use  of  arms  and  of  piquet ;  expositor  of 
music  and  certain  tricks  at  cards ;  the  aid  of 
youths  of  family*  and  girls  seduced ;  a  carrier 
'  ^.Ullets-deux*  professor  of  the  cithern*  duel- 
iisi,  and  courier*  and  all  at  the  most  moderaite 
aadit^asenab)e  .dharge." 

l3 
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*' Why,  this  fellow  is  a  real  treasurer 

*'  And,  after  aU>  pray  who  conducted  thee 
hither  r 

'*  Your  Excellencies  no  doubt  heard  of  my 
disastrous  duel  of  this  morning? — ^wherein  I 
killed  the  Prince  of  Cochin-China« — at  no  great 
dietance  from  the  Porte  St.  Deiiys " 

"  The  Prince  of  Cochin-China !— eh  ? — why, 
where  the  devil  didst  thou  meet  him  ?" 

"  In  passing  near  the  Fosses  Jaunes.  I  was 
walking  peaceably, — ^he  approached  me  and 
insulted  me, — I  engaged  him, — did  I  not. 
Marcel  ?•* 

"  Yes,  my  Lord,  it  is  very  true ;  he  related 
just  the  same  to  me,*'  replied  Marcel.  '*  He 
arrived  here  quite  bewildered,  and  hardly  able 
to  stand  upon  his  legs:  he  told  me  be  wss 
pursued,  and,  though  I  did  not  clearly  under- 
stand his  tale  about  the  prince,  I  saw  him 
trembling  so  distressfully  that  I  consented  to 
admit  him  for  a  moment  We  were  supptng 
when  your  Lordship  rang  the  belli  and  he,  in 
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great  aUrm,  decamped  immediately,  without 
attending  to  my  strict  injunction  to  remain 
below :  that  is  the  whole  and  simple  truth,  my 
Lord," 

• "  Yes,  my  Lord/'  said  Chaudoreille ;  '*  I 
thought  it  was  the  archers  and  the  serjeants 
come  to  take  me,  and  I  concealed  myself  within 
the  first  convenient  place  I  found/* 

"  Dost  thou  think,  varlet,  that  I  am  to  be 
deceived  by  such  a  story  as  thou  told'st  Marcel, 
by  way  of  getting  thee  a  supper?" 

"  My  Lord,  I  swear *' 

•'  Peace  r 

"  There  were  witnesses  to  the  duel *' 

*'  Silence,  I  say.  To  have  come  hither  in 
search  of  Marcel,  thou  must  of  necessity  have 
known  that  he  resided  here.  Who  could  have 
shown  thee  the  road  to  this  habitation  ?  didst 
thou  know  that  it  belonged  to  me  ?  and  if  thou 
didst,  what  gave  thee  the  audacity  to  corae 
here?" 

Chaudoreille,  perceiving  that  the  Marquis 
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was  up  longer  jestiogi  replied  with  ieat  mk 
surance^ — 

**  My  Lord^  I  hare  already  had  the  honeut 
of  being  on  these  premisee— in  the  eenioe  off 
your  Ixu'dship/' 

''  My  service,  knave  ?" 

"  Ye8>  my  Lord ;  I  have  been  employed  by 
you,  my  Lord — ^but  indirectly — in  a  certain 
business-— that  young  Italian  g^irl — ^in  an  ab- 
duction— on  the  Pont  de  la  Toumelle.  I  was 
the  person  placed  to  watch  by  Touquet" 

*'  Oh;  oh,  Marquis/'  exclaimed  the  guests, 
all  smiling,  ^*  the  business  is  as  clear  aa  day. 
The  knight  of  the  Round  Table  has  assisted 
thy  amours." 

**  My  Lords,  that  honour  has  been  mine/' 
responded  Chaudoreille,  as  he  inclined  hii 
body,  and  after  passed  his  finger  under  his 
moustache. 

"  By  Heaven,  I  cannot  comprehend  sll 
tliis,"  exclaimed  the  Marquis,  while  surveying 
Chaudoreille.    "  What  I   Touquet,  so  shrewd 


TBR  LITTLE  BVPKn*  229 

and  80  inTentive»  to  em^doy  a  poppet  sueh  tui 
this  !     It  is  impossible !" 

"  My  Lord/*  said  tbe  chevaftiet,  as  he  bit 
his  lips,  *'  If  you  but  knew  the  talenta  of  the 
man  you  call  a  puppet,  you  perhaps  might 
mention  him  in  other  terms.  Touquet,  my 
Lord,  is  but  a  learner  in  comparison  with 


me." 


'*  Oh !  since  thou  art  disposed  to  boast,  my 
elerer  fellow,  I  will  put  thy  talents  to  the  test'; 
and  mind,  acquit  thyself  according  to  thy 
vaunting,  or  expect  to  die  beneath  the  bas- 
tinado. I  have  been  overwhelmed  with  weari- 
ness these  last  few  days ;  the  court,  the  town 
are  both  the  same;  no,  nothing  can  I  find 
deserving  of  my  homage.  I  find  that  the 
Italian  even  cloys  me.  I  wish — I  know  not 
what  I  wish — but  I  would  give  the  world  if  I 
could  absolutely  fall  in  love.  Now,  sirrah,  do 
thou  find  me — since  thou  art  so  capable — a 
woman  to  inspire  me  with  the  passion  :  I  give 
thee  four*and-twenty  hours  for  the  discovery 
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of  such  a  treasure.  A  hundred  pistoles  for 
thee  shonldst  thou  satisfy  my  wish;  and,  on 
the  other  hand,  a  hundred  stripes  if  thou 
shouldst  fail  to  do  so.**' 

"  Good,  good  "  exclaimed  the  guests ;  "*  thou 
wilt  tell  us  if  he  prospers  in  the  enterprise,  and 
we  will  give  him  our  employment  afterwards  if 
he  succeeds.*'  <» 

"  Ah !  eap6  dibiou^^  said  the  chevalier,  to 
himself;  *'  a  hundred  pistoles  if  I  make  him 
faU  in  love !  CadidU !  my  fortune  would  be 
made:  but  if  I  fail,— one  hundred  stripes! 
But  how  is  it  to  be  effected,  with  a  person  sur- 
feited with  all  things,  and  in  four-and-twenty 
hours?  My  genius,  come  to  my  assistance; 
grant  me  inspiration.  Ah !  now,  if  my  por- 
teress  were  but  like  yon  Psyche  ?" 

*'  Hold,  drink  that,"  said  Montg^raa,  ex- 
tending to  the  knight  a  bumper  of  Madeira ; 
**  that  will  assist  thee  in  discovering  this 
treasure  for  Villebelle.'* 

Chaudoreille,  having  made  a  humble  saluta- 
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tion  to  the  guests,  dispatched  the  liquid  at  a 
single  gulp;  then  striking  his  forehead  with 
viyacity,  and  leaping  back,  exclaimed,—* 

"  I  have  found  it !" 

<'  The  wine  has  taken  quick  effect/'  said 
Chavagnac. 

"  Come,  speak,  then,*'  said  the  Marquis ; 
<'  what  hast  th«a  found  ?*' 

*'  My  Lord,"  said  Chaudoccille,  with  a  pro- 
found obeisance,  **  deign  me  the  permission 
of  addressing  a  few  words  to  you  in  pri- 
vate." 

"  The  knave  is  right,*'  observed  the  Mar- 
quis, rising  from  the  table.  *'  If  he  spoke  in 
your  good  presence,  gentlemen,  each  of  you 
might  have  verified  his  protestations,  and  we 
should  have  all  been  rivals.  Marcel,  a  light  in 
tlie  adjoining  room.  Now,  Monsieur  Chaudo- 
reille;  I  am  ready  to  attend  to  you.  Be  patient, 
gentlemen,  I  pray  you ;  we  shall  not  bo  long.** 

The  Marquis,  as  he  spoke,  proceeded  to 
the  next  apartment,  behind  him  Chaudoreille, 
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ingly  amused  the  guests  scomd  the  tabte. 
T<€i  aooaer  did  tte  lun^  oQwm»  ]ii«iBelf  m 

private  with  the  Maiqias,  thmm.  lie  czamsiied 
aU>  the  doors,  to  see  if  Ifaej  wer^  dosed,  and 
was  even  stooping  down  to  look  teiwth 
a  table,  when  the  Marquis  aeixed  him  hy  the 
ear,  demanding  what  he  meant  by  all  tbeee 
ceremonies. 

'<  My  Lord,  it  is  a  piece  of  myvtery,  a  matter 
of  the  deepest  secrecy ;  and  I  would  not,  for 
the  world,  that  any  other  than  yourself  idionld 
know  it." 

*'  To  the  point :  speak.*' 

*'  I  expose  myself  to  mucli  in  speaking— my 
life,  perhaps,  may  answer  it,** 

**  Thou  wouldst  ezpoae  thyaelf  to  infinitely 
mor^"  replied  the  Marquis,  and  he  laid  hi* 
hand  upon  a  fire-shovel,  '•  ahouldst  tkoa  w* 
speak." 

•'  Then,  this  is  it*  My  ImA,  I  WMnrntyas 
have  never  yet  seen  Touqisot  a  girl  ?*' 
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**  Seen  Tooqiiet^ft  gid !  tfaou  doifc  not 
to  say  he  ha*  a  daughter?"' 

**  Why,  not  pveeisely ;  Ae  is  a  girl  tiiai  he 
adopted  eome  ten  years  ago.*' 

**  Toaqoel  adopt  a  diild!  by  Heavesu  thst 
does  indeed  surprise  me.*^ 

'^  Ay»  my  Lord,  I  was  eonvineed  the  cir^ 
ciimstance  was  totally  unknown  to  yon>  for  it 
is  linked  with  some  dark  mystery,  a  most  ex- 
traordiaary  mystery ;  and  I  should  say,  one 
does  not  hide  a  girl  so  cautiously  unless  'twere 
for  one's  self." 

WeU,  this  girl  r 

My  Lord,  she  is  an  angel,  a  divinity,  an 
endiantress !  hardly  sixteen  years  of  age !  the 
figure  of  a  nymph.  And  Touquet  hath  €(yer 
studiously  represented  her  as  i%ly»  a  de- 
formity, in  short,  as  a  revolting  person.  I,  my 
Lord,  had  orders  from  himself  so  to  report 
her,  be  it  where  it  might  It  is  true  that  / 
have  seen  the  youthful  Blanche,  but  that  was 
matter  of  necessity ;  for  Tooquet  willed  her 
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to  leara  inii8ic>  and  I  was  therefore,  as  her 
tutor»  introduced  to  her  apartment,  out  of 
which,  however,  never  does  she  stir." 

''  But  this  is  truly  singular,*'  r^died  the 
Marquis ;  ''  and  thou  hast  touched  my  cu* 
riosity." 

''  Good,"  thought  the  knight ;  "  and  I  shall 
touch  the  hundred  pistoles,  a  rather  better 
thing  than  two  gold  crowns  the  Barber  pro- 
mised me, — ^without  considering  the  honour  of 
being  man  of  business  to  the  Marquis  of 
ViUebelle." 

'^  And  thou  say*st  it  is  not  because  he  is 
himself  enamoured  of  her  that  he  conceals  this 
girl  so  closely?"  resumed  the  Marquis  in- 
stantly. 

"  No,  my  Lord  :  for  in  some  few  days  he  is 
to  marry  her." 

To  marry  her !" 

Yes,  my  Lord ;  to  a  Uttle  youth  whom  I 
am  certain  the  fair  Blanche  can  hardly  know ;. 
for  no  one  ever  was  admitted  to  her  presence 
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with  the  exception  of  your  humble  servant 
I'll  answer  for  it,  Touquet  sacrifices  her ;  and 
that  the  poor  little  creature  holds  her  future 
husband  in  abhorrence." 

In  this  particular  the  knight  affirmed  the 
very  contrary  of  his  conviction ;  but  it  suited 
him>  it  seems,  to  represent  the  case  with  such 
distortions. 

The  Marquis  was  absorbed  some  moments 
in  reflection ;  then  abruptly  said, — 

"  Inform  me  instantly  of  all  you  know  con- 
cerning the  adoption  of  this  girl." 

"  Yes,  my  Lord :  the  barber  Touquet,  about 
ten  years  since^  when  be  had  not  a  sou,  let 
lodgings  in  the  house  in  which  he  exercised 
his  trade.  One  evening,  a  gentleman,  accom- 
panied by  a  little  girl^  who  might  be  five  or 
six  years  old,  came  to  his  house,  desiring  there 
to  sleep.  Touquet  received  him.  The  tra- 
veller went  out  the  selfsame  evening,  leaving 
his  child  at  Touquet*s  house,  and  on  that  very 
evening  was  assassinated  in  the  Bue  St  Ho- 
nore,  close  by  the  Barriere  des  Sergens,'' 
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"Did  they  dkeorer  tlie  n—wring f"  asked 
the  Marquis,  observing  ChandoreUle  with  aa 
attentive  eye. 

^  Oh»  BO,  my  Lord,'*  replied  the  knight,  as 
aa  almost  imperceptible  smile  escaped  him; 
'*  bat  some  time  afterwards  Touquet  was  sitf- 
fieiently  rich  to  buy  the  house  he  rented  at  the 
date  of  the  assassination.'* 

The  Marquis  gave  a  sudden  start,  like  that 
of  one  who  had  just  trodden  on  a  serpent  A 
silence  of  some  length  ensued,  during  whidi 
the  eyes  of  Chaudoreille  were  cast  upon  the 
floor,  as  if  he  dared  not  venture  to  explore  the 
visage  of  the  Marquis. 

''  Then  it  was  the  daughter  of  that  man 
that  he  adopted?"  said  ViUebelle,  at  length. 

"  Yes,  my  Lord  ;  that  is  the  girl." 

"  What  was  her  father's  name  ?" 

''  Moranval,  as  I  believe ;  for  nothing  was 
discovered  on  his  person  but  an  unimportant 
letter,  which  gave  no  clue  whatever  to  his 
family." 

'*  And  his  daughter,  you  say,  is  beautiful  T 
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'' My  Jjo/td, beyond  expreniDn;  and  if  you 
were  to  see  her !" 

"  Yes ;  I  will  see  her." 
"  My  Lord^  I  hare  the  honour  to  remark  to 
you  that  Touquet  has  expreaely  forbidden  me 
to  speak  of  Blanche  and  her  approadfadng  mar- 
riage ;   to  render  myself  agreeable  to  yonr 
Lordship's  wishes^  I  have  sacrificed  myself; 
but  ah  I   the  Barber  is  revengeful — terribly 
revengeful ;  and  I  entreat  your  Lordship  not 
to  let  him  know  that  it  was  I  from  whom  you 
gained  this  information." 
"  Best  satisfied  of  that.'* 
"  At  all  events  I  may  allow  myself  to  place 
reliance  on  my  Lord's  protection ;  and  also  in 
the  business  of  my  duel  with  the  Prince  of 
Cochin-China^  which  is  not,  indeed,  a  fabrica- 
tion^ though  your  Lordship  seedns  to  think  so." 
ViUebelle    was   buried   in  refleotioas;  at 
length  he  rose^  and  said  to  Cbaudor^ej*'^ 

"  Follow  ma;  and  not  aaoth^  word  upon 
this  subject.    In  four-and-twenty  houfs  rbturn 
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k^e,  and  if  thou  hast  not  deceived  me  thou 
shalt  receive  the  compensation  I  have  pro- 
mised thee.'* 

Chaudoreille  bent  forwards  to  the  very 
ground,  and  followed  the  Marquis.  On  en- 
tering the  supper-room,  where  the  guests  im- 
patiently awaited  his  return,  Chavagnac  said 
to  him, — 

"  Well,  Marquis,  was  the  secret  worth  the 
trouble  of  withdrawing  from  the  table." 

"I  am  willing  to  believe  it  was/'  replied 
Villebelle ;  "  but  I  shall  be  more  competent 
to  answer  your  inquiry  in  a  day.  Chaudo- 
reille, go  down  with  Marcel,  and  take  some 
supper  previously  to  your  departure." 

The  knight  did  not  remain  to  hear  a  repe- 
tition of  the  order,  but  went  to  seek  Marcel, 
and  already  taking  on  himself  an  air  of  pa- 
tronage, commanded  everything  of  the  most 
luxurious  and  costly  quality,  observing  to  his 
old  acquaintance, — 

"  I  am  in  mighty  favour  with  thy  master; 
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conduct  thyself  becomingly  towards  me,  and  I 
may  say  a  word  or  two  in  thy  behalf.  But, 
above  all  things,  never  baulk  me  of  my  game 
at  cards>  or  I  infallibly  will  ruin  thee  in  the 
opinion  of  my  lord.*' 

The  poor  Marcel,  who  but  ill  conld  guess 
the  canse  of  all  this  rapid  revolution,  allowed 
himself  to  be  the  victim  of  the  knight  in  six 
successive  games.  The  day  at  last  appeared, 
and  Chaudoreille  departed,  giving  his  bosom 
firiend  to  understand  he  should  return  at  ten 
at  night,  such  being  the  hour  appointed  by 
the  Marquis  for  their  rendezvous.  Having 
ventured  in  the  faubourg,  he  saw  two  men 
conversing  at  a  distance,  and  stopped  short : 
he  then  inquired,  with  a  mysterious  air,  at 
several  shops  if  any  rumour  had  obtained  of 
the  Prince  of  Cochin-China*s  death.  But  as 
no  one  had  the  slightest  apprehension  of  his 
meaning,  he  concluded  that  his  princely  ad- 
versary died  in  strict  incognito ;  and,  being 
now  at  ease  as  to  the  sequel  of  that  tragical 
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CHAPTEB  X. 

WITH  GOLD  AND  POWER  OKE  DARES  DO 

ANYTHING. 

"  Two  days  more,  my  dearest  Blanche,"  said 
Urban,  as  he  pressed  the  hand  of  the  fond 
gjrl,  "  and  I  shaU  be  your  husband." 

"  My  dearest  friend,  how  happy  shall  we  be 
to  part  no  more,"  responded  Blanche,  and 
smiled  upon  her  lover.  "  I  shall  be  enchanted 
with  the  still  retirement  of  the  country;  I 
shall  breathe  more  freely  than  in  this  apart- 
ment. We  shall  play  together  in  the  fields  ; 
«y,  shaU  we  not,  my  Urban  ?" 

"  Yes ;  and  more  than  that,  shall  cultivate 
oor  garden  with  our  own  young  hands." 
▼OL.  n.  „ 
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"  Oh  !  what  delight !  and  flowers — I  doat 
on  them." 

"  We  shall  have  cows,  I  hope,  too  T*  said 
Margaret. 

"  Oh,  yes,  ma  bonne  ;  and  pigeons — rabbits 
— fowls — they  must  afford  one  such  amuse- 
ment !" 

"  As  far  as  I  can  recollect,  when  I  was  very 
young,  I  inhabited  a  country-house,  where 
there  was  everything  of  that  sort." 

**  My  poor  dear  Blanche !  and  is  that  the 
only  recollection  you  retain  of  infancy  ?" 

"Yes;  I  remember  also  there  was  a  lady 
always  with  me,  who  often  kissed  me, — no 
doubt,  it  was  my  mother.** 

'*  Poor  woman !"  said  Margaret,  with  a  sigh ; 
"  she,  perhaps,  is  living  still,  and  as  to  saying 
but  let  us  leave  these  heavy  thoughts.'* 

"  So  you  think,  then,  dearest  Blanche,  that 
you  can  leave  this  town  of  Paris  without  re- 
gret r*  said  Urban. 

"  Why,  what  regret  can  I  have  at  leaving 
it  ? — ^you  will  be  with  me.  Urban.*' 
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"  The  dear,  dear  children  !'*  said  the  kind 
old  woman,  rising  from  her  chair;  "it  is  Pro- 
vidence itself  that  hath  united  them,  for  they 
were  made  for  one  another.  But,  Monsieur 
Urban,  it  is  nine  o^clock :  you  must  begone.'* 

"  What^  nine  already  !  The  moment  is  at 
hand  when  we  shall  part  no  more : — yet  the 
hours  of  day  I  pass  away  from  you  appear  to 
me  to  have  no  end.*' 

"  Just  as  they  do  to  me^  my  dearest  friend ; 
I  think  the  evening  never  will  arrive.'* 

"  I  have  not  seen  Monsieur  Touquet  now 
for  some  days  past." 

•'  Nor  will  you  see  him,  I  believe,  this  even- 
ing," said  Margaret;  "he  received  a  letter 
after  dinner,  and  on  important  business  I 
imagine,  for  he  left  the  house  immediately, 
and  is  not  yet  returned." 

**  Adieu,  then,  dearest  Blanche !" 

"  Adieu,  my  dearest  friend !" 

"Yet  two  days  more; — how  long  they  will 
appear !" 

m2 
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"  You  have  passed  fifteen  already/'  said  the 
old  domestic. 

*'True;  but,  why  I  know  not,  the  remain- 
ing two  appear  to  me  eternal." 

Urban  with  difficulty  mustered  resolution  to 
depart  from  Blanche, — ^his  breast  was  heavily 
oppressed.  The  eyes  of  the  young  lovers 
overflowed  with  tears,  and  Blanche  held  oat 
her  hand  to  her  adorer,  who  pressed  it  fer- 
vently against  his  beating  heart. 

"  I  cannot  imagine  what  affects  me  so,"  said 
Blanche, ''  but  I  am  more  than  usually  sad  to 
see  him  part  this  evening.'* 

"  What  childishness  !*'  said  Margaret ;  ''  one 
would  say  that  you  were  not  to  see  each  other 
for  two  days !  Will  Monsieur  Urban  not  be 
here  to-morrow  evening  ?  Come,  come ;  *tis 
time  to  say  farewell." 

Their  adieus  were  mingled  with  the  deepest 
sighs,  and  Urban  followed  Margaret,  who, 
having  closed  the  door,  returned  to  Blanche, 
whom  she  reproved  for  her  unreasonable  sad- 
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ness :  she  did  not  succeed,  however,  in  excit- 
ing her  to  gaiety ;  for  reason,  though  its  efforts 
may  convince  the  mind,  is  ineffectual  to  dispel 
the  apprehensions  of  a  loving  heart. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  had  not  elapsed  since 
Urban  went,  when  a  loud  knocking  at  the 
Barber's  door  resounded  through  the  house. 

"  Ah !  it  is  Urban  come  again,'*  said  Blanche ; 
^  he  saw  that  I  was  melancholy  when  we 
parted,  and  has  returned  to  comfort  me.'* 

"  No^  that  is  not  probable,"  said  Margaret; 
'<  more  likely  it  is  Monsieur  Touquet ;  and  yet 
I  am  surprised  that  he  should  knock,  for  I  ob- 
served him  take  his  key.** 

Oh !  go  and  see,  ma  bonneJ*' 
Yes,  yes.  Mademoiselle;  but,  then,  sup- 
posing it  should  not  be  Monsieur  Touquet  ? 
It  is  late, — ^we  are  alone  here  in  the  house, — 
and  I  know  not  if  I  ought  to  open  the  door  or 
not" 

*'  Ma  bonne,  shall  I  look  out  of  window  ?     I 
shall  soon  perceive  if  it  be  Urban.** 
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"  Yes,  you  may ;  it  is  a  very  prudent 
notion.** 

The  casement  was  already  opened ;  Blanche 
looked  into  the  street,  and  instantly  perceived, 
with  the  clearsightedness  of  love,  it  was  some 
other  one  than  Urban  at  the  door. 

"Who  is  there?"  said  Margaret,  leaning 
out  of  window. 

A  powerful  voice  replied,  "  I  am  come 
hither  by  desire  of  Master  Touquet;  I  am 
charged  with  a  commission  to  his  adopted 
daughter.  Mademoiselle  Blanche.** 

"  Why,  this  is  very  strange,"  said  Marga- 
ret to  the  girl,  ''  that  my  master,  who  hath 
hitherto  concealed  you  from  all  human  eyes, 
should  send  a  stranger  to  us — and  at  such 
an  hour.** 

"  But,  ma  bonne,  since  he  is  sent  to  us  by 
Monsieur  Touquet,  you  must  let  him  in.  Some- 
thing, perhaps,  has  happened  to  my  kind 
protector  !** 

"  Is  the  gentleman  alone,  child  ?** 


GOLD  AND  POWER.  247 

••  Yes,  ma  bonne,  I  see  no  one  but  himself." 

*'  Open  the  door,  come,  come,  then,'*  said  the 
person  in  the  street ;  ''  my  message  is  im- 
portant." 

**  In  a  moment, — I  am  coming — stay  you 
here,  child." 

Margaret  descended  with  her  lamp;  she 
scarcely  knew  what  line  of  conduct  to  pursue. 
At  length  the  door  was  opened,  and  a  man 
enveloped  in  a  cloak,  and  wearing  a  hat  and 
plumes,  appeared  before  her. 

"  You  are  slow,  good  woman,"  said  the 
stranger,  smiling,  "  but  I  must  recompense 
you  for  your  trouble  ;*  on  which  he  slipped 
some  golden  pieces  in  her  hand,  and  Mar- 
garet, who  was  undecided  whether  to  accept 
or  to  refuse  them,  murmured  to  herself,  **  At 
least  his  manners  prove  that  he  is  not  a  thief." 

The  stranger  entered  with  an  active  step, 
and  walked  along  the  passage,  and,  as  the 
old  woman  marked  his  gait,  she  said,  *'  This 
is  not  the  first  time,  surely,  I  have  seen  that 
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figure  in  this  house;  and  firom  his  Toice, I 
think — ^yes,  I  am  right,  it  is  the  friend  my 

master  waited  for  so  late  at  night,  some  time 

—  »» 

Margaret  was  not  mistaken;  for,  in  reality. 
it  was  the  Marqois  who  had  gained  adnuttioo 
to  the  house;  having  taken  the  precaution 
previously  to  send  a  letter  to  the  Barber,  in 
which  he  made  an  assignation  with  him  at  some 
other  plaoe,  and  ordered  him  to  wait  for  him 
as  late  as  ten  o'clock. 

"  Monsieur  has  been  here  once  be- 
fore,'*  said  Margaret,  with  more  composure, 
imagining  the  stranger  was  a  friend  of  Tou- 
quet*s. 

"  Oh  !  yes,  my  worUiy  mother,  I  have  been 
here  often.  But  quick,  conduct  me  straight  to 
your  young  mistress— I  must  absolutely  s^ 
her." 

"  What !  is  my  master  ill  ?— has  he  gottea 
into  some  dispute?  There  are  such  accidents 
for  ever  lu4>pening  in  this  city !" 


GOLD  AND  roWER.  249 

*' Compose  yourself,  good  mother;  nothing 
of  the  kind  has  happened.'* 

The  Marquis  followed  Margaret,  who  con- 
ducted him  to  Blanche's  chamber,  and>  as  she 
opened  the  door  of  the  apartment,  said, 
'*  Mademoiselle,  a  gentleman  desires  to  speak 
with  you;  he  comes  from  Monsieur  Ton* 
quef 

Blanche  advanced  some  paces  to  receive  the 
stranger,  who  entered  boldly,  but,  on  behold* 
ing  the  young  g^rl,  stopped  short,  remaining 
motionless  for  several  minutes,  as  if  in  con- 
templation of  so  rare  an  object. 

There  was  that  in  the  appearance  of  the 
Marquis  which  imposed  respect ;  and,  although 
his  physiognomy  was  free  from  all  severity,  the 
surprise  and  admiration  depicted  on  his  coun- 
tenance increased  the  animation  of  his  proud 
and  naturally  noble  look.  Blanche  involun- 
tarily dropped  her  eyelids,  unable  to  sustain 
the  Marquis's  intense  examination  of  her  per- 
son;  and  Margaret  was  quite  incapable  of 

M  3 
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speech^  such  was  the  intimidatioii  wrought  on 
her  by  the  bold  demeanour  of  the  stranger. 

"  Verily,  beyond  everything  I  could  have 
fancied/*  said  the  Marquis,  as  if  speaking  to 
himself. 

"  MonsieuT)**  said  Blanche,  with  evident 
embarrassment,  '*  my  bonne  informs  me  you 
have  something  to  communicate  to  me  on 
behalf  of  my  good  benefactor.  I  hope  no  ill 
has  happened  to  him  ?'' 

*'  No,  lovely  Blanche,  no ;  your  bene&ctor, 
since  you  condescend  to  call  him  by  that  name, 
is  in  no  danger  whatsoever;  but  I  myself 
would  readily  encounter  a  thousand  perils  to 
engage  as  much  of  your  concern  in  my  behalf 
as  he  appears  to  do  in  his.*" 

Blanche  surveyed  the  Marquis  with  timiditj/ 
as  if  awaiting  an  explanation  of  his  wordt. 
As  the  latter  led  her  to  a  chair,  the  gathered 
volume  of  his  cloak  escaped  his  grasp,  by  which 
the  splendour  of  his  nether  garment  was  re- 
vealed; and  Margaret  observed  to  Blanche,  m 
a  low  tone — 
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"  Ah,  good  Heaven !  my  child,  behold  those 
precious  jewels^  and  that  lace ;  it  is,  at  least, 
some  mighty  lord.'* 

"  Oh,  yes,*'  said  Blanche,  almost  inaudibly ; 
"  it  is  superb ;  yet  I  prefer  the  dress  of  Urban 
much  to  this." 

Villebelle  could  not  withdraw  his  eyes  from 
Blanche,  and  fell  into  his  former  silent  con- 
templation. 

**  And  pray,  Sir,  for  what  purpose  are  you 
come?"  said  Blanche,  observing  the  expressive 
pleasure  with  which  Villebelle  beheld  her. 

''  Yes,"  said  Margaret,  attempting  to  re- 
sume her  usual  composure ;  "  for  at  all  events 
you  have  some  cause  for  coming  hither?'* 

"  And  have  found  much  more  than  I  ex- 
pected,*' said  the  Marquis,  smiling ;  on  which, 
without  appearing  to  remark  the  embarrass- 
ment occasioned  by  his  presence,  he  drew  near 
to  Blanche,  and  took  her  hand,  exclaiming — 

*<  You  in  this  retreat !  you,  hidden  from  all 
eyes!  while  you  should  form  the  ornament, 
and  own  the  homage  of  the  universe/' 
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*'  Pardon  me.  Sir/*  said  Blanche,  "  hnt  I  do 
not  conceiTe  your  meaning/* 

'<  No  more  do  I/*  said  Margaret,  half  mat- 
tering,  and  fixing  ber  inquiring  little  ejea  opom 
the  Marquia. 

"  So  much  the  better,  most  adoraUe  of 
girls/'  replied  Villebelle  to  Blanche,  without 
bestowing  his  attention  upon  Margaret.  **  I 
am  not  deceived :  ingenuous  innooenee  itaeIC 
united  with  the  most  seducing  charms  of  gmee 
and  beauty.'* 

"  But,  Sir,  is  this  what  Monsieur  Touquet 
commissioned  you  to  say  to  me  ?'* 

"  No,  lovely  girl,  no ;  not  exactly,*'  said  the 
Marquis  laughing,  and  still  retaining  Blanche's 
hand,  in  spite  of  her  endeavours  to  withdraw 
it. 

"  At  all  events,  Sir,  I  must  beg  you  to  ex- 
plain yourself,"  said  Margaret  drily;  "a 
quarter  of  an  hour  has  elapsed  since  you 
arrived  here,  and  hitherto  we  are  ignorant  of 
the  object  of  your  visit.  It  is  late,  and  we  are 
>»ot  accustomed  to  these  hours/' 
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'*  Indeed,  old  woman  ?  get  you  then  to  bed ; 
and  I  will  keep  this  lovely  young  girl  company 
till  the  return  of  Master  Touquet** 

"  What !  think  you  1  would  leave  you  here 
alone  with  my  dear  Blanche  ?"  cried  Margaret, 
whom  the  application  of  the  term  "  old  woman*' 
had  at  length  effectually  disconcerted.     '*  No, 
Sir>  no;   I  shall  take  especial  care  of  that; 
your  lace>  your  jewels,  and  your  finery  have 
won  but  little  on   my  confidence,  I  promise 
you.    There,  take  back  your  gold,  I'll  none  of 
it ;  for  I  begin  to  think  there  is  some  evil  in 
your  meaning,  and  Margaret  would  not  pro- 
mote the  views  of  a  seducer,  were  he  a  duke — 
a  prince — and  offered  her  the  wealth  of  all 
Peru." 

The  Marquis,  without  even  turning  to  the 
old  attendant,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
taking  off  his  cloak  and  hat,  sat  down  by 
Blanche,  with  the  apparent  coolness  and  ar- 
rangement of  a  person  who  but  little  thought 
of  leaving  the  apartment.    Blanche  trembled. 
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and  was  speechless ;  she  cast  a  look  at  Mar- 
garet, as  much  as  to  entreat  her  not  to  leave 
her,  and  the  old  domestic,  whom  the  stranger's 
conduct  filled  with  growing  apprehension,  pat 
on  an  air  of  forced  determination,  saying,  in 
a  voice  that  palpably  revealed  her  fears, — 

"  Be  not  afraid,  my  child,  while  I  am  hcfe; 
and  here  I  wiU  remain;  and,  although  this 
gentleman  affects  indifference  to  what  I  say, 
he  must  and  shall  inform  us  what  is  his  busi- 
ness here.*' 

"  I  have  already  said,  good  woman,  that  I 
am  waiting  here  for  Touquet  I  must  speak 
with  him  this  evening  on  important  business."" 

"  It  was  but  now  you  said  that  he  had  sent 
you  to  us.  You,  then,  have  been  deceiving 
us,  it  seems?*' 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  the  Marquis,  lauding* 

"  Well,  Sir,  if  you  insist  on  waiting  (or  my 
master,  walk  down  stairs,  and  I  will  bring  ^ 
light  to  you ;  you  will  find  a  fire  in  his  apart- 
ment" 
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"  By  no  means,  my  good  woman :  I  much 
prefer  remaining  here  to  sitting  in  your  room 
below ;  the  society  of  this  delightful  girl  will 
make  the  time  pass  quickly.  You  would  not 
not  be  so  cruel,  charming  Blanche,  as  to  refuse 
me  the  enjoyment  of  your  company?" 

"  Indeed,  Sir — if  you  desire  it — if  it  amuses 
you — I  must  submit.  Sir,  to  your  pleasure " 

"  Yes/*  said  Margaret,  "  it  seems  we  must 
obey  the  pleasure  of  this  gentleman;  but 
patience ; — I  hope  that  shortly " 

As  the  old  domestic  spoke,  they  heard  the 
street  door  violently  shut.  Blanche  leaped  for 
joy,  and  Margaret  exclaimed  with  a  triumphant 
air — 

"  Ah,  ah !  here  is  my  master ;  we  shall  see, 
at  length,  if  people  may  come  here  and  stay 
in  spite  of  us.*' 

The  Marquis  rose,  without  replying;  took 
his  hat  and  cloak,  and  kissing  Blanche's  hand, 
said — 

''Farewell,  charming  girl;'*  and  left  the 
room,  directing  Margaret  to  light  him. 
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The  Mftrquis's  departure  wm  so  sadden, 
that  Blanche,  in  her  amazement  and  oonfiuBon, 
did  not  anticipate  his  gallantry ;  the  old  do- 
mestic, perfectly  astounded  at  the  strangei 
of  the  whole  adTenture,  followed  him, 
ing— 

*'  Heavens !  what  a  man !" 

The  Barber,  who  had  just  returned,  had 
hardly  taken  off  his  cloak  when  the  Marqois 
de  ViUebelle,  with  Margaret  behind  bim, 
walked  into  the  room  below.  Touquet  started 
when  he  saw  him,  crying — 

''What!    you    here?    Monseig "    but 

stopped  before  he  pronounced  the  title  of  his 
unexpected  g^est ;  when  Margaret  said — 

-  Yes,  my  dear  master,  this  gendeman  has 
been  here  near  upon  an  hour :  he  represented 
himself  as  being  sent  by  you,  and  took  hi* 
station  up  in  the  apartment  of  Mademoiselle 
Blanche.'* 

"  In  Blanche's  roomT*  said  Touquet,  with 
intense  emotion. 

'*  Yes,  Sir,  in  Blanche's  room^  and- 
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"  Enough,  good  woman,  leave  us,"  said 
the  Marquis^  with  an  authoritative  air. 

'*  Leave  you  !**  replied  Margaret  ^  "  but  first 
allow  me *' 

'*  Yon  must  obey/'  said  Touquet,  in  a 
sullen  voice;  "depart." 

Margaret  was  totally  confounded ;  but,  not 
daring  to  reply,  retired.  The  old  domestic 
murmured  as  she  went, — 

"  I  cannot  comprehend  all  this ;  this  man 
does  all  he  pleases  in  our  house ;  it  quite  sur- 
passes my  imagination.** 

**  Welly  ma  banne,'^  said  Blanche  to  the  old 
woman,  "  and  the  stranger?" 

"  Oh !  I  have  not  the  slightest  notion  who 
or  what  he  is ;  but  Monsieur  Touquet,  in  his 
presence,  is  submissive  as  a  child.  I  left 
them  both  together;  this  fine  gentleman  of 
his  but  said  to  me  *  Begone !'  and  I  was 
ordered  to  obey.** 

•'  Most  extraordinary  !*' 

"  What  think  you  of  that  man,  my  child  1** 
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'*  Why,  he  certainly  is  not  ill-looking ;  and 
had  I  not  been  fearful  of  him,  I  should  hare 
thought  him  very  prepossessing." 

*'  Ah !  good  Heaven!  /think  him  fiightfiil: 
there  is  a  something  of  the  devil  in  his  look.** 

*'  Ah^  ma  bonne,  you  did  not  see  him  well ; 
he  has  a  very  handsome  face— an  expression 
which  commands  respect,  yet  gentle  and  be- 
nign, withal." 

"  Fie,  fie,  my  dear,  to  see  good  looks  in  such 
a  bold  impertinent ;  if  Urban  could  but  hear 
you  now  ?" 

<'  But,  ma  bonne,!  should  just  say  the  same 
in  Urban's  presence ;  must  we  not  always  speak 
our  thoughts?'  It  would  not  offend  him,  for 
he  knows  well  how  much  I  love  him.*' 

"  Come,  child,  let  us  get  to  bed,  tat  it  is 
late :  adieu  until  to-morrow." 

Margaret  ascended  to  her  dormitory,  say- 
ing,— 

"  Young  girls  will  ever  be  young  girls ;  the 
best  of  them  are  prepossessed  by  compliments, 
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a  handsome  face,  and  fine  apparel.     Ah !  they 
are  tremendous  talismans  with  women.** 

No  sooner  had  Margaret  left  the  room  be- 
low than  Tonquet  shut  the  door ;  he  seemed  in- 
tensely agitated,  but,  notwithstanding,  waited 
silently  the  explanation  of  the  Marquis ;  while 
the  latter  scrutinized  him  closely,  and  enjoyed 
his  perturbation. 

•'  May  I  be  permitted  to  inquire,  my  Lord," 
at  length,  said  Touquet,  "  how  it  happens  you 
are  here,  when  you  appointed  me  to  meet  you 
in  another  place  ?" 

"  Why,  Touquet,  dost  thou  not  see  through 
it  at  a  single  glance?  I  was  anxious  to  with- 
draw thee  to  a  distance  from  thy  house,  that  I 
might  introduce  myself,  as  being  sent  by  thee, 
to  the  apartment  of  that  girl  that  thou  hast 
ever  hidden  from  me,  and  whom  I  was  burn- 
ing with  anxiety  to  see.  This  is  but  one  of 
those  successful  tricks  thyself  hast  taught  me 
in  old  times.'* 

The  Barber  bit  his  lips,  remaining  silent. 
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€t  Why,"  resumed  the  Marquis,  "  thou  hast 
a  treasure  here,  an  angel,  fiill  of  grace  and 
beauty;  and  thou  coneealest  her  firom  me, 
thine  ancient  master,  whose  penchant  for  the 
sex  thou  know*8t  has  led  me  into  such  ex- 
orbitant and  mad  excess  ?" 

''  It  is  precisely  on  that  account^  my  L^ri 
Marquis,  that  I  thought  it  right  to  preserve 
Blanche  from  your  observation;  I  have  aa 
interest  in  that  young  girl,  to  whom  I  stand  in 
stead  of  parents  and  relations.  I  know  the 
impetuous  passions  of  your  Lordship,  and  I 
do  not  conceive  that  the  honour  of  being 
fifteen  days  the  mistress  of  the  Marquis  de 
VillebeUe  is  likely  to  ensure  the  happiness  of 
that  poor,  friendless  child." 

"  And  pray  how  long  is  it  since  thou  hast 
learned  such  scrupulous  and  honest  senti- 
ments ?"  replied  the  Marquis^  as  he  cast  a  look 
of  thunder  at  the  Barber.  "  What !  after 
having  aided  me  throughout  in  every  intrigue, 
abetted  me  in  actions  which*  but  for  thee>  had 
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never  entered  my  imagination^  art  thou  now  to 
take  the  liberty  of  censuring  my  passions,  and 
turn  champion  to  the  beauties  I  distingmsh  by 
my  admiration  T' 

"  My  Lord " 

"  In  other  quarters  thy  hypocrisy  and  lies 
may  serve  thee ;  but  remember,  they  will  never 
do  with  me.  It  is  not  from  me  alone  that  thou 
hast  kept  this  girl  concealed ;  she  has  always 
been  a  prisoner  in  her  chamber ;  she  has  never 
been  allowed  to  leave  it.  Nor  is  it  thyself 
who  art  to  be  her  husband,  for  thou  art  now 
about  to  wed  her  to  another;  moreover,  love 
is  a  sentiment  which  thou  canst  never  feel; 
thy  heart  is  prepossessed  entirely  with  the 
thirst  of  gold;  and  therefore  there  must  be 
some  mystery  in  all  this  business,  which,  soon 
or  late,  I  shall  succeed  in  penetrating.*' 

Touquet  trembled,  and  turned  pale ;  and,  as 
he  cast  his  eyes  down,  stammered — 

I  swear  to  you,  my  Lord  Marquis " 

No  more  of  this/'  exclaimed  the  Marquis, 
interrupting  him.     "  Attend  to  me :  I  love — 
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irhat  do  I  say? — I  adore  this  girU  whom  I  be- 
held a  moment  since.  The  sight  of  her  in- 
spired me  with  sensations  long  forgotten.  It 
is  no  light — ^no  fugitive  caprice; — ^it  is  a  deep 
and  intimate  emotion  of  the  heart.  Yes; 
Blanche  has  moved  me — agitated  and  affected 
me.  I  cannot  express  to  thee  the  quick,  the 
strange^  successive  sentiments  that  mantled  in 
my  heart  before  her :  I  felt  as  if  I  had  some 
dear  and  tender  knowledge  of  the  girl — as  if  I 
must  have  been  unconsciously  attached  to  her. 
After  all  that  I  declare  to  thee,  thou  may'st 
imagine  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  live  without 
her : — Blanche  must  be  mine ;  and  there  is  not 
a  sacrifice  on  earth  too  dear  for  the  attainment 
of  my  wishes." 

*'  Why,  there,  my  Lord,  my  fears  are  out" 
said  Touquet,  who  appeared  to  feel  sincere 
affliction  at  the  Marquis  s  avowal.  "  You  are 
anxious  that  this  girl  should  be  your  mistress  T 

"  I  am  anxious  to  complete  her  happiness; 
for  I  could  love  her  with  my  very  life." 

"  My  Lord,  you  speak  of  an  impossibility. 
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Blanche  is  on  the  point  of  marriage ;  she  will 
shortly  be  united  with  a  fond  young  bachelor, 
to  whom  she  is  attached;  and  therefor e«  you 
must  needs  perceive^  my  Lord,  that  your  affec- 
tion could  conduce  but  little  to  her  happiness.*' 

The  Marquis  for  some  moments  paced  the 
room,  but  at  length  impetuously  cried — 

"  I  repeat  to  you,  Blanche  must  be  mine : 
dost  thou  hear  me?  must,  I  say.  I  will  refuse 
no  human  means  that  can  accomplish  my  de- 
sire. She  cannot  love,  as  yet,  the  person  thou 
hast  chosen  for  her ;  she  has  known  him  but 
some  days.** 

''  My  Lord,  who  can  have  told  yon  that  T* 

"  What  matters  who  ?  This  love  of  her's 
is  but  a  transient  fancy,  that  I  shall  speedily 
obliterate  with  presents,  jewels,  incessant 
pleasures,  fresh  amusements—" 

"  My  Lord,  she  is  habituated  to  retirement, 
she  is  no  coquette  ;  your  dresses  and  your 
presents  would  be  ineffectual  for  her  seduc- 
tion." 
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*'  This  is  too  much/*  said  the  Marquis ; 
"  thy  objections  harass  me;  I  now  employ 
the  language  of  command.  I  insist  on  thy 
deUvcring  the  girl  to  me.  I  swear  to  settle 
an  independent  fortune  on  her :  I  agree  thst 
such  a  treasure  mfust  be  dearly  bought ;  I  fed 
it — ^hold:  there,  there  are  notes  and  gold, 
amounting  to  six  thousand  crowns.  Thou 
wilt  receive  as  much  again  on  the  fulfilment  of 
my  orders.*' 

The  Barber  cast  a  greedy  look  upon  Ae 
sum  the  Marquis  had  displayed  upon  the  tablei 
but,  as  he  withdrew  his  eyes,  exclaimed  is 
tones  of  deep  remorse :  "  Gold ! — Yes ;  that 
it  is  which  ever  hath  misled  me — but  now, 
this  once — no,  no— I  cannot.  Think,  pray 
think,  my  Lord,  that  Blanche  must  be  her 
lover's  bride  in  two  days  hence." 

"  And  do  thou  too  thhik — that  even  now— 
this  very  night  she  must  be  placed  in  ny 
possession." 

The  Barber  seemed  to  hesitate ;    he  snr- 
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veyed  from  time  to  time  the  sum  upon   the 
table,  but  eventually^  with  a  struggle^  said, — 

"  My  Lord>  it  cannot  be ;  it  desolates  me  to 
oppose  your  orders^  but  things  have  gone  too 
far " 

The  Marquis  drew  near  Touquet^  took  him 
by  the  arm,  and  almost  whispered  to  him, — 

''  Then  must  I  beg  my  uncle,  the  grand 
Provost,  to  institute  a  fresh  inquiry  into  the 
assassination  of  Blanche's  father.  Dost  thou 
suppose,  wretch,  that  I  do  not  suspect  the 
reason  why  thou  hast  concealed  the  girl  from 
every  eye  ?  Of  course,  her  beauty  would  have 
been  notoriouisi,  her  adorers  numerous:  she 
would  have  been  the  common  topic  of  dis- 
course; inquiry  would  have  followed,  who 
she  was?  and  what  her  family?— and  thence 
some  light  would  have  been  shed  on  that 
unhappy  traveller,  who  perished  by  a  mur- 
derer's hand  the  very  evening  of  his  reach- 
ing Paris.  Reflections  would  have  followed 
on  thy  sudden  wealth,  acquired  directly  after 

VOL.  II.  N 
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that  event,  and  how   acquired  no  sool  can 
teU " 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Touquet,  as  his  forehead 
became  livid^  and  a  tremulous  convulsion 
seized  his  limbs ;  "  My  Lord,  what  are  yon 
saying  ? — Could  you  possibly  believe " 

"  Hitherto,  1  believe  nothing — But,  to* 
morrow  early,  I  shall  wait  upon  the  Magis- 
trates, and  entreat  their  best  endeavours  for 
the  penetration  of  this  mystery ^" 

"  My  Lord,  then — Blanche  is  yours  ;'*  said 
Touquet,  and  sank  exhausted  in  a  chair. 

A  triumphant  smile  escaped  the  Marquis, 
whose  thoughts  were  now  entirely  turned  to 
his  attachment ;  while  Touquet,  stricken  down 
with  consternation,  remained  awhile  without 
the  power  of  raising  up  his  eyes,  and  totally 
deserted  by  his  self-possession.  At  last  he 
rose,  and  murmured  in  a  broken  voice, — 

"  Believe  me,  my  Lord  Marquis,  I  have  not 
been  governed  in  my  acquiescence  with  yoor 
wishes  by  the  suspicions  you  have  hinted ;  my 
devotion  to  your  will  alone '* 


GOLD  AND  POWER.  267 

"  Sufficient/*  said  the  Marquis,  interrupting 
him ;  ^'  no  more  of  that.  I  am  willing  to 
admit  appearances  are  sometimes  fabe — ^Let 
us  now  converse  about  my  love — I  will  not 
lose  a  moment  in  ensuring  my  possession  of 
the  girl — and  as  thou  say'st  she  will  be  married 
two  days  hence,  she  must  quit  thy  house  this 
very  night" 

"  Why,  since  she  must  leave  it/*  said  the 
Barber,  "  we  must  be  expeditious.  But  how 
to  manage  it  to-night?" 

"  Touquet,  I  hardly  recognise  thee  for  thy- 
self; thou  canst  see  nought  but  obstacles ;  for 
my  part,  I  see  none.  It  is  not  yet  midnight, 
we  have  time  enough ;  I  shall  fly  to  my  hotel, 
despatch  my  valet,  Germain,  for  a  carriage ; 
and  the  distance  to  my  villa  at  Fecamp '* 

"  My  Lord,  you  must  not  take  her  thither, 
she  would  not  be  safe  there  for  an  hour ;  oh  ! 
that  retreat  is  much  too  near  to  Paris.  Urban 
Dorgeville,  the  youth  to  whom  she  is  betrothed, 
will  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  find  her.    He 

n2 
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adbres  her — ^he  is  enterprising — ^and  you  hare 

every  thiogf  ^J  I^rd«  to  fear  from  his  despair.*" 

'(  I   fear  no  man    living,  as  thou  know^st. 

Notwiihstandingy  thy  advice  is  good — ^Blandie 

is  BO  beautUul !  I  am   already  jealous  of  her 

looking  on  another-*-and  there  are  far  too  many 

oftbosewUd  gallants  acquainted  with  the  Valine 

de  Ficamp  /  But  stay  a  moment — ^let  me  thmk 

^yes,  1  have  hit   it!      At    two  and  twenty 

leagues  from  Paris,  near  Ghrandvilliers,  I  have 

a  cbiteau,  which  was   left  me  by  my  mother; 

it  is  at  a  sufficient  distance  from  the  road,  and 

from  the  latter  town,   for  travellers  to  pass, 

without  remarking  it.'* 

•'  So  far  BO  good,  my  lord,  nothing  can  he 
better." 

«  I  have  visited  Sarcus,  the  name  of  the 
esUte,  but  once ;  and  though  my  scgoum  there 
was  short,  I  was  struck  with  the  beauty  of  the 
domain.  It  was  built  in  1522,  and  given  by 
the  fiist  King  Francis  to  Mademoiselle  A 
Sarcu..    It  is  cited  in  the  environs  as  quite  a 
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miracle  of  sculpture :  the  fagade  is  famed  as 
the  most  perfect  masterpiece  of  extant  art. 
Blanche  shall  be  conducted  thither  by  two 
trusty  guards,  and  in  ten  hours,  at  the 
farthest,  she  will  be  in  safety  at  the  chdteau — 
and  at  more  than  twenty  leagues  from  Paris. 
I  myself,  to-morrow  morning  early,  after  hav- 
ing made  some  few  arrangements,  and  excused 
myself  at  Court,  upon  the  plea  of  being  called 
to  England — ^will  secretly  depart  for  Sarcus, 
and  there  remain  with  her,  whom  I  will  never 
leave.  Thou  seest,  Touquet,  my  plan  is 
thoroughly  digested,  and  no  one  can  suspect 
that  it  is  I  who  have  absconded  with  thine 
orphan.'* 

"  No,  my  Lord,  no  individual  of  your  own 
immediate  acquaintances,  perhaps;  but  how 
are  we  to  manage  here  with  Blanche — to  get 
the  g^rl  to  follow  you — ^to  avoid  confusion  and 
disturbance — Suppose  her  cries  should  reach 
the  ears  of  the  vicinity  ?*' 

*'  Oh !  faith,  you  must  contrive  some  method 
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of  deceiring  her — that  is  thy  affair — ^What! 
is  thy  brain  become  so  barren  of  a  sudden, 
then,  that  thon  canst  not  devise  the  means  to 
overreach  a  child  ?  Why !  give  her  to  believe 
she  is  going  to  her  future  husband  !** 

**  Stay,  my  Lord, — I  think  I  see  a  method — 
but  Blanche  must  not  perceive  you — she  might 
suspect — and  then  my  scheme  would  fail.** 

**  I  tell  thee  once  again,  she  goes  alone,  and 
the  postilion  and  two  armed  men  behind  the 
carriage  will  ensure  her  safe  conveyance." 

"  Sufficient" 

^  It  is  now  midnight — I  will  go  immediately 
and  make  the  necessary  preparations.  My 
valet  de  chambre  shall  start  at  speed  forth- 
with, that  he  may  reach  the  ch&teau  with  my 
orders,  and  be  ready  to  receive  the  charming 
girl.  At  two  this  morning,  expect  me  with 
the  carriage,  at  thy  door — observe,  at  two.** 

"  Yes,  my  Lord  Marquis,'*  said  the  Barber, 
"  I  shall  not  forget  the  hour." 

*'  And    do    thou   take    special    care   that 
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Blanche  be  ready  to  ^t  in.  I  leave  thee — and 
should*8t  thou  seek  to  break  thy  promise,  or 
deceive  me,  my  revenge  shall " 

"  My  Lord,  you  may  rely  on  me." 

The  Marquis  wrapped  his  cloak  around  him, 
and  hastily  departed  from  the  Barber's. 

When  Touquet  found  himself  alone,  his 
thoughts  assailed  him,  and  he  fell  into  a  state 
of  deep  dejection ;  at  length  he  rose  abruptly 
from  his  rumination,  saying, — 

**  Of  what  importance  can  it  be  to  me, 
whether  Urban  or  the  Marquis  have  the  girl? 
— Is  it  possible  that  I  am  grown  so  weak  as 
to  be  affected  by  the  loves  of  two  mere  chil- 
dren 7  I  thought  to  have  prevented  all  sus- 
picion, by  keeping  this  young  girl  incessantly 
with  me. — Well,  well^  at  last  I  shall  be  rid 
of  this  for  ever- anxious  burden. — Let  me  put 
away  this  gold.  The  Marquis  promises  as 
much  again,  and  could  I  have  refused  it? 
No  !  My  destiny  must  be  fulfilled ;  and  this 
aame  metal  will  for  ever  be  the  compass  of  my 
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inevitable  course.  I  was  but  sixteen  years  or 
age  when  it  seduced  me  into  perpetrations 
which  drew  down  on  me  the  curses  of  my 
father !  No  sooner  had  I  put  my  foot  in  Paris, 
which  I  burned  to  see,  than  I  was  robbed  of 
all  I  had  by  persons  more  adroit  than  I  was. 
Then,  I  was  myself  the  dupe,  and  afterwards 
resolved  to  try  the  practices  on  others  by 
which  I  had  been  previously  despoiled — I 
gave  my  genius  its  career  ;  so  far  the  evil  was 
not  great — but  this  accursed  love  of  gold! 
Ten  years  have  not  effaced  from  my  remem- 
brance the  impression  of  that  dreadful  night, 
when — Never  since  that  hour  have  I  enjoyed 
a  night's  repose.  I  will  return  into  my  native 
country,  and,  if  my  father  should  be  living 
still,  endeavour  to  obtain  his  pardon;  that, 
perhaps,  may  give  me  peace.  But  if  he  knew 
the  means  by  which  I  have  enriched  my- 
self  " 

And   the  Barber    had    relapsed   into    his 
thoughtiul  mood,  when  one  o'clock  resounded 
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from  the  Church  of  St.  Eustache.  Touquet 
approached  the  table,  and  having  gathered  up 
the  gold,  ascended  to  secure  it  in  his  room  : 
he  thence  proceeded  to  Blanche's  dormitory, 
and  knocked  distinctly,  though  not  loudly,  at 
her  door. 

The  adventures  of  the  evening  had  so 
agitated  Blanche,  that  she  sought  to  sleep  in 
vain.  The  figure  of  the  stranger  sitting  by 
her  side ;  the  indescribable  expression,  with 
which  he  held  and  pressed  her  hand,  con- 
tinually  haunted  her  imagination.  She  felt 
oppressed,  and  sank  beneath  the  sad  pre- 
sentiment that  she  never  should  see  Urban 
more;  the  image  of  the  Marquis  incessantly 
intervened  between  her  lover  and  herself; 
and  the  sadness  felt  by  Urban,  when  he  left 
her,  responded,  as  it  added  to  her  own. 
Abandoned  to  this  vag^e  solicitude,  often- 
times more  poignant  than  the  depth  of  real 
g^ef,  Blanche  was  incapable  of  sleep;  and 
when  she  heard,  at  such  an  hour  of  night,  a 
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knocking  at  her  door,  her  terrors  were  at  once 
revived. 

''  Who  is  there?"  she  uttered,  in  a  fidter- 
ing  voice. 

''  'Tis  h  Blanche/'  said  the  Barber,  ''open 
the  door,  I  have  something  of  importance  to 
communicate  to  you.'' 

The  girl,  who  instantly  recognised  the 
Barber's  voice,  leaped  up,  put  on  her  robe  de 
chambre  hastily,  and  let  him  in.  Touquet, 
holding  in  his  hand  a  lamp,  had  not  the  heart 
to  look  on  Blanche,  who,  on  the  contrary,  was 
anxious  to  interrogate  his  looks. 

''Good  heaven!"  she  exclaimed,  ''my 
kindest  friend,  has  anything  occurred?" 

The  words,  "my  kindest  friend,"  pro- 
nounced by  Blanche  in  tones  of  sweetest 
tenderness,  had  always  their  effect  on  Touqnet, 
who  was  now  compelled,  as  far  as  possibly*  to 
smother  his  emotion. 

"  Be  not  uneasy,  Blanche,"  replied  the 
Barber,  "  but  attend  to  me.     Urban  to-night 
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has  been  engaged  in — a  dispute — in  fact  a 

duel " 

''  Oh !  heaven  I  he  is  wounded  l" 
'*  No^  no ;  he  is  not,  but  he  was  obliged  to 
consult  his  safety,  by  quitting  Paris  instan- 
taneously, and  therefore  he  has  started  for  his 
country  residence." 

"  What  gone — ^without  seeing  me ^ 

**  Let  me  finish  what  I  have  to  say;  you 
were  to  have  been  married  here,  instead  of 
which  you  must  be  married  at  his  house ;  and 
Urban  made  me  promise^  to  appease  his  own 
anxiety,  that  you  should  follow  him  to- 
night." 

''  Immediately !  when  you  will ;  but  why 
then,  my  kind  friend,  could  I  not  have  accom- 
panied him  ?" 

^*  It  was  impossible,  he  had  not  a  moment 
to  spare.  As  luck  will  have  it,  a  friend  of  mine 
is  sending  off  his  valet  in  the  direction  of  your 
future  home,  to  attend  his  wife  on  her  return 
to  Paris.    The  carriage  will  be  here  and  ready 
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in  an  hour — ^Be  you  prepared.  You  need 
not  trouble  yourself  with  trunks  or  packages, 
you  will  find  whatever  you  require,  on  reaching 
home ;  you  understand  me  V* 

"  Oh !  I  shall  be  ready  in  an  instant— and 
Margaret?'* 

"  She  cannot  accompany  you  now.  I  need 
her  presence  here  for  various  arrangements; 
but,  in  some  few  days,  I  shall  despatch  her 
after  you.  I  shall  leave  you  now ;  get  ready, 
and  when  the  coach  arrives,  I  shall  return  and 
lead  you  to  it'* 

The  Barber  took  his  leave,  and  Blanche, 
suspecting  little  his  deceptions  plans,  pro- 
ceeded with  alacrity  to  make  her  toilette, 
exclaiming, — 

"  Poor  Urban !  I  was  sure  that  something 
would  befall  him — He,  too,  had  the  same 
presentiment!  How  fortunate  that  he  was 
able  to  escape !  But  now  I  go  to  join  him, 
heaven  be  thanked !  and  never — ^never  will  I 
leave  him  more." 
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In  the  mean  time  Touquet  had  regained 
his  room  below. 

*'  All  goes  well/*  he  said ;  "  the  g^l  will  leave 
without  the  least  impediment.  But  if  Mar- 
garet should  not  have  been  asleep — should  she 
have  overheard  my  conversation  with  the 
Marquisy  and  desire  in  consequence  to  go 
with  Blanche.  It  is  most  important  the  old 
woman  should  know  nothing.  Why,  it  is 
easy  to  discover  if  she  be  awake  or  not.  She 
now  lies  in  the  room  where  Blanche's  father 
slept — Away  with  all  such  weakness !  I  must 
— I  must  go  up." 

The  Barber  took  his  light  and  moved 
towards  a  closet  at  the  end  of  his  apartment ; 
when  he  reached  the  door,  he  hesitated  and 
then,  as  if  by  effort  overcoming  his  repugnance, 
touched  a  spring  concealed  beneath  the 
tapestry,  when  a  little  door  sprung  open, 
through  w  hich  appeared  a  narrow  stair-case 
leading  to  an  upper  story.  Touquet  turned 
his  eyes  away  from  it  in  horror,  murmuring 
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"'  Never  since  that  fatal  night  have  I  been  in 
this  passage." 

Notwithstanding^  he  ascended ;  his  wild  and 
haggard  aspect  seemed  to  apprehend  the  pre- 
sence  of  some  fearful  object;  and  while  one 
trembling  hand  extended  held  the  lamp  before 
him^  the  other  was  expanded  on  the  wall«  as  if, 
as  he  advanced,  to  prop  his  faltering  steps. 

Having  reached  the  staircase  head,  a  doubly 
fastened  door  appeared  before  him.  He  drew 
the  bolts  as  quietly  as  possible,  and  stepped 
into  the  small  dark  cabinet  which  opened  on 
the  alcove  of  Margaret's  dormitory ;  the  same 
which  Blanche  and  the  old  woman  had  ex- 
plored, although  the  door  by  which  the  Barber 
just  had  entered  had  escaped  their  observa- 
tion, so  nicely  was  it  let  into  the  wainscot 
of  the  room. 

The  Barber  placed  his  lamp  upon  the  floor, 
and  then  applied  his  ear  against  the  door  of 
the  alcove,  in  which  he  heard  so  deep  and 
natural  a  snoring,  that  not  a  doubt  existed  of 
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the  old  domestic's  being  sound  asleep.  Tou- 
quet,  however,  to  be  sure^  undid  the  door>  and 
looked  into  the  recess,  where  Margaret  slept 
profoundly;  and  then,  retiring  from  the  cabinet 
as  he  had  entered,  by  the  secret  door,  the  bolts 
of  which  he  fastened,  descended,  saying — 
"  There  is  nothing  to  be  feared  from  her." 
On  a  sudden,  Touquet  missed  a  step,  and 
lowering  his  lamp  to  see  his  way,  perceived 
some  reddish  spots  upon  the  stairs.  Although 
it  would  have  been  no  easy  matter  to  declare 
what  marks  they  were,  the  Barber  shrunk  with 
horror  from  the  sight ;  his  hair  was  all  on  end, 
his  feet  forsook  him  on  the  spot  imprinted 
with  such  frightful  stains;  in  his  terror,  the 
lamp  escaped  from  his  enfeebled  grasp,  and 
was  extinguished,  when  the  Barber  found  him- 
self alone  within  the  secret  passage,  in  the 
depth  of  darkness. 

Impelled  by  the  intensity  of  horror,  he  fled 
down  stairs;  his  head  at  times  came  into 
violent  collision  with  the  wall ;  at  times  he  fell. 
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and  scrambled  forward  on  all  fours,  pronounc- 
ing, in  a  voice  half  choked  with  terror — 

*'  Mercy !  mercy  !  pursue  me  not  If  it  be 
because  I  am  about  to  deliver  up  thy  daughter 
to  the  Marquis,  that  thou  comest  again  to  hor- 
rify me,  no — ^the  Marquis  shall  not  have  her. 
No— but  leave  me ;  touch  me  not  with  thine 
ensanguined  hands  !'* 

Having  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  he 
violently  closed  the  door  concealed  behind  the 
tapestry,  and  not  remaining  for  a  moment  in 
his  room,  which  was  completely  dark,  he  de^ 
scended  to  the  parlour,  where  he  found  both 
lamp  and  fire.  He  threw  himself  upon  achiur, 
and  cast  his  haggard  eyes  around  him,  and 
recovering  gradually  from  his  consternation, 
pressed  his  clenched  hands  against  his  fore- 
head, saying — 

"  It  was  but  a  dream." 

As  he  spoke  a  carriage  stopped  before  his 
door,  to  which  the  Barber,  totally  restored,  im- 
mediately proceeded. 
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"  Here  I  am/'  said  the  impatient  Marquis, 
stepping  out  of  the  berline ;  "  I  am  here,  as 
thou  may'st  see,  before  my  time.  My  valet  is 
already  on  the  road  to  Grandvilliers.  The 
postilion  is  mounted;  these  two  armed  men 
will  follow  the  conveyance ;  everything  is  ready, 
and  now  for  Blanche.'* 

*'  I  will  conduct  her  here,  my  Lord,  forth- 
with ;  she  thinks  that  she  is  going  to  join  her 
future  husband,  who  has  been  engaged,  to- 
night, so  I  have  told  her,  in  a  duel :  she  has 
no  suspicion,  and  our  stratagem  is  perfect." 

"  'Tis  well." 

"  But  hide  yourself,  my  Lord ;  for  should  she 
see  you,  aU  would  be  undone." 

**  Fear  not ;  I  will  conceal  myself  behind 
this  door ;  I  only  wish  to  see  her  safely  seated 
in  the  carriage ;  to-morrow  I  shall  reach  Sar- 
cus,  and  then  will  dry  her  tears." 

•'  I  will  conduct  her." 

The  Barber  went  up  stairs  to  summon 
Blanche,  who,  having  heard  the  carriage,  was 
in  readiness  for  her  departure. 
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"  Here  I  am,  my  kind,  good  friend,*" 
Blanche,  coming  qmckly  firom.her  chamber; 
<'  I  heard  the  carriage  reach  the  door." 

Touquet  descended,  Blanche  followed  him; 
her  poor  young  heart  was  beating  violently* 
for  though  she  thought  she  was  proceeding  to 
rejoin  her  lover,  this  departure  in  the  middle 
of  the  night  was  so  mysterious  and  siogtthr> 
that  she  could  not  resist  a  sudden  and  in 
voluntary  fear. 

When  she  reached  the  Barber's  room  belov, 
she  cast  her  eyes  around  her,  saying — 

''  What,  is  Margaret  not  come  to  Inss  me, 
and  to  say  farewell  f 

''  No,  no  ;  we  had  no  time,**  said  Tonquet, 
as  he  took  her  hand,  and  led  her  towards  the 
passage.  Having  reached  the  door,  the  Bar- 
ber put  his  head  out,  to  be  assured  before- 
hand?  that  the  Marquis  was  not  visible;  then, 
opening  the  carriage  door,  called  Blanche  ;— 

"  Come,  quick,  get  in ;  we  have  no  time  to 
lose." 

Blanche   darted  from  the  house  into  the 
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street^  got  into  the  berline,  and  when  she 
found  herself  alone  there  in  the  depth  of 
nighty  her  heart  recoiled  within  her.  Touquet 
had  already  closed  the  carriage  door«  but 
Blanche  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  and  said — 

"  Farewell^  my  kind,  good  friend ;  I  am 
going  to  join  Urban,  it  is  true,  but  still,  I  shall 
not  cease  to  think  of  you,  and  bless  you ;  and 
all  that  you  have  done  for  me  will  be  most 
gratefully  engraven  on  my  heart  for  ever." 

"  Go  on,  postilion,"  cried  the  Barber,  in  a 
faltering  voice,  and  almost  trembling  with 
emotion.  He  had  no  sooner  spoken  than  the 
clock  of  St.  Eustache  struck  two ;  the  postilion 
cracked  his  whip,  and  Blanche  was  gone. 

"  I  have  her,"  cried  the  Marquis ;  and  the 
Barber  hastily  retired  into  his  house. 
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THE  BARBEH  OF  PARIS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  RENDEZVOUS — THE  UNCERTAINTY  OF  FOR- 
TUNE— THE  HOTEL  DE  BOURGOGNE — THE 

CHAIRMEN. 

Although  Chaudoreille  set  forth  at  day-break 
from  the  Faubourg  St  Antoine^  he  was  not 
entirely  free  from  apprehensions  on  the  sub- 
ject of  his  duel ;  for  he  still  imagined  Tur- 
lupin  to  be  a  personage  of  some  considera- 
tion. But^  as  he  was  swollen  with  an  idea  of 
his  importance^  in  being  agent  to  so  powerful 
a  noble  as  Villebelle,  whose  protection  he 
might  claim  in  case  of  need,  he  mustered 
courage  to  return  to  Paris>  where  he  reca- 
pitulated the  events  of  the  preceding  night. 

VOL.  III.  B 
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The  Marquis,  on  condition  of  his  being 
pleased  with  Blanche,  had  promised  him  one 
hundred  pistoles,  and  Chaudoreille  felt  certain 
of  the  compensation;  but  then,  the  thought 
that  Touquet  possibly  might  learn  the  means 
by  which  Villebelle  became  acquainted  with  the 
existence  of  his  protegee,  disturbed  the  pleasure 
of  his  calculations,  and  presented  to  his  mind 
the  terror  of  the  Barber's  wrath.  Notwithstand- 
ing, he  remembered  his  appointment  for  the 
erening;  and,  endeavouring  to  quell  his  thoughts 
of  Touquet,  and  having  so  disposed  the  crowns 
of  which  he  had  despoiled  Marcel,  that  they 
resounded  on  his  person  as  he  stepped,  he 
marched  into  a  tavern,  where  he  passed  a  por- 
tion of  the  day  in  adding  to  his  courage  fay 
the  aid  of  sundry  flasks  of  wine.     Towards 
evening,  in  a  vein  c^  more  assurance,  he  visited 
his  lodging,  where  having,  with  the  assistance 
of  an  iron,  rectified  his  tumbled  ruff,  and,  to 
the  best  of  his  ability,  revived  the  faded  cohmr 
of  his  clothes,  retouched  his  mustachios  and 
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imperial  and  brushed  his  hat  and  boots,  he 
started  for  his  rendezvous. 

"  Whatever  may  be  the  fascinations  of  my 
princess/*  said  the  knight,  "  I  must  not  forget 
that  I  am  to  return  this  evening  to  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Antoine,  there  to  touch  my  hundred 
pistoles  irom  the  Marquis.  CadSdis !  a  hun- 
dred pistoles !  for  a  sum  of  that  amount  I 
would  abandon  all  the  Odaliscas,  the  very 
fistvourite  sultana  of  the  Orand  Siffnor." 

The  evening  drew  near,  and  Chaudoreille 
had  already  been  a  full  half-hour  parading  to 
and  fro  upon  the  spot  where  the  old  woman 
had  accosted  him.  With  his  nose  cocked 
up  into  the  air,  though  specially  avoiding 
further  contact  with  any  water  carrier  that 
chance  might  throw  across  his  path,  the 
knight's  inquiring  gaze  was  anxiously  directed 
at  every  window  as  he  passed  along.  At 
length,  the  person  who  had  spoken  to  him 
on  the  previous  evening  came  forth  from  an 
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abode  of  good  exterior,  and,  passing  near  bu 
whispered,  but  distinctly, — 

'*  Follow  me ;  but  so  that  it  may  not  appear 
that  you  accompany  me.** 

'^  Enough,  Marton,*'  said  ChaudoreiUe,  who 
followed  the  old  woman  so  closely,  from  fear  of 
losing  sight  of  his  conductress,  that  he  was 
nearly  treading  on  her  heels.  Having  reached 
the  house,  the  servant  went  up  stairs  before 
the  knight,  and,  laying  her  finger  on  her  lip,  as 
a  signal  to  enjoin  the  strictest  silence,  directed 
Chaudorcille  to  follow  her.  The  knight  obeyed, 
but,  on  a  sudden,  seizing  the  petticoat  of  his 
ancient  guide,  he  asked  her  "  If  her  mistress 
were  a  married  woman  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  inquire  ?"  replied  the  servant, 
with  a  derisive  air. 

"  Why !  Saudis !  because  there  are  some 
husbands  somewhat  irritable  and  impatient  on 
the  point  of  gallantry.  Plague  upon  them ;  a 
poniard-wound  is  given  as  quick  as  thought, 
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and  I  am  none  of  those  who  throw  themselves 
into  the  very  clutches  of  the  wolf.** 

"  Are  you  not  armed.  Sir  ?  and,  should  you 
be  attacked,  are  you  not  able  to  defend  your- 
selfr 

"  Yes,  certainly,  I  could  defend  myself," 
said  Chaudoreille,  descending  several  steps ; 
"  but  I  implicitly  respect  the  sanctity  of  mar- 
riage>  and,  on  consideration,  I  had  rather  take 
my  leave.'' 

**  Come,  come ;  come  on.  Sir,"  said  the  ser- 

« 

vant,  overtaking  him  in  his  retreat ;  "  my  mis- 
tress is  not  married,  and  you  have  nought  to 
fear." 

"  Eh !  Sandis !  my  sweetheart,  then  explain 
yourself;  my  life  is  far  too  precious  to  be 
rashly  hazarded ;  however,  lead  on,  Lisette ; 
ascend,  I  follow  you.  But  if  you  have  de- 
ceived me,  tremble  for  the  consequences." 

The  old  woman,  halting  on  the  second  floor, 
undid  a  door,  and  introduced  the  knight  into 
a  handsome  dining-roomj  from  which  she  led 


Idm  to  a  nun  but  eiegmnt  apartment. 
she  left  him,  aajing — 

•'Wait  here;  I  will  inform  my 
joor  aniraL*' 

«  Mind  you  are  aot  l^m^,  «»  I  cannot 
waUing,**  said  Chaud«>reille,  who  hegan  to 
his  eyes  aboot   him   with    aimiHcion    and  ^ 


quietude. 
The  cheralier^   when    alone,   examined  the 

apartment 

•*  It  is  well  enough,    and  tdean,  extremely 
clean;  she  most  be   some    woman  of  diaone- 
tion.     Come,  Chaudoreille,"  continued  the  so- 
liloquizing knight^    '« thou    skrt    in  luck ;    pW 
not  the  noTice,  but  present    thyself  with  firm- 
ness and  assurance.       A.11    hlessings  come  at 
once;   fortune,  money,    love.       X    knew  thai  I 
should  end  by — ^the  devil  take  it,  I  see  a  hole 
here  in  my  doublet !   I  must  hold  my  hat  before 
it.     I  am  impatient  to  behold  my  princess ;  I 
feel  already  I  adore  her  :    hut  how  is  this  ?  it  is 
aU  but  dark,  and  I  am  lefk  without  a  candle: 
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this  is  singular  enough.  My  heart  begins  to 
beat — with  love,  undoubtedly '' 

Here  the*  chevalier  raised  his  voice — 

'*  Besides^  should  any  one  but  dare  to  brush 
my  doublet  even^  I  should  let  him  know  Bo- 
landa  hath  an  edge ;  and  no  four  mortal  men 
could  frighten  me " 

As  he  spoke,  the  creaking  of  a  door  behind 
him  so  appalled  the  knight,  that  he  recoiled, 
and  in  his  terror  overturned  a  set  of  porcelain 
cups,  exclaiming — 

"  Who  goes  there  ?" 

"  'Tis  I,  Monsieur,"  replied  the  servant ; 
''  I  am  come  to  bring  you  to  my  mistress/' 

**  Ahi  right;  but  you  had  left  me  in  the 
dark  here,  and  I  took  you  for  a  rat,  an  animal 
I  hold  in  utter  execration ;  indeed,  to  that  ex- 
tremity, that  I  would  rather  fight  a  lion  than 
even  look  upon  the  tail  of  one  of  those  small 
creatures.  It  cannot  be  helped;  all  your 
greatest  meii  have  had  the  beast  of  their  aver- 
sion ;  but  lead  the  way,  my  sweetheart/* 

The  domestic  led  the  knight  through  an 
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intermediate  apartment  to  an  elegant  and 
well-illuminated  boudoir,  at  the  end  of  which 
was  seated  on  a  sofa  a  beautiful  and  youthful 
female. 

The  old  woman  had  retired,  and  Chaud- 
oreiUe,  exceedingly  embarrassed  by  the  teie-i- 
tete,  for  which  he  should  have  reasonably  been 
prepared,  had  not  the  courage  to  survey  the  in- 
dividual, in  whose  society  he  was  thus  so  en- 
viably thrown.  He  tortured  his  imagination 
for  a  compliment,  but  his  Apollo  was  obsti- 
nately unpropitious ;  and  the  knight,  incapable 
of  utterance,  at  length  was  equally  astonished 
and  relieved  to  hear  himself  addressed — 

*'  What !  does  not  Monsieur  ChaudoreiUe 
bestow  a  word  upon  an  old  acquaintance  ?'* 

Struck  with  the  voice,  the  little  man  looked 
up,  and  gave  an  exclamation  of  astonishment 
on  recognising  Julia,  the  young  Italian,  who 
beheld  him  with  a  smile. 

*'Is  it  possible? — ^is  it  you  I  see?" 
ChaudoreiUe. 

"And  what  is  there  so  singular  in  that. 
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Monsieur  le  Chevalier? — did  you  imagine  the 
Marquis  would  consign  me  everlastingly  to  his 
mansion  at  Fecamp  ?*' 

"  No, — ^undoubtedly,  fair  lady, — I   do  not 

say  that, — ^but  I  so  little  thought  to "  on 

which  he  cast  .a  look  of  tenderness  at  Julia, 
saying  to  himself, — "  I  always  thought  she 
loved  me, — and  here  I  am,  at  last,  the  rival  of 
the  Marquis ! — but  this  doth  tickle  me  amaz- 
ingly !" 

'*  Be  seated.  Monsieur  Chaudoreille,"  said 
Julia,  who  appeared  some  moments  to  divert 
herself  with  the  preposterous  embarrassment 
and  loving  glances  of  the  little  personage, 
who,  recovering  his  assurance,  was  about  to 
seat  himself  near  Julia  on  the  sofa ;  but  the 
young  Italian,  pointing  to  a  folding-stool,  di- 
rected him  to  place  himself  before  her. 

"  She  fears  me,"  thought  the  knight,  as  he 
took  his  seat  in  front  of  Julia; — "she  would 
prolong  her  resistance  to  the  last: — I  must 

b3 
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not  be  too  impetuous,  but  trust    for  Ticioiy 

to  my  eyes." 

"Do  you  guess  the  reason  of  my  hamg 
sent  for  you  ?"  said  the  young  Italiftn,  as  she 
surveyed  the  knight  with  a  shrewd  and  pene- 
trating look 

"  Why,  yes,— fair  lady, — I  may  presume, — ^I 
flatter  myself, — one  cannot  be  puzzled  on  oc- 
casions such  as  this— — '* 

"And  as  I,  on  the  contrary,  imagine  you 
may  lie  under  a  mistake,*^  said  Julia,  assuming 
a  serious  and  expressive  air,  **  I  shall  now  ex- 
plain to  you  the  cause  of  my  requiring  your 
attendance." 

"  Good  Heaven !"  muttered  to  himself  tiit 
knight,  affrighted  by  the  sudden  alteration  in 
her  tone,  "  she  surely  would  not  kill  herself  on 
my  account? 

"  I  am  the  mistress  of  the  Marquis, — of  that 
you  are  aware " 

"No  doubt,  since  I  was  myself  the  me^ 
senger- 
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"  Silence>  and  interrupt  me  not !  I  have  no 
wish  to  conceal  my  weakness ;  but  I  was  far 
from  yielding  to  the  motives  of  interest  or 
ambition, — love»  and  love  alone,  subdued  me^ 
— and,  in  a  woman's  eyes,  love  palliates  a 
thousand  faults.  Yes,  I  had  long  loved  the 
Marquis ;  I  had  often  seen  him  in  his  walks, 
and,  notwithstanding  all  that  I  had  heard  of 
him,  I  found  it  useless  to  resist  the  sentiment 
with  which  he  had  inspired  me.  My  wishes 
were  but  anticipations  of  his  own.  You  need 
not,  therefore,  be  surprised  at  the  facility  with 
which  I  yielded  to  your  proposals ;  for  I  flat- 
tered myself  the  Marquis  would  participate 
the  flame  which  still  consumes  me.  I  relied 
upon  my  power  of  self-control  to  be  enabled 
to  conceal  from  him  the  violence  of  my  devo- 
tion until  after  I  was  certain  of  its  reciprocity ; 
— I  relied  upon  myself,  unfortunately,  too  im- 
plicitly!— how  wilfully  did  I  believe  in  his 
affectionate  avowals!  Ungrateful  man!  cold- 
ness— perhaps    indifference — succeeds  his  ar- 
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dent  protestatioiis !— while  I — I  feel  I  love  him 
more  than  ever!'* 

The  energy  of  Julia  yisibly  augmented  as 
she  named  the  Marquis  of  Villebelle.  Her 
look  was  full  of  fire,  and  everything  pertain- 
ing to  her  tone  and  countenance  evinced  the 
violence  of  the  infatuation  to  whidbi  she  vas 
a  prey;  while  Chaudoreille,  astonished  and 
almost  alarmed  at  her  impassioned  animatkn, 
continued  to  push  back  his  seat  in  proportion 
to  the  increase  of  her  vehemence. 

*'  Yes/'  said  the  young  Italian^  abandoning 
herself  to  her  emotion,  and  apparently  no 
longer  conscious  of  the  presence  of  the  knight; 
**  yes,  I  love  thee  ever,  thou  too  seducing 
Villebelle ! — this  burning  heart  beats  but  kx 
thee  alone !  But  thine  indifference — I  cannoi 
could  not,  bear !  Ah !  should^st  thou  love 
another! — my  fiiry  would  be  boundless!^! 
would  avenge  thine  outrage  in  thine  and  in 
my  rival's  blood !" 

**  Ah !  good   Heaven !  she  would  have  me 
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assassinate  the  Marqais!'*  said  Chaudoreille 
to  himself,  still  endeavouring  to  recede  upon 
his  stool ;  but  as  he  had  reached  the  wall,  and 
further  retrogression  was  impossible,  he  cast  a 
stealthy,  sidelong  glance  upon  the  door,  and 
murmured, — "  This  is  a  precious  rendezvQus 
that  I  have  gotten  into! — this  woman  is  a 
very  devil !  I  prefer  my  porteress  to  her  in- 
finitely." 

Julia  had  ceased  to  speak,  and,  having  gra- 
dually recovered  her  composure,  could  not 
abstain  from  laughter,  when  she  cast  her  eyes 
on  Chaudoreille»  who  appeared  to  be  abso- 
lutely glued  to  the  tapestry. 

''Draw  near,  draw  near,  then,  man,*'  said 
Julia  to  the  knight ;  *'  what  I  require  of  you  is 
this :  you  told  me  you  were  intimate  with  the 
Barber  Touquet  r 

"  Yes, — ^Mada — Mademois — Signora " 


"  The  Barber  is  the  person  whom  the  Mar- 
quis usually  employs  in  his  intrigues :  it  has, 
therefore,  struck  me  that,  through  him,  you 
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may  be  able  to  ascertain  if  he  has  any  novel  en- 
terprise in  contemplation, — do  you  hear  me  T 
"  Yes, — ^yes, — I  hear  you  perfectly." 
«<  Do  you  then  consent  to  undertake  my 
service? — to  intimate  to  me  whatever  yon 
may  learn  from  Touquet  relating  to  the  Mar- 
quis?— ay,  even  if  you  yourself  were  confi- 
dentially  employed  in  his  behalf,  do  you  con- 

9 

sent  to  come  immediately  and  let  me  know  the 
plans  you  may  have  laid  for  the  pursuance  of 
his  intrigues?" 

"  Yes,  certainly,  I  do  consent, — with  all  my 
heart  I  do.  Ah  \  Cadedis  r  he  added  to  him- 
self, "  if  she  knew  but  what  I  told  her  lover 
yesterday,  I  should  never  leave  this  house 
alive." 

* 

What  makes  you  tremble  T' 

Oh! — nothing, — it  is  my  nerves, — I  am 
liable  to  these  attacks." 

**  Hold,  take  this  purse ;  and  if  yon  serve 
me  with  fidelity  and  zeal,  you  will  see  that 
Julia  can  be  grateful." 


•« 


t< 
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The  sight  of  a  well-farnished  purse  con- 
firmed the  knight's  devotion:  he  took  the 
money,  bowing  to  the  very  ground*  and 
cried, — 

'^  From  this  same  moment  I  dedicate  myself 
to  you.  Command  my  arm, — my  sword, — 
my 

''  I  stand  in  need  of  neither ;  all  yon  have 
to  do  is  to  exert  your  eyes  and  ears.  Be  on 
the  watch, — draw  Touquet  into  conversation, 
—keep  an  incessant  eye  on  every  action  of  the 
Marquis,  and  inform  me  of  his  every  step. 
You  will  be  unsuspected,  and  are,  conse- 
quently, the  very  person  I  require.  Yon  may 
retire,  but  recollect  to  give  me  strict  and  in- 
stant information  of  the  slightest  drcumstanee 
that  may  affect  my  passion  for  the  Marquis." 

**  You  shall  be  obeyed/'  said  Chaudoreille, 
saluting  Julia  with  profound  humility. 

The  Italian  rang  the  bell,  and  the  old 
woman,  at  the  signal  of  her  mistress,  recon- 
ducted the  Chevalier  in  silence  to  the  door. 


16  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

When  fairly  in  the  street,  the  knight  breathed 
more  at  ease. 

"  CadedisT  said  he,  "  here  I  am  up  to  the 
very  neck  in  these  intrigues.  Agent  to  Julia, 
the  man  of  business  of  the  Marquis,  Touquet^s 
confidant — ^and,  best  of  allj  receiving  money 
from  all  three  of  them.  This  is  not  so  bad, 
i*faith !  the  purse  is  tolerably  garnished.  To- 
morrow I  shall  equip  myself  anew  from  top  to 
toe ;  and,  now  I  think  of  it,  I  know  where  I  can 
lay  my  hand  upon  a  pair  of  brave  flesh- 
coloured  hose.  They  wiU  fit  me  most  angeli- 
cally.  But  hold,  I  must  not  forget  the  most 
important  point  of  all — ^the  hundred  pistoles 
that  the  Marquis  promised  me,  if  Blanche 
should  please  him;  so  off  I  am  to  F6caii^ 
Ah  !  Fortune,  Fortune !  thou  look'st  upon  me 
as  one  of  thy  spoiled  children, — ^and  yet  thy 
favours,  I  admit,  are  showered  on  no  ungainly 
subject." 

Indulging  in  these  flattering  reflections,  the 
knight  was  already  on  his  road  to  the  Fan* 
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boarg  St.  Antoine,  where  he  arrived  at  night, 
about  the  hour  of  eight.  He  pulled  the  bell 
almost  as  violently  as  the  Marquis;  and, 
indeed.  Marcel,  on  opening  the  gate  to  him, 
observed^ — 

"  Thou  makest  as  much  noise  as  my  Lord." 

"  Perhaps,  because  I  have  the  right  to  do 
so/'  said  the  Gascon,  strutting  in  with  incon- 
ceivable impertinence;  and> having  strode  across 
the  garden,  he  bent  his  steps  in  the  direction 
of  the  dining-room,  when,  having  thrown  him- 
self into  a  chair,  he  asked,  "  Had  his  Jriend, 
the  Marquis  of  Villebelle,  been  home  since 
yesterday  ?" 

"  Thy  friend  the  Marquis!''  said  Marcel, 
whose  eyes  dilated  with  astonishment. 

"  Why,  yes,  varlet/  or  the  Marquis  of  Ville- 
bcile,  my  friend,  if  thou  preferrest  it." 

"  No  one  has  been  here." 

"  And  has  he  sent  nothing  here  for  me  ?" 

*•  Nothing." 

''  I  must  wait  then  ;  some  supper,  quickly, — 
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the  best  of  ererything  thou  hast, — the  oldest 
wine— the  choicest  of  liqueur.  How  now? 
come,  move — despatch^  instead  of  staadiiig 
there  and  gazing  on  me  like  a  statue.*' 

"  Why,  what  the  devil  hath  possessed  tbee^ 
then>  this  evening  ?" 

"  Marcel^  I  prithee  none  of  thy  reflections; 
and,  if  thou  hast  a  wish  to  keep  thy  place, 
endeavour  to  conciliate  my  protection.** 

Marcel  endured  the  knight's  assumption 
with  a  patient  smile,  and,  having  laid  the  table 
and  produced  the  supper>  Chaudoreille  sat 
down,  as 'also  did  the  valet,  on  which  tlie 
knight  observed  to  him, — 

''  Thy  conduct  savours  of  familiarity,  bat, 
since  we  are  alone,  I  will  allow  thee  to  be 
seated  with  me." 

"  Most  condescending  truly." 

"  On  condition,*'  continued  ChaudoreiUe, 
"  that  I  help  myself  the  first  on  all  occasioDs/* 

While  supping,  Chaudoreille  contrived  from 
time  to  time  to  call  MarceVs  attention  to  the 
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jingling  of  his  purse,  from  which,  at  length, 
he  took  his  crowns,  and  counted  them  repeat- 
edly, then  calculated  the  amount  of  what  he 
had,  with  what  he  was  expecting;  all  of 
which  Marcel  observing  with  astonishment, 
exclaimed, — 

"  What,  hast  thou  had  a  legacy  ?" 

"Yes — I  have  frequent  legacies  of  this 
description.  Ah !  Capedebious  !  if  the  Mar- 
quis keeps  his  word  with  me,  I  shall  do  the 
thing  in  style." 

The  supper  lasted  long,  and  Chaudoreille 
was  so  preoccupied  with  the  visions  of  his 
fortune,  that  even  play  escaped  his  thoughts ; 
however  midnight  struck,  no  message  from 
Villebelle  arrived,  and  the  Chevalier*s  hopes 
began  to  vanish.  He  sighed  and  listened 
alternately ;  at  length  his  patience  was  ex- 
hausted,  and  the  little  personage  exclaimed, — 

"  So,  no  one  comes !  Perhaps  he  does  not 
like  her — ^he  must  be  difficult  to  please.  Ca- 
didis  I  it  would  be  a  pretty  business  if,  instead 
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of  my  hundred  pistoles^  I  should  have  to  take 
a  hundred  strokes  of  a  rattan.** 

In  proportion  as  his  hopes  of  fortune  ?rere 
diminished,  his  imperious  tone  subsided,  and 

at  length  he  condescended  to  hob-and-nob 
with  his  companion. 

"  To  thy  healthy  Marcel,  my  dear  and  worthy 
friend/*  said  Chaudoreille,  ''  for  thou  art  in- 
deed my  friend.  Talk  not  to  me  of  your  great 
lords  and  nobles  of  the  Court ;  they  are  not 
to  be  relied  on,  dear  Marcel !  And  what  a 
cook  thou  art — how  exquisite  a  cook !  the 
delight  I  feel  in  pledging  thee  !'* 

"  Oh  1  then,  now  thou  dost  not  disapprove 
of  my  sitting  down  at  the  same  table  with 
theer* 

*'  Thou  dost  not  mean  that  I  was  so  un- 
fortj^nate  as  to  have  said  so  ?*' 

"  Most  certainly  I  do." 

"  What  I  ?  is  it  possible  I  could  be  guilty  of 
such  gross  absurdity  ?** 

"  Yes,  most  undoubtedly." 
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'<  Was   I    drunk   then  ?    Had    I    lost   my 

senses  ?** 

"  I  cannot  pretend  to  say  what  thou  hadst 
lost — but  that  was  what  thou  saidst,  at  least.'* 

*'  Hear  me^  then.  Marcel;  if  I  ever  should 
repeat  to  thee  such  things  in  time  to  come,  I 
here  and  now  permit  thee  to  pronounce  thy 
malediction  on  me." 

'<  Good ;  now  let  us  say  no  more  upon  the 
subject." 

Marcel  had  hardly  spoken  when  the  bell 
was  heard,  at  which  the  knight  cried  out 
aloud,  and  strove  to  rise,  but  sank  back  over- 
come into  his  chair. 

"  Can  it  be  my  Lord  V  exclaimed  Marcel, 
who  snatched  a  light,  and,  running  to  the  gate, 
left  Chaudoreille  to  the  conflicting  influence  of 
his  hopes  and  fears. 

Marcel  returned  immediately;  alone,  but 
holding  in  his  hand  a  rouleau,  which  he  placed 
upon  the  table  before  Chaudoreille,  to  whom 
he  at  the  same  time  gave  a  paper,  whereon 
appeared  two  lines  in  pencil. 
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"  My  Lord  sends  you  this ;  read  it/*  said  the 
valet. 

The  knight  no  longer  knew  what  he  was 
doing;  he  surveyed,  alternately.  Marcel,  the 
rouleau,  and  the  paper. 

"  Bead  it>  then/*  said  Marcel,  and  Chaa- 
doreille  eventually  took  the  latter  with  a 
trembling  hand,  and  read  as  follows : — 

"  I  have  seen  her ;  thou  hast  surpassed  my 
hopes,  and  I  have  doubled  the  compensation 
promised  thee.*' 

*'  AJi !  good  heaven !  Marcel,  he  has  doubled 
the  hundred  pistoles  !'* 

"  Then  that  makes  two  hundred  ;  that  is  to 
say,  this  rouleau  contains  two  thousand  Tour- 
nois  livres  in  gold.** 

"  Two  thousand  livres !" 

*' Well,  what — what  is  the  matter  with  thee, 

•*  Marcel — Marcel,  some  vinegar — I  beseech 
thee — I  shall  faint.*' 

''  I  should  have  thought  that  such  a  present 
as  thou  hast  there  could  not  have  failed  to 
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atrengthen  thee.  Here,  take  a  glass  of 
brandj — it  will  soon  restore  thee." 

Chaudoreillc^  in  some  degree  recovered  by 
the  liquor,  broke  open  the  rouleau,  and  the 
sight  of  the  golden  pieces  sent  him  by  the 
Marquis  deprived  him  for  some  moments  of 
the  faculty  of  speech.  At  last,  in  a  voice 
almost  subdued  with  agitation,  he  stammered, 

"  Marcel — all  this  is  mine." 

"  I  know  it^  very  well." 

"  And  besides,  this  purse — and  then  six 
crowns  I  had  before." 

"  Yes,  that  you  won  yesterday,  at  piquet." 

"  Then,  I  am  rich  at  last — Ouf !  what  tf 
terrible  effect  on  one  it  hath  to  pass  thus 
suddenly  from  penury  to  wealth.  Ah!  ah! 
I  am  choking." 

"  Drink  another  glass.  I'faith  if  such  be 
the  effects  of  fortune,  I  prefer  remaining 
penniless,  and  breathing  at  my  ease." 

"Ah!  Marcel,  thou  art  a  most  egregious 
fool,  my  worthy  boy." 
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'*  At  this  particular  moment,  I  will  not  take 
upon  myself  to  say  which  of  us  is  the  greater 
of  the  two.'* 

"  Two  thousand  livree ! — ^would  any  one  be- 
lieve it  possible  to  hold  one's  fortune  in  the 
hollow  of  the  hand,  thus  ?'' 

''  Ah !  parbleu !  one  might  manage  to  hold 
a  g^d  deal  more  than  thou  hast  there." 

"Marcel^  dost  thou  know  of  an  estate  for 
sale  in  the  vicinity  7" 

''  No ;  but  why  ?" 

"  Why  !  because  I  must  invest  my  funds. — 
What  the  devil  should  I  do  with  all  this 
money  ? — ^Let  me  see — the  first  thing  to-mor- 
row I  take  a  house. — First  and  foremost,  I 
shall  quit  my  lodging  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miehe, 
and  move  into  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Palais  Cardinal ;  I'll  have  a  jockey — Marcel, 
art  thou  disposed  to  be  my  jockey? — No,  by 
the  way,  thou  art  toofBtout — Ah !  if  it  were 
not  so  late,  I  would  go  and  take  a  turn  at  the 
Academy ;  but  it  would  be  imprudent  to  expose 
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myself  there  with  so  much  about  me,  and  at 
night — What  a  ifigure  I  shall  eat  at  play  !-^ 
Now«  at  faro — first  I  put  one  louis  on  the  card> 
and  win ;  I  plaj^  it  all^  and  win  again ;  I  leaiw 
aU  down — I  win  ten  times  successively,  and 
carry  off  a  heap  of  gold ! — ^Why !  how  shall  1 
get  through  so  large  a  sum  ? — I  have  it ! — an 
excellent  idea  too ! — 1*11  dine  twice  every  day, 
and  sup  twice  every  day,  and  so  make  up  for 
those  on  which  I  have  fasted  heretofore/' 

Marcel,  unburdened  with  the  gifts  of  for- 
tune, slept  soundly  while  the  knight  was  build- 
ing castles  in  the  air  and  counting  over,  with 
intoxicating  joy,  the  liberal  donation  of  the 
Marquis ;  and  day  began  to  dawn  ere  Chaud- 
oreille  had  closed  his  eyes,  for  every  sound 
alarmed  him,  and  at  the  slightest  noise  he 
clapped  his  hand  upon  his  treasure,  which  he 
had  at  last  rolled  up  and  placed  for  safety  in 
his  girdle. 

Chaudoreille  aroused  Marcel,  and  ordered 
him  to  seek  him  a  sedan ;  hut  the  latter  stead- 
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fastly  refosed  to  leave  the  hoiHe»  cft  to  take 
orders  firom  any  one  except  the  Marquis :  on 
which  the  knightj  who  had  resomed  the  sir  and 
language  of  atrtfaoiity,  employed  a  high  and 
threatening  voiee ;  but  finding  that  Mareel  was 
totally  unmoved  by  his  effrontery,  he  made  hb 
mind  up,  as  the  last  resort,  to  go  on  foot  to 
Paris. 

And  now  that  he  had  such  a  sum  at  his  com* 
mand,  the  little  personage  felt  an  incresse  of 
at  least  six  inches  in  his  height.  He  hardly 
deigned  to  look  upon  the  passengers  he  met; 
his  nose  erect  appeared  to  threaten  heana 
itself,  and  he  conceived  a  momentary  surprise 
that  the  sentinels  omitted  to  salute  him  as  he 
passed  their  posts.  Having  breakfiisted  to 
repletion,  he  lounged  for  several  hours  about 
the  palace>  which  Bichelieu  had  but  recendy 
erected,  and  adorned  with  all  the  luxury  and 
taste  of  the  epochs,  to  strike  the  eye  of  the 
beholder,  and  to  leave  posterity  a  monumeat 
worthy  of  its  ambitious  founder. 
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The  chevalier  entered  several  shops;  but 
nothing  was  si^ciently  superb  or  costly  for 
his  ftstidious  tasta  He  however  ordered  a 
doublet  of  rose-coloured  velvety  with  slashes 
of  white  satin^  and  corresponding  hose;  a 
cheny-coloured  cloak  with  silver  embroidery, 
and  a  girdle  fringed  with  gold  and^  tassels  of 
the  same  magnificent  description.  All  these 
articles  of  course  consumed  a  portion  of  his 
fortune ;  but  as  he  was  sure  of  bearing  off  the 
bank  at  faro,  he  denied  himself  no  single  article 
that  hit  his  fancy,  and  looked  forward  to  the 
pride  of  vying,  in  the  course  of  two  days  more, 
with  the  superb  attire  of  tlie  most  brilUant 
nobles  of  the  court 

Having  given  the  orders  for  his  new  cos- 
tume, the  knight  proceeded  to  one  of  the  best 
taverns  in  the  town,  where,  having  plenteously 
regaled  himself  with  every  dainty,  and  abun- 
dance of  fine  wine,  he  fell  on  the  discovery  that 
it  was  not  so  easy  as  he  had  of  late  supposed 
to  make  two  dinners  in  a  day ;  which,  by  the 
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waj^  would  be  an  excellent  resource  for  those 
among  the  opulent  with  whom  the  time  hangs 
heavily ;  hn%,  as  Chaudoreille^s  capacity  could 
not  encounter  such  a  repetition,  he  at  all 
eyents  prolonged  his  dinner  to  twice  the  usual 
length  ef  its  duration. 

At  five  o'clock  he  rose  from  table,  and  with 
his  face  considerably  flushed,  eyes  sparkling, 
and  a  slight  unsteadiness  of  step,  he  left  the 
tavern.  It  was  as  yet  too  early  for  the  gam- 
ing-houses, to  which  the  heavy  players  raidy 
went  before  the  hour  of  nine;  and  therefore 
Chaudoreille,  by  way  of  killing  time,  decided 
on  a  pleasure  he  had  long  denied  himself,  and 
bent  his  steps  accordingly  to  the  Hdtel  de 
Bourgogne,  which  the  knight  preferred  to  the 
Italians,  as  Turlupin,  Oros-Cfuillaume,  and 
Gautier-GarguiUe,  famous  for  their  farces  at 
the  little  theatre,  the  Estrapade,  had  recently 
obtained  the  Cardinal's  permission  to  perform 
at  the  H6tel  de  Burgogne,  whither  they  at- 
tracted overflowing  audiencea 
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The  said  hotel  was  situate  in  the  Rue  Mau- 
conseil ;  with  a  narrow  entrance  and  incom- 
modious passages^  the  interior  of  the  theatre 
consisted  of  a  pit  and  rows  of  boxes.  When 
the  court  attended  the  performances,  seats 
were  brought  for  its  express  accommodation. 
The  comedians  by  their  privilege,  which  bore 
the  date  of  January,  1613,  were  allowed  to 
represent  "  All  mysteries,  and  decent  and 
diverting  games.**  Shortly  afterwards  a  style 
of  play  ensued,  superior  to  the  coarse  buffoon- 
eries in  vogue ;  and  as  the  poets  of  that  sra 
unscrupulously  blended  the  sacred  and  pro- 
fane, the  mythological  divinities  were  repre- 
sented on  the  stage ;  but  the  principal  attrac- 
tion with  the  public  was  the  entertainment 
designated  les  Turlupinades, 

Chaudoreille,  on  entering  the  theatre,  slipped 
into  the. pit,  in  which,  as  the  spectators  were 
obliged  to  stand  (no  seats  in  those  days  being 
provided  for  the  public),  they  were  inces- 
santly impelled  by  the  flux  and  reflux  of  the 
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crowd  from  ndd  to  side*  Aa  tiie  kidglit  va* 
luckily  stood  dose  behind  a  i>erBOii  of  mMWURl 
height,  it  was  impottdble  for  him  to  catdi  a 
glimpse  of  the  perfennRiiceB :  it  was  in  ▼aiii 
he  raised  himself  on  tiptoe,  as  the  unavailiiV 
efibrt  merely  placed  his  head  upon  a  levd  with 
the  pig-tails  of  ihe  surrounding  spcctatois; 
and  being  thus  uncomfortably  posted,  he  was 
on  the  point  of  crying  out,  but  was  desired  to 
hold  his  peace  when  Oautier-Garguille  made 
his  entrance  to  speak  the  prologue  to  the  pieces; 
and,  that  we  may  form  some  notion  of  the  style 
of  such  productions  in  the  days  of  Louis  XIII., 
let  us  attend  to  the  address  of  the  buflfoon* 

'« Gentlemen  and  ladies,  one  thing  I  must 
teU  you,  which  is  this,  not  so  to  incline  yoor 
ears  to  the  symphony  of  this  pastime,  diat 
certain  manual  coadjutors  should  not  co-^- 
rate  with  galimatias,  using  it  as  music,  ss  it 
were,  or  as  a  siren*s  voice,  rather  fiir  the  ra- 
vishment and  formal  capture  of  yow  pones 
than  for  the  applauses  of  your  ews :  the  field 
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of  my  inventioDs  being  so  bairen>  ihai,  unless 
it  b^  watered  with  the  sweet  moisture  of  your 
b^nevolencov  it  would  withi  difficulty  produce 
flowers  worthy  of  being  presented  to  you* 
Philippot  will  be  here  fbrthwitbf  and  he  flatters 
himself,  xinde^  the  assurance  of  your  supple- 
mentary aid^  that  he  will  make  you  laugh  and 
weep  at  the  sel&ame  moment ;  to  the  end  that 
the  moderation  of  one  mood  may  temper  the 
violence  of  the  other. — Gentlemen  and  ladies^ 
I  should  desire^  wish,  incline,  demand  and 
require,  desideratiyely,  optatively,  voluntarilyi 
demandatively,  with  my  desideratives,  opta< 
tives,  Abc  to  thank  you  for  your  very  obliging 
presence  and  attendance  in  a  little,  merry, 
fiuny  &ree  which  we  are  about  to  represent ; 
b^re  which  I  am  desirous  of  making  a  great> 
little,  broad,  narrow  and  spacious  remonstrance, 
which  will  make  you  laugh*;" 

While  Gautier^Qarguille  was  delivering  this 
nonsense,  Chaudoreille  was  suffering  perfect 
torment,  squeezed,  shoved  in  all  directions, 

*  Dolanra,  HiBtoire  do  Paris. 
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with  the  elbows  of  liis  neighbours  ererlast^ 
ingly  against  his  face,  and,  added  to  the  rest, 
in  vivid  apprehension  for  his  pockets.  In 
vain  the  little  man  desired  to  be  let  out:  his 
supplications  were  either  silenced  or  unheeded 
At  length,  in  absolute  despair,  and  in  the 
hope  of  gaining  a  breath  of  air,  he  resolved  to 
hoist  himself  above  the  region  of  his  suffoca* 
tion,  by  the  assistance  of  his  neighbours*  wigs, 
which  he  grasped  accordingly,  but  they  yielded 
to  his  weight,  when  instantaneously  two  worthy 
burgesses  appeared  bare-headed  to  the  g|ae 
of  the  assembly;  and  na  sooner  were  they 
sensible  of  the  abrupt  departure  of  their  wigs, 
than  cries  of  «"  Thieves  !  The  Guard  !'*  were 
heard,  while  Chaudoreille  increased  the  da* 
mour,  by  screams  of  "  Help  V*  The  entertain- 
ment was  disturbed,  and  Chaudoreille  at  length 
was  taken,  making  his  retreat  between  the 
legs  of  the  spectators,  scrambling  on  his  knees 
along  the  pit,  and  clenching  the  perruques  in 
his  tenacious  grasp. 
The  two  bald-headed  personages  were  dis- 
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posed  to  treat  him  as  a  determined  filcber; 
but  the  knighti  endeavouring  to  exculpate  his 
suspicious  conduct,  restored  the  wigs :  in  spite 
of  which  he  was  ejected  from  the  pit,  the  very 
object  he  was  ansdoosto  attain ;  and  no  sooner 
had  he  thus  effected  his  retreat,  than  he  as- 
cended to  the  boxesj  where,  having  Cbund  a 
vacant  place  in  fronts  he  occupied  it  instantly^ 
and  seemed,  from  time  to  time,  from  his  con* 
spicttous  position,  to  dart  his  angry  glances  on 
the  public. 

The  piece,  however^  had  commenced,  and 
CrTOs  GuUlaume  and  Turlupin  were  on  the 
stage,  when  Chaudoreille,  amazed,  began  to 
rub  and  stretch  his  eyes  alternately. 

''  Why,  how  is  this  ?  Saudis  /"  said  he, 
''  if  I  had  not  killed  him,  I  could  swear  that 
person  is  no  other  than  the  very  Prince  of 
Cochin-china!" 

Shortly  after,  Gautier-Garguille  reappeared, 
precisely  in  the  costume  of  the  knight,  whose 
Gascon  accent^  manner,  and  grimace,  he  imi- 
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fated  witfi  meh  marveUoos  e/Bbd,  ihaA  Chaud- 
oreiUe  ezclaimedf — 
"  How  ttow  I — ^what,  are  there  two  of  osr* 
No  sooner  did  the  mimic  see  his  model  in 
the  boxes  than,  with  an  ejEgidsite  distortion  of 
his  features  into  the  very  likeness  of  the  knight, 
he  made  him  a  profound  and  marked  obeisance. 
The  eyes  of  all  the  audience  were  turned 
immediately  on  Chaudoreille,  in  whom  tfa^ 
recognised  the  little  man  but  just  cgeeted 
from  the  pit»  the  original  whom  OauHer^Gar* 
guille  was  exhibiting  with  such  incomparable 
humour,  and  the  house  wap  thoroughly  con- 
Tulsed  with  lai^hter.  The  knight  was  furious 
when  he  found  himself  the  object  of  the  com- 
mon mirth :  he  drew  his  sword>  and  shook  it, 
with  a  threatening  aspect,  at  the  pit,  well 
calculating  that  that  sort  of  general  defiance 
would  proToke  no  indiTidual  reply.  The 
merriment  of  the  spectators  increased  to  such 
a  pitch,  that  Chaudoreille,  at  length,  in  the 
transports  of  his  rage>  dashed  violently  from 
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his  box>  andj  with  a  parting  and  indignant 
glance  at  the  spectators^  swore  he  never  more 
would  pat  his  foot  in  that  accursed  theatre. 

Several  individnals  followed  Chaudoreille 
into  the  street^  where  he  gave  fSresh  vent  to  his 
exdtement,  vowing  that  he  would  punish  the 
buffoon  who  had  dared  to  mimic  him, — that 
persons  of  his  consequence  were  not  to  be 
ofiended  with  impunity,  and  that  the  disburse- 
ment of  a  hundred  pistoles  should  not  deter 
him  from  the  prosecution  of  his  vengeance. 

As  he  spoke,  the  knight  took  out  his  purse, 
and  shook  it,  so  as  to  convey  to  the  surround- 
ing crowd  the  sound  of  its  contents :  he  even 
took  some  gold  out,  and  distributed  it  into  the 
various  pockets  of  his  attire :  at  lengthi  de- 
siring that  somebody  should  go  and  bring  him 
a  sedan,  two  men  immediately  departed  in 
obedience  to  his  orders;  and  Chaudoreille, 
awaiting  their  return,  paraded  pompously  be* 
fore  the  theatre,  affecting  the  deportment  he 
conceived  the  most  indicative  of  grandeur,  and 
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striking  every  now  and  then  his  girdle,  (o 
elicit  the  imposing  music  of  his^pistoles.  The 
men  returned  almost  imihediat^y  with  the 
sedan,  in  which,  they  $aid.ttey  hoped  to  have 
themselveS:  jlfh^.lhpneur  of  carrying  the  che- 
valier. : 

"  Here'  it  is>  my  master ;  get  in,  my  master ; 
we  sh^ll  give  you  perfect  satisfaction/' 

Chaudoreille,  who  had  never  in  his  life 
before  been  honoured  with  the  flattering  title 
of  "my  master/'  was  bewildered  with  delight, 
and  was  even  on  the  point  of  making  a  pro- 
found obeisance  to  the  chairmen;  but,  recol- 
lecting his  importance,  he  darted  into  the 
sedan,  and  stretched  himself  at  length  on  its 
luxurious  cushion. 

"  Where  to,  my  master  T'  said  the  chairmen. 

"  Eue-Berirand  qui  dort^  replied  the 
knight ;  ''  you  will  know  the  house  I  wish  to 
stop  at,  by  a  lamp  above  the  door/* 

**  Enough,  mon  bourgeois'* 

When  the  door  of  the  sedan  was  closed>  the 
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knight  enjoyed  the  soothing  motion  of  the 
chair,  as  he  was  borne  along  the  streets  of  the 
metropolis.  It  was  the  first  time  Chaudoreille 
had  ever  ridden  in  a  conveyance  of  the  kind ; 
and  such  was  his  delight  at  the  luxurious 
novelty,  that  he  totally  forgot  the  disagreeable 
occurrences  at  the  H6tel  de  Bourgogne ;  but, 
indulging  in  the  fondest  ruminations  on  his 
present  brilUant  situation,  he  looked  forward, 
in  a  kind  of  extacy,  to  the  approaching  harvest 
of  the  gaming-table,  and  revelled  in  the  con- 
coction of  a  thousand  flattering  schemes. 

As  the  chairmen  still  maintained  their  pace, 
at  last  it  struck  the  knight  that  he  had  been 
BO  inconsiderable  time  in  the  sedan,  and  he 
was  anxious  to  ascertain  if  he  had  nearly 
reached  his  point  of  destination.  There  was 
a  little  narrow  pane  of  glass  on  each  side  of 
the  seat ;  but,  unfortunately,  they  proved  on 
trial  to  be  fixtures. 

It  was  late,  the  streets  were  dark,  and 
Chaudoreille  could  not  distinguish  any  solitary 
object  before  him  or  on  either  side. 
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**  Are  we  nearly  there  T  exdaimed  the 
knight^  as  he  advanced  his  head  towards  the 
front  of  the  conveyance ;  but  he  received  no 
answer:  yet  the  chairmen  still  continned  to 
advance.  But>  as  he  soon  perceived  the 
motion  of  the  chair  to  be  far  rougher  than  at 
first,  he  attempted  to  undo  the  door  in  front, 
the  only  means  of  egress  from  the  vehicle  in 
which  he  rode«  but  it  was  secured  on  the  ex- 
terior. 

A  cold  sweat  broke  out  upon  the  forehead 
of  the  little  individual,  who  now  conceived  a 
thousand  terrible  suspicions,  and  recalled  to 
his  remembrance  the  numerous  adventures  of 
chairmen  and  their  fares;  when,  just  as  he 
began  repenting  having  taken  the  conveyance, 
suddenly  it  stopped.  He  drew  his  breath,  and 
was  in  readiness  to  quit  the  chair;  but  no 
sooner  had  it  touched  the  g^und  than  it  was 
overturned  in  such  a  manner  that>  when  the 
door  was  opened,  Chaudoreille  lay  like  a 
bundle  at  the  bottom  of  the  vehicle. 
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"  How  do  you  expect  me  to  get  out  in  thi« 
way  ?*'  said  the  knight,  endeavouring  to  clam- 
ber up  the  sides. 

*'  Before  you  do  get  out,  my  worthy  hour- 
geoisi*  said  the  chairman,  with  a  waggish  air, 
''you  have  just  a  little  ceremony  to  perform.*' 

"  A  ceremony  ?    Speak,  my  lads." 

'*  Why,  to  give  us  all  the  gold  and  silver  on 
your  person ;  it  will  relieve  you  from  an  irk- 
some load." 

^  What  do  I  hear?  why,  rogues  1  rascals !" 

"  Come,  come ;  dispatch ;  no  noise,  or  you 
will  fare  the  worse  for  it." 

As  Chaudoreille  perceived  two  glittering 
poniards  with  which  the  chairmen  seemed  dis- 
posed to  strengthen  their  demand,  his  limbs 
forsook  him,  and  he  sank  in  the  sedan,  from 
which  the  bearers  were  obliged  to  lift  him 
out  themselves.  The  knight's  eyes  wandered 
wildly  round  about  him;  but  he  was  in  a 
solitary  spot,  upon  a  marsh,  where  no  one  ever 
ventured  at  so  late  an  hour.    The  thieves  pro* 


40  THB  BARBBR  OF  PARIS. 

ceeded  to  seareh  his  person  thofooghlyy  and 
stripped  him  of  every  farthing  he  possessed: 
then  walking  off  with  their  sedan,  they  left  the 
hnight>  half  dead  with  fear>  extended  on  a  slab 
of  stone. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


POOR  UKBAN. 


The  morning  after  the  eventful  night  on  which 
Blanche  left  the  Barber's  house>  old  Margaret 
came  down  at  her  accustomed  hour.  The  days 
were  long  since  past  with  her  when  love,  with 
aH  its  pleasures  and  anxieties,  disturbed  the* 
hours  of  rest ;  and  Margaret,  accordingly,  had 
heard  no  noise  whatever  in  the  house,  but 
passed  the  night  without  the  slightest  inter- 
ruption of  her  sleep.  She  went  as  usual  to 
Blanche's  room,  to  kiss  the  nursling  of  her 
heart;  but  when  she  found  the  door  of  the 
apartment  open,  and  its  general  disorder,  a 
bed  unmade,  clothes  thrown  about  in  all  direc- 
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tions,  and  the  absence  of  the  girl  herself,  these 
appearances  announced  to  the  old  woman  some 
extraordinary  erent. 

As  Blanche  on  no  occasion  passed  the  Bar- 
ber^s  threshold  but  in  the  company  of  Mar- 
garet, the  latter  called  her  name,  and  receiving 
no  reply,  descended  to  the  Barber's  room  to 
seek  her  there;  but  no  sooner  did  she  find 
him  in  his  parlour  aU  alone,  than,  uttering  a 
shriek  of  terror,  she  exclaimed — 

"  Ah !  good  Heaven ! — ^wfaere,  then,  is  the 

chadr 

*'  What  is  the  matter,  Margaret  f  said 
Touquety  who  anticipated  and  was  now  pre- 
pared  for  the  ensuing  scene. 

''  Blanche,  Monsieur,  Blanche — she  is  not 
in  her  apartment;  I  have  looked  for  her  in 
vain ;  can  they  have  robbed  us  of  our  darfing 
girl?" 

^*  Bobbed  us  !*'  cried  the  Barber,  affecting 
to  be  struck  with  consternation,  as  he  hastened 
toward*s  Blanche*s  room,  whUe  Margaret  ac- 
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oompanied  him  with  all  the  speed  of  which  her 
aged  limbs  were  capable. 

After  Touquet  had  examined  every  comer 
of  the  dormitory  with  an  eameat  air,  he  threw 
himself  into  a  chair,  exclaiming— 

The  wretch,  then,  has  iiilfilled  his  threats  r 
What  wretch.  Monsieur  ?" 
*'  The  man  you  saw  last  night'* 
*'  Why>  truly,  you  are  right.  Monsieur ;  it 

can  be  no  other  than  that  man " 

"  He  was  smitten  with  the  girl,  and  asked 
her  hand  from  me;  but  I  refused  him,  and  this 
is  his  rerenge." 

**  JBut,  Monsieur,  undoubtedly  you  know  this 
man*s  abode  ?  He  had  the  manner  and  ap- 
pearance of  scMne  great  nobleman.  You  wiU 
easily  discover  the  dear  girl  7" 

"  1  have  but  little  hope.  This  wretch  aa- 
sumed  a  splendid  costume,  hoping  thereby  to 
seduce  the  child;  but  he  is  nothing  but  an 
imirigant  of  no  repute^  without  condition  or 
abode." 


49  TBE  BABBVR  OT  PARIS. 

*'  An  mtrigttnt  T  exdaimed  old  Margaret,  as 
•he  ninreyed  her  master  with  astonishnieiit; 
*'  Why>  Monsieur,  he  seemed  to  me  to  be  no 
other  than  that  friend  that  you  were  waiting 
for  so  late>  some  nights  ago  T 

Touquet  was  for  a  moment  disconcerfed  by 
Margaret's  remark;  but  reeorering  his  self- 
possession  he  resumedj — 

''  You  are  mistaken,  it  was  not  that  person ; 
and,  moreoyer,  I  forbid  your  mentioning  this 
event  to  any  one  whatever — 7-** 

''And  Urban,  the  unhappy  Urban,  when 
he  comes  this  evening " 

''  Urban  will  unite  Us  efibrts  with  my  own 
for  the  discoTery  of  his  intended  bride." 

When  Touquet  quitted  the  eU  woman  she 
abandoned  herself  to  the  unrestrained  indui^ 
gence  of  her  tears ;  for,  loving  BlaBobe  with 
the  affection  of  the  tenderest  of  mothers,  she 
could  not  reconcile  to  her  imagination  even 
the  mysterious  absence  of  the  girL  She  looked 
impatiently  for  Urban's  hour  of  arrival,  feeling 
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reaaonablj  sure  that  no  one  would  employ  such 
anxiouB  zeal  as  her  adorer  for  the  deUyeranee 
of  the  abstracted  Blanche. 

The  greater  portion  of  the  day  the  Barber 
was  away  from  home:  immediately  on  his 
retoriiy  old  Margaret  hastened  to  inqoirethe 
result  of  his  researches,  but  Touquet  coldly 
answered««<- 

"  There  is  now  no  hope  ;'*  and  the  poor  old 
woman  8  heart  was  frozen  at  the  words  that 
intimated  such  inconsolable  wretchedness. 

The  hour  was  come  when  Urban  was  to 
taste  the  sweet  rewards  of  his  obedience  to 
the  Barber's  orders,  and  when  the  anxious 
denial  of  the  day  would  be  requited  by  the 
permitted  intercourse^  as  usual,  of  Blanche^ 
himself  and  Margaret 

"  Another  day/'  said  Urban,  as  he  14^^ 
preached  the  Barber's  house,  ''and  she  is 
mine  for  ever." 

As  he  advanced,  his  heart  was  beating  with 
the  fulness  of  his  love,  when,  looking  up  at 
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BlancWs  window,  he  disoemed  no  light ;  and 
trivial  as  the  circiimBtance  may  aeem^  it  atmek 
him  with  surpriseand  apprehension ;  or  peihapa 
an  unaccoontable  presentiment  foreshadowed 
his  misfortune,  for  there  is  something  mofe 
than  mere  chimera  in  the  presentiments  of 
lore. 

Urban  knocked;  the  door  was  opened  by 
old  Margaret,  and  the  grief  depicted  in  her 
features,  at  the  same  time  that  her  eyes  were 
full  of  tears,  announced  some  terrible  calamity. 

"  Where  is  Blanche  ?'*  cried  Urban,  almost 
breathless,  and  he  looked  on  Margaret  as  if 
anti(ripating  the  frightful  tidings  of  her 
answer.  The  old  woman  could  respond  but 
by  a  deep-drawn  sigh.  The  bachelor  had 
quitted  her  with  the  velocity  of  lightning, 
and  was  already  in  the  chamber  of  his  well- 
beloved  ;  the  chamber  was  deserted — ^Bkmefo 
was  gone. 

As  Margaret  was  following  the  bachdor, 
he  ran  to  meet  her. 
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''  In  compassion/'  cried  the  youth, ''  where 
is  she?    TellmeaUr 

"  My  poor,  dear  boy— -collect  your  courage ! 
Last  night  the  girl  was  stolen  away/' 

Urban  was  struck  dumb  and  motionless. 
Margaret  related  all  she  knew.  He  listened 
to  her  without  interruption,  yet  appeared  to 
doubt  his  senses;  but,  shortly  after,  falling 
on  the  chair  which  Blanche  was  wont  to  occupy, 
he  gave  his  spirit  up  to  the  most  violent  de- 
spair: his  face  was  deluged  with  his  tears; — 
they  are  natural  at  such  an  age;  before  the 
soul  has  learned  to  suffer  in  the  school  of 
infelicity  they  flow  spontaneously  on  the 
aflBictions  of  existence. 

Margaret  endeavoured  to  pacify  the  ba- 
chelor. 

''You  will  find  her  again,  the  dear  girl," 
said  she;  ''  for  sure  I  am,  you  are  incapable  of 
forgetting  her,  or  of  consoling  yourself  pa- 
tiently for  her  loss." 

''  I  forget  her !"  said  Urban,  as  he  seized 
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and  squeeied  the  hands  of  Margaret ;  "  my 
very  life  depends  on  that  of  Blanche.  I  will 
never  rest  till  I  have  found  her.'* 

"  Grood !  good !  my  dear  Urban^  it  g^ves 
me  hope  to  hear  you  speak  in  such  a  sort 
Moreover^  poor  dear  girl,  she  had  her  talisman 
upon  her,  which  makes  me  somewhat  easy.*' 

"  Repeat  the  circumstances  to  me.  You  say 
a  man  came  hither  ?" 

"  Yes ;  saying  he  was  sent  by  Monsieur 
Touquet,  to  speak  with  Blanche " 

*'  The  wretch !  and  what  did  he  say  to  her  ?*' 

"  Mere  compliments ! — he  spoke,  and  looked, 
and  was  attired  as  some  great  lord,  whatev^ 
Monsieur  Touquet  may  pretend  as  to  his  low 
and  miserable  condition.*' 

"  He  knows  him  then  ?" 

"  Undoubtedly ;  I  do  confess  to  you,  I  was 
afraid  of  him,  although  his  countenance  had 
nothing  bad  in  it ;  but  what  a  lofty  look ! — 
and  a  commanding  tone! — Oh!  I  was  much 
distressed  at  having  let  him  in." 
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*'  And  Blanche  ?' 

"  The  little  creature  trembled — ^but  it  lasted 
no  great  time :  for  no  sooner  did  we  hear  my 
master  enter^  than  the  stranger  took  his  cloak, 
saluted  Blanche,  and  went  to  Monsieur  Tou- 
quet's  room,  where  I  had  followed  him ;  but, 
having  been  dismissed,  I  know  no  more  than 
I  have  told  you.** 

Urban  quitted  Margaret  abruptly,  and  in 
an  instant  was  in  the  presence  of  the  Barber, 
with  whose  cold  and  sombre  air  the  vivid 
transports  of  the  bachelor  presented  an  im- 
pressive contrast 

*'  Well,  Sir,  what  have  you  learned,  what 
have  you  done  towards  the  recovery  of  my  wife?** 
cried  Urban ;  **  Speak,  what  do  you  know  ?** 

The  Barber,  somewhat  disconcerted  by  the 
vivacity  of  Urban*s  questions,  replied,  in  rather 
an  embarrassed  tone,:» 

"  I  have  made  a  thousand  efforts,  and  dis- 
covered nothing *' 

VOL.  III.  i> 
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"  And  the  wretch  who  presented  bimself 
at  your  abode  last  night;  who,  and  what  is 
he?" 

''  I  barely  know  him.  He  was  in  the  ha- 
bit of  coming  to  my  shop:  I  cannot  con- 
ceive, and  I  affirm  it  on  my  oath,  by  what 
extraordinary  means  he  knew  of  Bhinche's 
beauty:  he  had  never  seen  her,  and  yet  he 
found  the  means  to  introduce  himself  to  her 
apartment ^" 

The  Barber  spoke  with  such  an  air  of  phiin 
sincerity,  that  Urban  now,  repenting  his  sus- 
picions, said  to  him, — 

"  Your  pardon.  Sir,  if  I  dared  to  think— 
oh,  no,  yon  would  never  willingly  become  the 
source  of  oar  calamity.  You  gave  me  Blanche 
yourself:  you  have  been  a  father  to  her — yes, 
you  will  unite  your  efforts  with  my  own,  in 
quest  of  our  abuser — I  am  certain.** 

•'  Yes,'*  replied  Touquet,  in  an  enfeebled 
voice;  '*yes,  I  promise  you  to  second  your 
endeavours " 
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*'  And  this  person's  name ;  you  certainly 
must  know  it?'* 

*'  I  never  thought  of  asking  it;  but  yester- 
day, when  I  resolved  om  pointing  out  to  him 
the  madness  of  his  love  for  Blanche,  as  he 
withdrew,  he  muttered  menaces,  to  which,  of 
course,  I  paid  but  slight  attention." 

"  Have  we  no  clue  whatever,  then,  to  his 
discovery? — But  how  did  he  succeed  in  reach- 
ing Blanche's  room  ?** 

'*  It  was  easy  with  the  necessary  keys;  and 
you  well  know  that,  in  this  city,  a  man  is  not 
in  surety  in  his  v^  house." 

The  Barber  shrunk  from  Urban*s  obser- 
vation, who  remained  some  moments  without 
uttering  a  word;  but,  on  a  sudden,  he  ex- 
claimed,— 

"  Adieu,  Monsieur !  I  will  go  forthwith  in 
search  of  her,  whom  you  have  given  me  for  a 
wife " 

''  May  you  succeed !"  responded  Touquet,  in 
a  gloomy  voice ;  while  Urban,  thinking  only  of 
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the   girl,   departed   hastily^   uncertain   which 
direction  to  pursue  in  his  researches. 

His  first  inquiries  were  addressed  to  the 
different  gates  of  Paris ;  and  as  he  was  tho- 
roughly persuaded  that  Blanche's  charming 
features  must  have  made  a  general  impression, 
he  described  the  beauty  of  her  person,  and 
inquired  if  such  a  female  had  been  seen  to  pass 
on  the  preceding  night.  But  so  &r  was  the 
bachelor  from  acquiring  any  information*  that 
he  succeeded  barely  in  procuring  a  reply  to 
his  inquiries.  His  costume,  unfortunately, 
was  too  plain  to  win  civility ;  for,  in  the  good 
old  time,  as  in  the  present  day,  the  one  thing 
indispensable  was  gold. 

''  If  all  these  people  did  but  know  my 
Blanche,*'  said  the  afflicted  bachelor,  ''they 
would  not  manifest  such  cold  indifference.*' 

Conceiving  it  unwise  to  quit  the  city  without 
some  clue  to  the  direction  it  were  best  to  take, 
the  bachelor  continued,  as  chance  might  guide 
him,  to  perambulate  the  capital,  the  inhabit- 
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ants  of  which  had  long  retired  to  rest ;  and 
lovers,  thieves,  and  soldiers  of  the  watch  alone> 
at  such  an  hour,  were  to  be  met  with  in  the 
sombre  streets  of  Paris.  Urban  passed  through 
several  without  encountering  a  single  indi- 
vidual; notwithstanding,  he  proceeded,  say* 
ing,— 

"Why  should  I  return? — I  cannot  sleep. 
What  should  I  do  at  home  ?  * 

Notwithstanding,  despair  and  love  do  not 
exempt  us  from  fatigue.  The  bachelor  had  . 
been  on  foot  since  eight  o  clock  at  night,  and 
as  the  morning  was  considerably  advanced,  his 
legs  began  to  fail  him,  and  he  felt  it  utterly 
impossible  to  wander  farther.  He  cast  his 
eyes  around  him,  and  was  able  to  distinguish 
by  the  moon,  which  shone  at  intervals,  a  so- 
litary spot,  whence  several  lanes  diverged^ 
conducting  to  the  marshes.  Urban  bent  his 
steps  towards  a  block  of  stone  some  paces 
distant  from  him,  resolving  there  to  rest  until 
the  morning;    but,  on  approaching  his  in- 
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tended  seat,  his  feet  struck  something  thst 
could  scarcely  be  distrngnidied.  md  a  vdee 
exclaimed, — 

"  Ah !  SandU !  don't  murder  me— I  have 
not  a  penny  in  the  vrorld !" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  CHATEAU  OF  SARCUS. 

Though  Blanche  had  been  already  several 
hours  upon  her  journey,  she  had  not  recovered 
from  the  agitation  and  amazement  of  her  new 
position.  After  the  invariable  seclusion  of 
her  former  life,  to  find  herself  alone  in  a  con- 
veyance, travelling  at  dead  of  night,  appeiared 
to  her  a  dream;  and  yet  the  noise  of  the 
horses  and  the  carriage-wheels,  the  cracking 
of  the  driver's  whip,  and  the  obvious  celerity 
of  her  progress,  attested  the  reality  of  her  con- 
fused perceptions. 

"Since  I  am  going  to  meet  Urban,*'  said 
the  doubting,  trembling  traveller,  from  time 
to  time,  "why  should  I  fear?  We  shall  be 
happy ! — ^why,  then,  should  I  not  be  as  con- 
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tent  as  wben  we  offered  up  our  prayers  toge- 
ther for  the  arrival  of  this  moment?  Bat 
then,  indeed,  I  thought  I  was  to  part  in  com- 
pany with  him ;  and  now — it  seems  to  be  ar- 
ranged quite  otherwise.  Poor  fellow !  it  was 
not  his  fault ;  but  wherefore  did  he  fight  ^— 
Ah !  how  I  long  to  be  beside  him ! — And 
Margaret,  too,  who  never  came  to  say  'adieu* 
to  me! — ^it  seems  as  if  I  were  forsaken  by 
ercry  one  I  love." 

The  eyes  of  the  fond  girl  were  dimmed  with 
tears :  in  vain  she  wiped  them  off  to  look  on 
the  surrounding  country,  for  everything  wss 
utterly  involved  in  darkness :  again,  reclining 
in  the  carriage,  she  asked  herself, — 

'*  Where  are  we? — where? — I  know  not!— 
yet  are  we  going  rapidly  i — so  much  the  better  f 
— ^I  shall  be  with  him  all  the  sooner  !** 

At  length  the  day  began  to  break,  and 
houses,  trees,  and  fields  appeared  confusedly 
to  Blanche,  whose  eyes  were  wandering 
through  the  window  of  the    carriage;    and 
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when  the  fog  had  cleared  away,  the  youthful 
traveller  was  struck  with  admiration  of  the 
beauty  of  the  dawn^  and  the  diversified  and 
charming  sites  that  seemed  to  fly  from  Her  as 
she  proceeded.  At  one  time  the  berline 
passed  among  trees  and  hedges,  and  Blanche 
was  startled,  as  the  branch  of  some  old  sprawl- 
ing oak  just  swept  the  top  of  the. conveyance. 
Suddenly  the  view  was  changed  into  an  open 
and  extensive  prospect,  and  the  route  wound 
through  a  plain  of  arable  and  pasture  lands, 
where  the  husbandman,  already  at  his  morning 
toil,  was  turning  up  the  glebe,  refreshing,  as 
it  were,  the  surface  of  the  earth  with  plough 
and  spade.  The  woods  were  not  in  leaf,  but 
the  eye  could  catch  their  blushing  buds,  an- 
nouncing the  return  of  spring.  Farther  on, 
the  road  lay  through  a  village,  the  inhabitants 
of  which  were  at  their  doors  or  windows, 
staring  at  the  carriage  as  it  passed  them. 
Peace  and  health  were  happily  depicted  on 
the  faces  of  the  rural  race, — ^their  only  oma- 

D  3 
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menl;, — ^for  cleaBliness  is  not  the  virtue  of  the 
villager^  whose  children  love  to  gambol  m 
the  dunghill  with  the  ducks  and  geese.  The 
fact  i«,  nature  is  not  always  the  graceful  per- 
sonage described  by  poets ;  and  it  is  not  ex- 
actly in  the  environs  of  Paris  we  should  seek 
for  Florian's  shepherds,  Bertin's  herdsmen,  or 
the  village  girls  whose  charms  are  so  effective 
and  seducing  in  our  comic  operas. 

But  rural  scenes  convey  a  tranquil  pleasure 
to  a  pure  and  unsophisticated  heart;  and 
Blanche,  as  she  beheld  the  vills^s  and  fsrms 
that  lay  along  her  road,  exclaimed, — 

**  How  charming  to  reside  in  such  a  jisce ! 
—to  walk,  to  wand^  in  the  woods  and  fields! 
Oh,   how  happy    Urban    and    myself  shall 

ber 

And,  to  say  the  truth,  the  trees  and  lawns 
^ere  far  more  gay  than  Touquet*8  sombre 
mansion  in  the  Rue  des  BourcUmnais* 

The  carriage  still  continued  to  advance; 
the  driver  having  orders  not  to  stop  until  he 
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reached  the  Chateau  de  Sarcw,  although  the 
horses  might  drop  dead  on  their  arrival. 
Blanche  was  ignorant  of  the  distance  of  her 
lover's  home;  moreover,  as  she  had  a  faint 
remembrance  only  of  having  travelled  in  a 
carriage^  and  then  too  in  her  early  child- 
hood* she  was  puzzled  to  compute  the  pro- 
gress she  had  made  from  Paris,  although  it 
seemed,  from  the  velocity  with  which  they 
moved,  they  must  have  travelled  a  consider- 
able way.  Towards  one  o'clock  at  day,  they 
passed  the  little  town  of  Grand  Villiers,  the 
inhabitants  of  which,  employed  in  various  ma- 
nufisM^tures,  appeared  in  a  condition  of  indus- 
trious ease;  and,  turning  to  the  right,  the 
carriage  traversed  an  extensive  plain  in  the 
direction  of  a  building,  justly  termed  the 
wonder  of  the  country :  such  was  the  Chateau 
de  Sarcust  the  elegant  fac^ade  of  which  was 
now  apparent  in  the  prospect 

As  Blanche  surveyed  the  splendid  pile,  she 
little  thought  that  there  her  journey  was  to 
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end.  She  contemplated  tlie  magnificeiit 
abode^  and  in  proportion  as  the  velixcle  drew 
near,  she  more  distinctly  saw  Uie  beantj  of 
the  scnlpture,  and  admired  the  labour  of  the 
artists,  who  here  had  rivalled  and  surpassed 
both  others  and  themselres  in  their  anxiety  to 
earn  the  approbation  of  a  monarch,  alike  re- 
nowned for  gallantry  and  Us  protection  of  the 
arts. 

The  carnage  now  was  close  upon  the  dii- 
teau,  but  instead  of  passing  it,  as  Blanche 
expected,  it  dashed  into  the  entrance  ot  the 
splendid  habitation. 

"  Well,  well,  what  is  the  man  about  ?**  cried 
Blanche,  endeavouring  to  lower  the  window  of 
the  carriage.  ''It  is  not  here! — ^this  cannot 
be  the  place ! — Urban  has  not  a  house  like 
this ! — ^the  driver  has  mistaken  t" 

The  carriage,  notwithstanding,  had  drawn 
up  in  the  enclosure  of  a  spacious  court.  A 
valet,  in  a  splendid  livery,  undid  the  door  of 
the  conveyance,,  and  at  the  same  time  offieied 
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Blanche  Ids  arm,  with  a  respeotfUl  air,  to  help 
her  to  alight 

"  Oh !  no,  I  will  not  get  oat  ;*'  exclaimed  the 
lovely  girl  as  she  stirveyed  tiie  valet  with  sur- 
prise; ''I  was  not  oomii^  here;  there  oer- 
tainly  is  some  mistake.  This  is  a  ch&teau ! — 
it  never  can  bo  Urban*s  house;  besides,  he 
would  Mmself  have  run  to  meet  me/' 

'*No,  Madam;  there  is  no  mistake;*'  said 
Germain,  the  valet  of  the  Marquia^  who  had 
arrived  two  hours  before  the  carriage,  in  time 
to  give  lus  orders  to  the  port^,  and  prepare 
apartments  for  the  girl's  reception.  "This, 
Madam,  is  your  journey's  end,  and  all  is  ready 
to  receive  you.*' 

"  Here  ?"  said  Blanche,  as  she  sprang  lightly 
from  the  vehicle,  and  cast  her  eyes  around  her 
with  astonishment.  "  Where  is  he  then  ?"  the 
girl  resumed  with  a  dissatisfied  and  doubtful 
air. 

''Madam,  he  is  not  as  yet  anrived,"  said 
in,  who  was  ordered  by  his  master  to 
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pionounoe  no  name,  aad  to  maintaiB  the  giri 
in  the  ides  witti  which  she  undertook  her  jour- 
ney firom  the  Barber's  house. 

**  How !  not  arrived? — I  understood  he  left 
before  myself.  What,  then,  he  did  not  eooie 
directly  hither? — Ah!  now  I  comprehend. — 
He  feared  pursuit,  perhaps,  and  was  obliged 
to  take  some  roundabout  and  secret  way  ?" 

'^  Precisely  so,**  replied  the  valet  with  a 
smile;  ''and  I  imagine  he  cannot  be  here 
before  the  evening.'* 

"  Poor  Urban !  how  extr^nely  tiresome  to 
have  to  wait  until  the  evening !'' 

"  If,  Madam,  you  will  follow  me,  I  ^all  have 
the  honour  of  conducting  you  to  the  apartment 
which  has  been  prepared  in  haste  for  your  re- 
ception." 

''I  am  not  Mculam;  my  name  is  Bkmdie. 
We  are  not  yet  married ;  but  I  hope  to  be  his 
wife,  as  soon  as  he  arrives.  Conduct  me,  Sr, 
and  I  will  follow  you.*' 

Hie  valet,  entering  a  spacious  vestibule. 
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walked  up  a  flight  of  marble  steps,  and  led  the 
wondering  girl  through  splendid  galleries, 
adorned  on  one  side  with  windows  of  variously- 
coloured  glass,  and  opposite  with  paintings 
representing  the  most  graceful  subjects  of 
mythology. 

Blanche  could  not  sufficiently  admire  the 
objects  offered  to  her  view,  and  quite  incapable 
of  stifling  her  surprise,  she  stopped,  and  said 
to  Germain,  in  a  tone  of  exquisite  persuasion, — 

"  %,  let  me  beseech  you,  tell  the  truth. — 
Does  this  superb  abode  belong  to  him  ?*' 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  this  chateau  is  his 
own. 

*'  Well,  I  suspected  all  the  while  it  was  a 
diateau,  and  he  told  me  it  was  but  a  humble 
bouse.  Why,  it  appears  to  me  immense ;  but 
he  must  be  extremely  rich  to  own  a  ch&teau 
such  as  this,  and  Urban  has  regretted  fre- 
quently  that  he  had  not  a  larger  fortune  to 
enjoy  with  me/' 

''He  was  willing  to  surprise  you,  Mademoi- 
selle." 
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**  Tlie  rogtte ! — ^but  rich  or  poor,  shoiild  I 
not  love  turn  still  the  same  ?--Oood  Hearen ! 
how  exteftsive!  what  galleries!  what  cham- 
bers !  we  shall  lose  ourselves  in  such  apart* 
ments! — and  Margaret,  oh!  how  astonisfaed 
slie  will  be! — ^Pray,  Sir,  are  there  any  cows 
and  rabbits  here  ?** 

"Whatever  you  may  wish  for,  Mademoi- 
seUe." 

''  Urban  promised  me  a  pretty  cow,  and  I 
myself  shall  milk  her,  and  make  cheese  and 
butter ;  that's  what  I  delight  in  !*' 

Oermain  turned  his  head  aside  to  hide  s 
smile,  occasioned  by  the  rural  taste  of  Blancher 
which  seemed  to  strike  the  valet  of  the  nobk 
lord  with  its  contentment  and  simplicity;  at 
length  he  opened  a  capacious  door,  observing  : 

"  This,  Mademoiselle,  is  the  apartment  des- 
tined to  receive  you ;  but  should  it  fiiul  to 
please  you,  you  will  have  the  goodness  to 
select  whichever  you  may  fancy  in  the  ch&teau, 
and  your  orders  will  be  attended  to  without 
delay." 
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"  Oh !  good  Heaven !  I  am  satiBfied  with 
anything !"  said  Blanche,  as  she  advanced  into 
a  chamber  richly  famished  and  adorned  with 
mirrors  which  enabled  her  to  view  herself  from 
head  to  foot.  "This  is  much  too  fine/'  ex« 
claimed  the  girl,  examining  the  hangings^ 
drapery^  and  candelabras  which  decorated  the 
apartment;  and  thence  she  passed  into  a 
second  chamber  of  similar  magnificence,  in 
which  there  was  a  bed  enclosed  with  silken 
curtains  deeply  fringed  with  silver. 

"If  he  were  here/'  said  Blanche  with  an 
involuntary  sigh,  "  all  this  would  please  me 
infinitely  more;  and,  pray,  what  prospect  is 
there  from  these  windows  ?" 

The  valet  opened  them' immediately,  and 
Blanche  advancing  on  the  spacious  balcony 
before  them,  could  not  restrain  her  admira- 
tion, on  perceiving  that  the  walls  beneath  her 
chamber  were  bathed  by  an  extensive  lake, 
which  stretched  into  the  centre  of  a  meadow 
and  was  bounded  by  some  rocksy  from  which  a 
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beautiful  cascade  lefiped  into  the  capacious 
basin  underneath.  On  the  right,  the  meadow 
was  encloaed  with  groves  and  copses ;  cm  the 
other  hand,  the  lawn  ascended  gradually  into 
hills,  while  between  tha  two  the  eye  could 
wander  over  an  extent  of  landscape  of*  the 
most  diversified  and  fertile  beauty. 

"  Ah !  what  a  lovely,  what  a  dianning  view !'' 
cried  Blanche. 

"  You  hardly  can  appreciate  its  beauty, 
Mademoiselle,  as  yet;  but  when  the  fieldsi 
the  hills  and  woods  are  in  their  perfect  ver- 
dure, the  prospect  is  delightful'* 

"  But  I  should  like  to  walk  in  all  the  places 
I  behold,  to  run  about  that  meadow,  and  to  go 
upon  the  lake  below,  which  bathes  the  castle 
walls,  and  seems  so  clear  and  pure.** 

"  That,  Mademoiselle,  is  easily  accom- 
pUshed;  it  is  all  within  the  park  of  Sareus. 
Whenever  you  desire  to  see  the  gardens  or 
the  park,  or  go  upon  the  lake,  I  shall  be  ready 
to  conduct  you." 
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''And  what!  does  all  that  I  behold  belong 
to  Urban  r 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle ;  the  whole  of  it  is  an 
appurtenance  of  this  chateau." 

The  valet's  ever^  word  augmented  the  sur- 
prise of  Blanche^  who  hardly  could  conceive 
that  Urban  had  imposed  so  largely  on  her 
credence,  at  the  same  time  that  she  entertained 
not  a  suspicion  of  the  treachery  to  which  she 
was  a  victim.  The  valet  rang  a  bell,  on  which 
a  village  girl  appeared  in  the  apartment,  and 
curtsied  awkwardly  to  Blanche,  who  recognised 
the  salutation  with  ingratiating  affability. 

*'  Mademoiselle,"  said  Germain^ ''  this  young 
person  will  attend  to  all  your  orders,  and  dis- 
charge the  duties  of  a  femme  de  chttmbre,  if 
you  condescend  to  use  her  services." 

**0h!  thank  you,  I  con  wait  upon  myself, 
and  stand  in  need  of  no  assistance.*' 

"  At  all  events,  Marie  will  wait  on  you,  when 
you  may  please  to  ring.  After  the  fatigues  of 
travelling,  you  must  needs  require  repose,  and 
we  will  therefore,  with  your  leave,  withdraw." 
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''  Yes ;  since  he  will  not  be  here  before  the 
evenings  I  will  try  to  sleep  awhile — the  time 
will  seem  less  tedious." 

Germain  accordingly  made  a  sign  to  Marie, 
who>  after  having  made  two  humble  reverences 
more,  retired,  and  was  immediately  followed 
by  the  valet  of  the  Marquis. 

When  Blanche  was  all  alone  in  her  apart- 
ment, her  astonished  looks  revolved  on  all 
around  her :  all  that  had  occurred  to  her  since 
her  departure  from  the  Barber*s  seemed  a 
dream.  She  stood  before  the  furniture  and 
glasses,  and  surveyed  them  with  a  sigh. 

"  All  this  is  his ! — Then  why  this  mystery  ?** 
she  murmured;  ''perhaps  he  feared  that  I 
should  love  him  only  for  his  fortune! — Ah, 
dearest  Urban!  it  is  thee  alone  I  love; 
and  I  should  quickly  quit  this  splendid 
chateau,  were  I  free  to  live  in  it  without  thee ; 
but  together,  we  shall  here  be  happy,  though, 
indeed,  it  seems  immense  for  only  two  !** 

And,  overcome  by  her  fatigue,  Blanche 
threw  herself  upon  the  bed;  sleep  quickly 
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visited  her  eye-lids^  and  she  sunk  to  rest  in 
the  belief  that  she  reposed  beneath  her  lover^s 
roof. 

It  was  four  o'clock  when  she  awoke;  and 
leaping  off  the  bed«  her  foremost  thought 
was  to  approach  the  time-piece. 

"  How  long  it  is  to  evening  T*  Blanche 
exclaimed;  ''What  shall  I  do  till  then?— I 
feel  quite  lost  in  this  fine  chateau.  If 
Margaret  were  but  here,  we  then  might  talk 
of  him,  and  the  hours  would  pass  more 
quickly." 

On  looking  round  the  chamber^  Blanche 
perceived  a  door  that  hitherto  had  not  en- 
gaged her  observation :  she  opened  it  and 
found  it  led  into  a  dressing-room,  where  every 
elegance  that  could  have  satisfied  the  wish 
of  a  coquette  was  lavishly  arranged  upon  a 
toilet;  but  Blanche  surveyed  with  calm  in- 
difference a  dressing-case  supplied  with  costly 
articles  of  rarest  workmanship  and  beauty. 
The  visions  of  her  foture  happiness  embraced 
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more  littinble  hopes :  her  simple  and  contented 
mind  had  direH  upon  m  little  farm,  its  offices, 
a  dove-cot  and  a  garden ;  and  the  splendoun 
and  immensity  aronnd  her  rather  troubled 
than  enlarged  the  peacefiil  bliss  of  her  ima- 
gination, by  sudi  unexpected  and  unwelcome 
objects  of  excess. 

On  coming  firom  her  dressing-room  into 
the  first  apartment,  she  beheld  a  table  oorered 
with  everything  that  could  invite  and  satisfy 
the  appetite. 

"  What  anticipation  !**  said  the  girl ;  *'  I  aaa 
treated  like  a  queen!  Urban  must  have  re- 
eommended  me  particularly  to  their  care  !'* 

Blanche  rang  the  bell,  which  instantly  was 
answered  by  Marie,  whom  Germain,  not- 
withstanding, ftdlowed  to  the  dining-room, 
unwilling  to  allow  an  opportunity  for  conver- 
sation to  the  two  yoang  females,  previousif 
to  the  arrival  of  his  master,  lest  the  peasant 
should  impart  to  Blanche  the  &cts  which  it 
was  requisite,  for  obvious  reasons,  to  conceal 


THE  CHATEAU  OF  SARCUS.  71 

"  Is  this  table  laid  for  me  ?**  said  Blanche. 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle;**  replied  the  valet, 
'^  I  thought  you  must  require  to  breakfast, 
I  am  sorry  we  can  offer  you  but  what  you  see ; 
but  not  expecting " 

"But  what  I  see? — you,  undoubtedly,  are 
jesting !  There  is  a  sufficiency  for  ten ;  and, 
at  Monsieur  Touquet*s,  we  had  never  more 
than  two  plain  dishes  for  our  dinner.*' 

Blanche  placed  herself  at  table ;  Germain 
waited  at  a  distance,  while  Marie,  in  perfect 
silence,  attended  to  her  duties,  and  even 
curtsied  most  profoundly  every  time  she 
changed  the  young  girl's  plate.  But  Blanche, 
accustomed  to  a  plain  and  frugal  life,  was 
wearied  with  such  ceremony;  and  rising 
shortly  from  the  table,  signified  her  wish  to 
walk  into  the  park.  The  valet  instantly  con- 
ducted her  through  various  galleries  and 
passages,  and  having  reached  a  stair-case, 
they  descended  to  the  entrance  of  the  gardens. 
The  open  air  and  rural  beauty  of  the  meadows 
were  more  congenial  to  the  heart  of  Blanche 
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than  all  the  gorgeous  sculpture  and  embelliah- 
ments  within  the  cjiateau.      She    wandered 
from  the  margin  of    the  lake,  and,  haviiJif 
crossed  a  little  copse,  had  reached  a  portion 
of  the  park  Uiid  out  according  to  the  En^ish 
style,  where  various    alleys  intersected    one 
another,  and  eventually  diverged  into  a  woody 
labyrinth ;  but  Blanche,  when  on  her  return, 
perceived  that  Germain  in  the  distance  still 
observed  her  steps.     ''No  doubt,  he  is  afraid 
that  I  should  lose  myself,"  said  she:  "the 
place  is  so  extensive,  that  one  easily  might 
miss  one's  way.'* 

Having  walked  sufficiently,  Blanche  turned 
her  footsteps  to  the  chateau,  where  Germain 
waited  to  precede  her  to  her  apartments* 
and,  as  she  reached  them,  asked  the  hour  at 
which  she  chose  to  dine. 

"  Oh !  I  have  no  appetite,"  she  said ;  "  I 
had  rather  wait  till  he  arrives,  and  sup  with 
him — ^for  he  will  certainly  be  here  this 
evening — will  he  not,  Sir  ?" 

"I  believe   so/*  said    the    valet,   with   an 
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inclination  of  the  head,  and  parted,  leaving 
Blanche  both  sad  and  pensive ;  for  Germain's 
answer  seemingly  implied  a  doubt  of  the 
arrival  so  earnestly  invoked  by  the  affection- 
ate and  anxious  girl. 

She  lingered  on  the  balcony  that  over- 
looked the  lake;  and  there,  while  gazing 
wistfully  on  the  horizon,  she  yielded  up  her 
heart  to  all  the  host  of  melancholy  thoughts 
and  doubtful  hopes  by  which  it  was  perplexed, 
and  seemingly  implored  the  coming  of  the 
night,  which  promised  to  unite  her  with  the 
object  of  her  adoration. 

At  length  the  distant  landscape  faded 
from  her  sight,  the  horizon  became  sullen  and 
defined,  a  slender  vapour  overspread  the 
scene  but  now  expanded  to  her  view,  and 
darkness  gathered  over  everything  around — 
when  Blanche,  in  the  emotion  of  a  tender 
joy,  retiring  from  the  balcony,  exclaimed — 
"  *Tis  night — and  he  will  soon  be  here !" 
When   Germain    entered   her    apartment, 

vou  III.  E 
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and  lighted  several  bougies,  Blandie  said  to 
him — 

"  As  soon  as  he  arriyes^  be  sure  you  tdi  Um 
I  am  here,  and  waiting  for  his  coming.'* 

"His  earliest  care  will  be  to  seek  yea, 
Mademoiselle/'  replied  the  valet,  smiling, 
who  retired*  on  begging  her  to  ring  in  the 
event  of  any  need. 

Had  Urban's  image  not  incessantly  beea 
present  to  the  young  girl's  mind,  she  might 
have  felt  some  apprehension  when  she 
found  herself  alone,  at  night,  in  an  abode 
to  which  she  was  a  perfect  stranger,  and  is 
the  midst  of  an  apartment  which  ap- 
peared to  her  immense,  compared  with  thst 
which  she  had  occupied  in  Touquet's  humUe 
dwelling.  But  love  is  a  specific  remedy 
against  all  fear;  and  the  girl  who,  even 
with  a  candle  in  her  hand,  would  tremble 
to  descend  into  the  cellar,  would  boldfy 
venture  there  without  a  light,  if  she  were 
sure  of  meeting  with  her  lover. 
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Blanche  told  the  hours ;  the  clock  already 
had  gone  nine. 

'<He  cannot  be  much  longer/'  said  the 
lovely  girl,  "  unless  some  accident  detains  him ; 
and  Monsieur  Touquet  said  he  would  be  here 
before  mysdf.** 

She  sighed,  walked  to  and  fro  in  wearied 
expectation,  threw  her  window  open,  went  into 
the  balcony,  and  contemplated  the  reflection 
of  the  moon  upon  the  silver  bosom  of  the  lake. 
Unbroken  silence  reigned  throughout  the 
chftteau,  where  all  appeared  to  slumber,  tran- 
quil as  the  scene  beneath.  Yet  this  profound 
repose  announced  not  the  approach  of  Urban ; 
and  Blanche  would  fain  have  heard  some 
passing  sound  invade  the  calm  of  night.  She 
still  endeavoured  to  console  herself. 

"  Perhaps/'  she  said^  "  I  may  be  distant 
irom  the  entrance  of  the  ch&teau :  this  habita- 
tion is  extensive, — and  I  may  be  beyond  the 
reach  of  voices,  in  the  farther  parts  of  the 
establishment." 

B  2 
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'  Another  hour  elapsed !  Anxiety  and  sadiies 
overwhelmed  the  youthful  loten  who  paawd 
by  turns  firom  her  apartment  to  the  baleony 
and  back,  and  thence  into  the  gallery,  whxji 
she  paced  with  restless  and  unequal  steps. 

Her  beauteous  eyes  no  longer  beamed  with 
hope  and  joy,  and  hardly  could  she  stay  the 
swelling  flood  of  sorrow  ready  to  burst  forth, 
but  sank  despondingly  into  a  chair,  and  cried, 
in  an  hysteric  tone, — 

'*  What  new  misfortune  hath  befallen  him 
now  ?" 

But  the  silence  of  the  chateau,  on  a  sudden, 
was  disturbed.  Blanche  rose  and  listened, 
and  thought  she  could  distinguish  caniage- 
wheels,  the  noise  of  horses*  feet,  the  bark  of 
dogs.  Soon  afterwards  she  heard  the  sound 
of  opening  gates,  succeeded  by  the  clank  of 
closing  bolts  and  bars. 

"  He  is  there !  'tis  he !"  exclaimed  the  giri* 
in  an  cxtatic  tone,  and  would  have  run  to 
meet  her  lover  j  but,  the  gallery  being  dark,  and 
Blanche  herself  entirely  ignorant  of  every  turn 
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cuod  passage  of  the  chilteaa,  she  conceived  she 
might  have  lost  herself  in  some  of  its  in* 
niunerable  intricacies,  and  therefore  thought 
it  wiser  to  await  him  in  her  own  apartment 

Still  she  listened  :  the  noise  of  the  convey* 
ance  had  subsided^  but  footsteps,  voices,  doors 
shut  and  opened,  were  distinctly  audible  from 
time  to  time. 

*'  Some  one  is  arrived,  beyond  a  doubt," 
said  Blanche;  "  it  can  be  no  one  but  himself: 
why,  then,  is  he  not  already  with  me  ?" 

Blanche  hastened  to  the  bell,  and  rang  with 
violence ;  but  no  one  came.  Surprised  to  find 
herself  deserted,  she  took  a  light,  and  would 
have  ventured  in  tlie  gallery;  but,  as  she 
reached  the  door  of  her  apartment,  the  sound 
of  coming  footsteps  fell  upon  her  ear. 

'*  He  is  here  at  last !"  she  cried,  when,  on  a 
sudden,  she  was  motionless  with  terror  and 
amazement  to  behold  before  her  the  stranger 
who,  the  night  before,  had  introduced  himself 
to  Touquet*s. 
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The  Marquis  halted  at  the  entranee  of  her 
room^  and,  looking  on  her  with  commiiigled 
fondness  and  respect,  saluted  her;  while 
Blanche,  imperfectly  recovered  from  her  eon* 
stemation>  cast  her  anxioua  eyes  along  the 
gallery,  and  asked  the  Marquis,  in  an  aocent 
of  affecting  sensibility^ — 

"  Is  Urban  not  arrived  with  yott  f" 

The  sweet  and  tender  voice  of  Blanche  wo 
poignantly  implied  the  anguish  of  her  heart, 
that  even  Villebelle  himself  was  deeply  moved 
and,  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  was  shaken 
with  remorse  for  the  unworthy  sufferings  of 
which  he  was  the  cause.  Blanche  once  more 
pressed  her  question  with  a  supplicating 
attitude  and  voice;  and  the  Marquis,  as  he 
turned  his  eyes  aside,  responded, — 

"  I  am  come  alone/' 

''  Ah,  Sir !  for  mercy's  suke,  sayi  whmt  hath 
happened  to  himf  cried  the  girl,  as  die 
Rpproached  the  Marquis,  with  her  arms  ei* 
tended,  in  the  wildness  of  her  anxious  fesn. 
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Villebelle  survieyed  her  with  increasing  admi- 
ration, for  the  Yarioufl  sentiments  apparent  in 
her  agitation  had  enhanced  her  charms :  her 
eyes  were  full  of  fire — her  mouth,  half  open,  as 
if  in  breathless  hope  of  some  consoling  tidings, 
yet  about  to  question  him  again,  disclosed  her 
beauteous  teeth ;  and  the  casual  disorder  of  her 
locks,  that  fell  upon  her  neck  and  forehead, 
heightened  the  angelic  graces  of  her  face. 
The  conscientious  scruples  ^of  Villebelle  were 
banished  at  the  sight  of  such  allurements; 
and,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  look  on  virtue  as 
a  name  alone,  to  look  on  constancy  as  folly,  he 
imagined  it  would  be  an  easy  task  to  tran- 
quillize the  grief  of  Blanche,  and,  being  now 
unwilling  to  protract  her  misconception,  fell 
upon  his  knees  before  her,  saying,— > 

"  Deign  to  pardon  me,  delightful  girl !  The 
ch&teau  you  are  in  is  mine ;  you  are  not  in  the 
abode  of  Urban,  but  in  that  of  one  who 
worships  you,  and  will  employ  all  human  means 
to  make  you  happy.'* 

The  avowals  of  the  Marquis  were  seemingly 
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to  Bkmcll^  who  looked  on 

him  with  terror,  saying — 

"  I  am  not  in  Urban's  house  ? — ^Bnt,  Sifi. 
where  is  he  then  V* 

"  Indeed^  it  is  a  matter  of  indiflferenoe  to 
me,  and  I  should  not  advise  him  to  adventure 
here  in  search  of  jon.*' 

"  Sir,  it  was  to  go  to  Urban  that  I  left  mj 
home.  They  have  brought  me  hither  by  mis- 
take :  I  knew  it  well ;  this  spacious  house,  I 
knew,  could  not  be  his. — ^You  will  have  me 
taken  back  immediately  ?'* 

"  No,  lovely  girl ; — I  have  brought  thee 
hither,  and  will  resign  thee  to  no  human 
being.'* 

"^  How!  brought  me  hither?  Why?  Urban 
was  implicated  in  a  duel,  and  obliged  to  fly : — 
it  was  for  that  I  left  my  guardian's  in  the 
depth  of  night " 

"  Why,  it  was  requisite  to  teU  you  such  a 
tale,  that  you  might  part  without  repugnance.** 

'*  Oh,  God !  can  this  be  possible  ?  —  It 
cannot  be,  for  it  was  my  protector,  it  vns 
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Monsieur  Touquet's  self,  who  helped  me  to  the 


carnage 

'*  Yes>  lovely  Blanche*  it  was,  as  you  ob- 
serve, your  own  protector,  Aone^^  Touquet,  who 
aided  my  desire,  and  gave  you  up  to  my  af- 
fection." 

The  girl  was  breathless ;  the  terrible  con- 
viction flashed  on  her  at  once ;  her  person  was 
convulsed,  her  knees  forsook  her,  the  roses 
vanished  from  her  cheek,  and,  too  intensely 
agonised  for  utterance,  she  would  have  sunk 
upon  the  floor,  had  not  the  Marquis  fortu- 
nately caught  her  in  his  arms.  He  bore  her  to 
her  bed,  and  rang  with  violence,  when  Germain 
instantaneously  appeared. 

"  Call  some  one. — Help !"  exclaimed  the 
Marquis,  wild  with  agitation.  ''  She  has 
fainted ! — ^What !  is  there  no  female  in  this 
chiteau?" 

"  Pardon  me,  my  Lord,  there  is.*' 

Germain  called  Marie :  the  peasant  hastened 
to  the  summons. 

E  3 
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* 

"  Bestow  your  utmost  care  on  tliis  ymiDg 
woman/*  said  Villebelle ;  "  and  leave  her  not 
an  instant.  %ould  she  not  recover  qnicUy, 
hasten  to  inform  rae.*^ 

"  Enough,  my  Lord/'  responded  Ifarie,  with 
a  curtsey^  and  Villebelle  departed,  followed  by 
his  valet. 

The  Marquis,  tired  with  tfe  n^idUy  with 
which  he  had  performed  his  journey  fran  the 
capital,  retired  to  his  apartment^  and  threw 
himself  upon  a  sofa ;  and,  wfafle  his  valet  was 
employed  in  taking  off  his  travelling  equip- 
ments, he  inquired  how  Blanche  bad  passed 
the  time  since  her  arrival 

''  My  Lord,"  said  Germain,  **  she  ooaceived 
herself  in  the  abode  of  some  one  of  the  name, 
I  think,  of  Urban ;  and,  in  obedience  to  yow 
Lordship's  orders,  I  allowed  her  to  suppose  iM)."" 

"  She  seems  to  love  him  more  than  I  ima- 
gined," said  the  Marquis,  widi  a  sigh. 

"  Oh !  my  Lord,  a  young  girVs  love--a 
blazing  fire,  that  soon  will  be  extinguished  !*' 
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''  Would  that  thy  prophecy  were  true !  But 
Blanche  bears  no  resemblance  to  the  women 
I  have  known  tiU  now.  She  has  a  candour 
and  a  frankness — ^in  shorty  I  know  not  what — 
a  potent  something  in  her  bearings  which  com- 
mands respect  I  should  attempt  in  vain  to 
tell  thee  the  peculiar  feeling  she  has  kindled 
in  me.  Her  tears  appeared  to  iall  upon  my 
very  heart;  and  I  must  strive  to  triumph 
over  'her>  by  tenderness^  by  care^  and  all  the 
soft  %isinuations  of  aflfection.  Much  time, 
perhaps^  will  be  required  to  do  so ;  no  matter^ 
I  feel  that  I  am  able  to  repress  my  passion, 
and  submit  to  all  she  may  exact  from  me.  As 
you  see,  then,  G-ermain^  I  am  sincerely  deep  in 
love ;  I  am  not  myself^  and,  when  beside  that 
girl,  I  am  as  timid  as  a  child." 

"  It  remains  to  see,  my  Lord,  if  your  timidity 
will  last" 

''  Ah !  thou  dost  not  comprehend  my  feel- 
ing. Germain,  thou  wilt  start  to-morrow 
morning  for  the  capital :    I  will  give  thee 
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what  IB  neceoBary,  and  thoa  wilt  bring  back 
hither  with  thee  whatever  thoa  canst  find  most 
beautiM*;  dothesi  ornaments,  and  jewels. 
Spare  no  expense — ^the  only  object  is  to  gratify 
the  taste  of  Blanche.** 

*'  You  may  rely  on  me,  my  Lord,  to  do  my 
best." 

''  What  servants  have  we  in  this  diiteaa  ?  *' 
'  *•*  There  is  the  old  porter,  my  Lord,  who 
never  quits  the  gate,  and  tbinfcs  himself  the 
warder  of  a  citadel ;  and  Marie,  his  daughter, 
whom  your  Lordship  saw  but  now,  the  only 
female  I  could  find  when  I  arrived  here." 

''  Can  she  wait  on  Blanche  T 

''  Oh !  yes,  my  .Lord :  she  is  rather  dull  and 
awkward,  but  all  obedience,  and  fiddity  itself. 
Her  father  pledged  himself  to  answer  for  her 
conduct :  moreover,  Mademuoiselle  Blanche  ap- 
pears disposed  to  do  without  a  waiting  woman.*' 

"  Well,  go  on.'' 

''  Then,  my  Lord,  there  is  the  gardener,  an 
aged  simpleton,  who  seems  to  have  no  nolioa 
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but  of  plants  ;  and  as  for  the  rustics  he  em- 
ploys, they  never  put  a  foot  within  the  ch&teau. 
Ah !  I  had  forgotten — another  ancient  person- 
age^  half  cook,  half  butler,  but  who  never  thinks 
of  wandering  beyond  the  limits  of  his  kitchen, 
and  who  spends  his  time,  while  his  superiors 
are  away,  in  his  vocation  in  the  cellars." 

"  *Tis  well ;  but  I  require  some  persons 
here  of  vigilance  to  watch  the  girl, — in  such  a 
manner,  too,  that  she  may  not  suspect  them, — in 
order  to  prevent  her  flight,  if  she  should  medi- 
tate escape :  now  I  have  brought  two  lacqueys 
with  me  down  from  Paris,  who  will  perfectly 
discharge  that  duty.  Ah !  Germain,  if  I  suc- 
ceed in  gaining  her  affections,  what  happiness 
shall  I  enjoy.  But  go ;  I  am  impatient  to  hear 
how  it  fares  with  her.  Go  down.  Call  Marie. 
I  cannot  endure  this  anxious  agitation." 

Germain  went,  but  soon  returned  with  Marie, 
who  had  already  quitted  Blanche. 

"  Well,  how  is  she  now  ?"  inquired  the 
Marquis. 
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<*  The  young  lady^  my  Ixxrd?" 

•*  Why,  yes." 

*'  Oh !  she  came  to  life  some  time  ago,  my 
Lord/'  , 

"  And  then>  what  did  she  say?" 

"  What  did  she  say?  Ah !  bless  my  80q1» 
my  Lord!  all  sorts  of  things  I  didn't  nnder- 
stand.  Ah !  stop,  I  recollect.  She  asked  if  it 
was  true  that  you  were  owner  of  the  chitean ; 
and  when  I  told  her,  yes,  she  burst  out  orying.** 

"  Is  she  crying  now  f 

*'  Oh  yes,  my  Lord,  she  does  nothing  dv 
but  cry ; — and  then  she  asked  me  what  your 
name  was  V* 

"  And  what  answer  did  you  make  her  ?*' 

''  Faith !  I  told  her  you  were  eaUed  '  my 
Lord  the  Marquis.*" 

"  Did  she  ask  no  other  questions  ?" 

•'  No,  my  Lord." 

*'  What  made  you  leave  her  T' 

''  Because,  my  Lord,  she  told  me  it  would 
please  her  if  I  went  away.'* 
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The  Mar^ps  signified  his  wish  to  be  alone, 
for  he  was  anxious  to  indulge  his  feelings  un- 
observed; though  satisfied  at  his  possessing 
Blanche  within  the  chUeau,  his  felicity  was 
troubled  when  he  thought  upon  her  sufferings. 
He  dared  not  yet  return  to  her^  but  thought 
it'  better  to  abstain  from  seeing  her  till  she 
had  overcome  the  transports  of  her  grief.  He 
threw  himself  upon  his  bed  and  sought  repose, 
but  sleep  he  could  not :  the  image  of  the  lovely 
Blanche  incessantly  pursued  him^  was  ever  pre- 
sent to  his  wakeful  eyes>  and  with  the  beauteous 
vision  rushed  on  his  remembrance  the  many 
errors  of  his  youths  which  he  in  vain  endea- 
voured to  forget. 

While  Villebelle  attempted  to  ascribe  to 
love  alone  his  sleepless  agitation^  Blanche  wore 
out  in  tears  the  night  she  had  awaited  with 
such  fond  impatience.  Convinced  that  she 
was  in  the  power  of  a  man  to  whom  the  Barber 
had  betrayed  her,  she  was  fearfully  alive  to 
all  the  horrors  of  her  situation ;  but,  having 
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been  accustomed  by  old  Marga^  to  pat  her 
trust  iu  the  Ahnigfaty^  and  to  entertain  no 
doubt  of  His  celestial  power,  she  offered  up  her 
prayers  to  heaveuj  and  fervently  implored  her 
union  with  her  lover.  Thus«  on  her  bended 
knees,  her  hands  raised  up  in  supplication^ 
and  her  eyes  sufiiised  with  tearsi,  she  passed  a 
portion  of  the  night;  and  when  the  morning 
broke  upon  her  grieis,  she  still  maintained  her 
sad  and  pious  posture. 

Marie  came  for  orders:  Blanche  needed 
nothing,  desired  her  liberty  alone;  and  the 
domestic,  at  a  loss  to  answer  her  incessant 
lamentations,  brought  her  breakfast  At  the 
expiration  of  an  hour  the  Marquis  entered 
her  apartment,  unperceived  by  Blanche,  whose 
head  was  resting  on  her  hand,  and  who  ap- 
peared involved  in  all  the  bitterness  of  grief 

Villcbelle  directed  Marie,  by  a  sign,  to  leave 
the  room,  and  then  he  stood  in  silent  contem- 

# 

plation  of  that  beauteous  girl,  who  since  the 
previous  evening  only  was  reduced  to  deso- 
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lation  and  despair.    And  why  ?    Because  her  ^ 
beauty  was  unfortunate  enough  to  charm  a 
powerful  and  wealthy  man>  who  fancied  it  must 
be  felicity  to  any  one  to  satisfy  the  warmth  of 
his  unruly  passions. 

The  change  in  Blanche*s  features  since  he 
saw  her  last>  her  eyes  inflamed  and  swimming 
still  in  tearsi  effected  a  profound  impression 
on  the  noble  lord ;  but,  as  he  preferred  encoun- 
tering reproach  to  witnessing  this  silent  grief, 
ViUebelle  advanced  some  paces,  that  his  victim 
might  be  conscious  of  his  presence. 

Blanche  raised  her  eyes,,  beheld  the  Mar- 
quis, evinced  a  slight  emotion  only,  and  her 
forehead  fell  again  upon  her  hand.  ViUebelle 
expected  cries  and  lamentations,  and,  surprised 
at  this  tranquillity,  he  took  a  seat  near 
Blanche,  whose  silent  tears  continued  still  to 
flood  her  faded  cheek. 

"  What !  are  you  unhappy,  then  T*  the  Mar- 
quis said,  with  deep  emotion;  and  Blanche 
replied,  with  suffocating  sobs,  but  in  that  soft 
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«  and  touching  tone  that  grief  itself  could  not 
impair, — 

•*  Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  Can  you  possibly  regret  the  gloomy  man- 
sion of  the  Barber>  where  you  never  knew  the 
name  alone  of  pleasure  ?*' 

**  It  is  not  the  house  that  I  regret.  Mon- 


sieur." 


''  Here  it  rests  with  you  alone  to  be  the 
happiest  of  women :  your  every  desire  will  be 
a  law;  you  will  have  the  finest  drasses,  the 
most  gorgeous  jewels ** 

"  I  wish  for  none.  Monsieur." 

"  You  will  not  always  think  so,  charming 
girl :  you  were  formed  to  please  and  captirate 
all  hearts ;  and  I  hope  some  day  to  see  you, 
when  art  has  heightened  the  delicious  gifts 
bestowed  on  you  by  nature,  eclipse  the  roost 
seductive  beauty  of  the  capital '* 

''  I  do  not  comprehend  you,  %r.** 

''Then,  pray  forget  the  years  that  you  have 
passed  in  solitude,  and  enter  on  a  new  ex- 
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istence.  This  sojourn  will  become  the  haunt 
of  all  that  is  delicious ;  uninterrupted  feasts 
and  pleasures  will  succeed  each  other  here,  if 
those  l>right  eyes  of  yours  should  grace  my 
efforts  with  a  single  smile.  The  Barber  was 
unworthy  of  your  love ;  you  were  educated  by 
the  sordid  wretch  for  interested  ends ;  nor  need 
you  tax  your  heart  with  gratitude  to  him.  As 
for  that  youth  to  whom  he  would  have  mar- 
ried youj  but  just  to  rid  himself  of  an  expen- 
sive burthen^  he  was  a  child,  they  tell  me,  and 
will  soon  forget  you !" 

*'  Urban  forget  me  !**  cried  the  girl,  with  a 
convulsive  start;  then  sank  upon  her  chair, 
continuing,  in  a  calmer  tone,  '*  No,  Sir ;  Urban 
never  will  forget  me ;  for  I,  oh !  deeply  do  I 
feel  that  I  shall  love  him  always,  and  our 
hearts  had  but  one  common  hope  and  thought." 

The  Marquis  rose  with  warmth,  and,  having 
paced  across  the  room,  resumed, — 

"It  is  useless  notwithstanding.  Mademoi- 
selle, to  cherish  sentiments  from  this  time  for- 
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ward  hopeless;  for  nerar  more  will  yoa  behead 
this  Urban,  wboin  I  hate,  although  I  know  him 
not." 

Blanche  raised  her  suppliant  eyes,  approached 
Villebdle,  and  fell  upon  her  knees  before  him. 
as  she  said,  in  accents  interrupted  by  convul- 
sive sobs, — 

"  Monsieur,  what  have  I  done,  then,  that  yoa 
should  thus  a£9ict  me  ?  If  I  have  unconsciously 
been  guilty  of  a  fault,  I  here  beseech  pur 
pardon ;  but  do  not  part  me  from  my  Urban  T' 

"  Rise  up,"  replied  the  Marquis,  overcome 
by  strong  emotion.  "  No,  you  are  not  in  foult, 
enchanting  girl ;  'tis  I,  and  I  alone  ! — ^Ycs,  I 
am  a  monster  to  draw  forth  these  tears. — Ah ! 
wherefore  did  I  see  you?  Your  beauty  has 
been  fatal  to  us  both  !*' 

"But,  Monsieur,  has  any  one  the  right  to 
shut  a  girl  up,  just  because  she  may  be  pretty  ? 
You  can  be  punished  for  confining  me;  it 
ought  to  be  forbidden.  Is  it  allowed  to  an; 
powerful  lord  to  persecute  poor  people  at  his 
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vfill  ?^0h  Heaven !  and  that  talisman  of  Mar- 
garet's that  was  to  keep  me  from  all  harm ! — 
Poor  Margaret !  if  thou  but  knew^st  my 
misery !" 

The  tears  of  the  young  g^rl  at  length  sub- 
dued the  Marquis. 

"Well,  then,"  said  he,  while  leaning  over 
Blanche ;  "  since  it  is  true  that  you  detest  me 
— that  you  behold  me  with  abhorrence " 

"  I  detest  you !"  said  the  artless  girl,  as  she 
cast  up  her  tender  and  expressive  eyes;  "  Oh  ! 
no.  Monsieur,  do  not  imagine  that !  In  spite 
of  all  the  grief  that  you  have  caused  me,  I 
know  not  how  it  is,  but  I  can  feel  that  I  should 
pardon  you  with  pleasure — I  even  think  that  I 
could  love  you " 

"  That  you  could  love  me,  heavenly  girl  V 
exclaimed  VillebcUe,  intoxicated  with  his  sud- 
den joy :  "  Oh  Heaven ! — is  it  possible  ? — and 
I  upon  the  very  point  of  yielding ! — No ;  never ! 
I  would  rather  die  than  yield  you  to  another ! — 
You  have  given  me  a  transient  glimpse  of 
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UisB,  the  mere  idea  of  wlu«ji  transports  me ! 
Blanche  !  dearest  Blanche  ! — You  gi?e  me 
hope ! — ^what  shall  I  not  perform  to  merit  jonr 
affection  ? — Bat  renounce  you  1 — henceforth  it 
i%  impossible — and  I  must  leave  thee,  to  avoid 
the  sight  of  tears  that  make  me  almost  hate 
my  love !" 

Villebelle  departed  with  precipitation ;  and 
Blanche,  unconscious  what  had  caused  his 
transports,  witnessed  his  departure  with  sur- 
prise. Little  did  the  frank,  ingenuous  girl 
suspect  that  she  had  riveted  her  chains  by  her 
avowal  to  the  Marquis  that  she  still  mig^t 
love  him.  Her  heart  had  neither  learned  dis- 
simulation nor  restraint;  and,  though  incapsUe 
of  drawing  the  distinction  which  she  felt  be- 
tween her  love  of  Urban  and  the  Marquis,  she 
could  not  conceive  the  possibility  of  harm  in 
uttering  her  undefined  sensations.  ViUebelle, 
however,  was  unaccustomed  to  so  ingenuous 
a  page  of  human  feeling ;  he  could  not  decipher 
it ;  and,  imagining  the  girl  responded  to  the 
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waimth  of  his  tumultuous  passion,  believed 
that  he  should  soon  succeed  in  driving  Urban 
from  her  memory. 

The  day  elapsed  without  Villebelle*s  return- 
ing to  her.  Blanche  strove  to  raise  her  courage, 
persuaded  that  the  Marquis  never  meant  to 
keep  her  as  a  prisoner,  and  hoping,  through 
the  virtues  of  her  talisman,  to  be  delivered 
shortly  from  the  precincts  of  the  chiteau. 

In  the  afternoon  Blanche  asked  Marie  the 
way  into  the  park,  on  which  the  buxom  wench 
made  haste  to  lead  her  to  its  entrance,  where 
she  left  her  with  a  duteous  reverence.  All 
simple  as  she  seemed,  the  village  girl  per- 
ceived his  lordship  was  in  love  with  the  young 
lady.  Marie's  inquisitive  attention  had  been 
roused  by  Blanche's  swollen  eyes  and  deep- 
drawn  sighs,  and,  as  she  left  her,  she  observed — 

"Jami!  suppose  my  Lord  should  fietll  in 
love  with  me ;  that  would  not  make  me  cry ! — 
no,  quite  the  contrary  V 

Although  alone  in  that  sequestered  park. 
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Blanche  entertained  no  project  of  escape ;  fer, 
knowing  not  a  road  or  path  in  the  vicinity,  nor 
the  name  of  the  surrounding  country,  nor  its 
distance  from  the  capital,  she  saw  it  would  be 
totally  impossible  to  fly  without  almost  imme- 
diate interception,  whereby  she  must  again  be 
in  the  power  of  the  Marquis :  she  resolved* 
accordingly,  to  wait  with  resignation  till  it 
pleased  him  to  restore  her  to  her  lover,  for  she 
could  not  suppose  him  capable  of  keeping  her 
a  perpetual  prisoner,  nor  as  yet  surmised  the 
dangers  to  which  she  was  subjected  in  the 
chateau. 

Villebelle,  informed  that  Blanche  was  in  the 
park,  proceeded  instantly  to  join  her :  she  ail 
but  smiled  as  he  approached  her,  and,  though 
her  features  still  were  overcast  with  melan- 
choly, she  conversed  with  him  on  the  surround- 
ing objects,  and  repUed  to  all  his  questions 
with  her  customary  grace  and  gentleness. 
This  conduct  seemed  so  extraordinary  to  the 
Marquis,  that  he  beheld  her  with  as  much 
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amazement  as  affection,  and  far  from  gaining 
boldness  from  the  grief  of  Blanche,  Villebelle 
was  perfectly  subdued,  by  its  expressive  ten- 
derness, into  profound  respect.  The  entreaties 
of  his  passion  were  arrested  on  his  tongue; 
and,  ignorant  by  what  incomprehensible  as- 
cendant a  simple  girl  could  thus  affect  him 
at  intervals,  he  walked  in  pensive  silence  by 
her  side. 

Early  on  the  morrow,  Marie  brought  into 
Blanche's  chamber  the  valet's  recent  purchases 
at  Paris:  an  infinitude  of  charming  trifles, 
invented  to  relieve  the  opulent  of  their  super- 
fluous gold.  The  buxom  peasant  was  in  ecstacy 
at  each  successive  article  as  she  displayed  it, 
while  Blanche  beheld  them  with  indifference,  at 
least. 

The  Marquis  went  to  see  his  captive,  and 
perceived  that  all  his  presents  were  untouched. 

''You  disdain,  then,  what  I  feel  so  much 
delight  in  offering  you?"  said  Villebelle  to 
Blanche. 

VOL.    III.  F 
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"  What  should  I  do  with  it  T^  she  said^  and 
heaved  a  sigh ;  ''  I  needed  no  such  finery  to 
please  my  lover:  what 'would  he  say,  if  he 
beheld  me  so  bedeeked  ?** 

'*  Still  Urban  ever  foremost  in  your  thoughts  1 
Have  I  not  told  you.  Mademoiselle,  that  you 
would  never  see  him  more  ?" 

*'  Yes,  bat  I  do  not  believe  you  so  unkind 
as  you  endeavour  to  appear;  what  good  could 
you  derive  from  making  me  eternally  un- 
happy?" 

"  Blanche,  you  confessed  to  me  that  yott 
could  almost  love  me .'* 

'' And  still  I  feel  I  could.  With  Urban  and 
yourself,  I  could  be  happy." 

'*  Can  I  not  hope  then  to  prevail  on  you,  by 
kindness,  and  affection  to  forget  a  first  attach 
ment,  and  to  yield  your  loving,  undivide«^ 
heart  to  me  alone  ?" 

*'  You  do  not  understand  me,  sir ;  I  feel  for 
Urban  as  my  lover — as  my  husband;  for  you 
—as  if  I  wished— I  do  not  know— I  should  feci 
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delight  in  calling  you    my  brother —  or  my 
father ." 

Villebelle  was  not  completely  gratified  by 
this  avowal,  but  he  referred  his  hopes  to  time 
and  the  effect  of  persevering  kindness  and 
attention.  In  the  evening  Blanche  revisited 
the  park,  when  she  was  joined  again,  as  on  the 
previous  day,  by  the  enamoured  Marquis.  As 
he  walked  beside  her,  he  felt  bis  admiration 
and  attachment  rapidly  increase.  The  Mar- 
quis felt  himself  an  altered  being ;  and  that 
wild  and  bold  seducer,  who  had  triumphed 
over  hundreds  of  obdurate  beauties,  was  be- 
come a  timid  suitor  to  a  girl  without  a  safe- 
guard at  command,  beyond  her  innocence  and 
virtue. 

Twelve  days  had  now  elapsed  since  Blanche 
became  an  inmate  of  the  ch&teau  of  Sarcus ; 
there  appeared  no  promise  of  a  change  in 
her  condition.  The  Marquis  was  invariably 
punctual  in  his  morning  visits;  but,  over- 
whelmed with  grief,  at  being  separated  from 
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her  lover>  the  charming  girl  indulged  in  fre- 
quent tears,  a  sight  from  which  Villebdle 
incessantly  withdrew.  At  evening  they  walked 
together  in  the  park,  where  their  silence  was 
but  seldom  interrupted,  and  even  then  but  by 
a  single  word.  Blanche  thought  on  Urban, 
and  the  Marquis,  satisfied  with  being  at  her 
side,  had  hitherto  conceived  no  culpable  de- 
signs. 

But  now,  a  messenger  arrived  from  Paris 
to  inform  the  Marquis  that  his  unde  was 
attacked  with  an  alarming  illness,  and  anxiously 
desired  to  see  him.  Villebelle,  the  only  heir 
to  his  afflicted,  opulent  relation,  could  not 
evade  a  summons  of  such  urgency,  and, 
accordingly  determined,  though  with  mucb 
reluctance,  on  an  absence  of  some  days.  He 
was  accompanied  by  Oermain ;  but  the  valets 
left  behind  him  at  the  ch&teauhad  received 
precise  instructions,  though  he  entertained  no 
apprehension  of  his  captive's  flight;  and 
Blanche,   moreover,  sunk    in  sorrow  and  de- 
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spondency,  evinced  no  effort  to  escape.  The 
Marquis  thought  it  not  advisable  to  intimate 
his  journey  to  the  girl,  bjiA,  more  in  love  than 
ever,  left  the  chateau,  resolved  on  his  imme- 
diate  return. 
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CHAPTE|l  IV. 

THK   RENOONTRB. — PL/LN   OF   VBNGEANCE. 

We  left  the  bachelor  about  to  rest  upon  a 
stone,  when  interrupted  by  the  exclamation  of 
a  man,  whom  he  had  not  perceived,  extended 
on  the  very  spot.  By  the  words  pronounced, 
the  reader  will  no  doubt  have  recog^nised  the 
knight,  who  had  remained  precisely  in  the 
place  where  he  had  been  abandoned  by  the 
robbers. 

"  Your  pardon,  sir,  but  I  did  not  perceire 
you." 

ChaudoreiUe  half  raised  himself  upon  the 
ground,  examined  Ulban  well,  and  felt  his 
fears  subside.  Besides,  what  more  had  he 
to  apprehend?  The  thieves  had  not  been 
tempted  by  his  clothes;  they  had  left  him 
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in  possesf ion  ofBolanda»  it  was  true^  perceiving 
that  the  weapon  had  no  danger  in  such  hands. 

"  Ah !  CadSdis !  you  have  awakened  me, 
my  comrade !  and  I  was  dreaming  most  de- 
iicionsly!  I  thought  I  had  my  poor  two 
thousand  livres  in  my  pockety  all  in  gold ;  and 
here  I  wake  to  feel  the  sad  reality !  Ah !  a 
thousand  millions  of  moustachios !  the  knaves ! 
the  rascals !  they  have  taken  all  I  had — ^Yes, 
I  may  feel  to  little  purpose— I  have  not  a  penny 
left!  O  death!  O  fury !  O  despair !" 

Chaudoreille  again  fell  flat  upon  the  earth, 
and  in  his  ecstacy,  plucked  out  some  bristles 
from  his  upper  lip.  But,  finding  his  aban- 
donment did  not  recover  him  his  crowns,  he 
grew  more  calm*  and  bent  his  looks  anew  on 
Urban,  who  was  sig^iing  deeply,  and  seemingly 
bestowing  no  attention  on  the  desperation  of 
his  clamorous,  despoiled  companion. 

"  The  devil !  yonder  is  a  personage  of  very 
solemn  taciturnity,"  observed  the  Oascon  to 
himself,  and  he  again  addressed  the  bachelor. 
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''  I  warrant  they  have  robbed  you  also, 
comrade?  This  town  is  nothing  bat  ahaant 
for  filchers  and  banditti  An  honest  man  can 
nowhere  walk  in  safety  but  in  the  midst  of  the 
patrol ;  and  I  have  doubts  myself  if  I  would 
trust  the  city-watch !  Ah !  it  was  that  cursed 
theatre  occasioned  my  misfortunes !  That  the 
miserable  stage-performers  of  the  hotel  de 
Bourgogne  should  dare  to  mock  a  gentleman 

of  my  extraction! ^Yes,   yes,  friend  Tur* 

lupin,  I  shall  manage  to  fall  in  with  thee  again. 
To-morrow  early  I  shall  state  my  aggravations 
to  the  LieutenanUCriminel,  and  have  these 
Gate/ter-Garg«t//^j  snugly  in  a  dungeon.  But, 
alas,  my  pistoles !  who  will  restore  me  my  two 
hundred  pistoles?  I  venture  to  affirm  that 
you  had  not  so  much  on  you,  companion,  eh  ? 
Sandis!  you  sigh  as  if  you  had  been  robbed 
of  both  the  towers  of  N6tre  Dame !  Did  they 
rifle  you,  too,  in  a  sedan  ?*' 

The  knight  received  no  other  answer  than 
a  deep-drawn  sigh ;  and  Urban  murmured— 
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"  Lost,  alas,  for  ever !" 

"  I  was  sure  of  iV'  said  ChaudoreiUe;  "it 
is  his  purse  that  he  has  lost — or  rather  they 
have  robbed  him  of  it.  Comrade,  was  it  here 
that  yoo  sustained  your  loss,  just  hereabout  ?" 

Urban  surveyed  the  knight  with  some  sur- 
prise ;  at  length  he  answered  him, — 

"  I  know  not  where — since  eight  o'clock  I 
have  been  hunting  Paris  through,  and  am  now 
no  nearer  on  discovery  than  when  I  first  set  out." 

"  But  if  you  had  a  lanthom,  that  might  aid 
you.  Was  the  object  you  are  i^eking  big? 
If  we  should  hit  upon  your  loss,  and  it  be 
worth  my  while,  remember,  I  go  shares ;  you 
understand .'* 

Urban  rose,  and  seizing  the  chevalier  by  the 
throat,  half  choked  him  with  his  grasp,  as  if 
he  would  have  forced  him  in  the  earth,  ex- 
claiming— 

•"  Wretch !  do  you  presume  to  offer  insult  to 
my  grief?    If  I  but  listened  to  my  anger   ■     ** 

"  Oh !  mercy !  mercy !  listen  to  it  not — I  do 
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implore  you.  Oaf!  its  over  with  me ! — ^What 
devil  in  the  shape  of  man  are  you  ?  What^ 
are  you  escaped  from  out  the  Chateau  de 
*Vauvert?  Because  I  offer  you  my  help  in 
looking  for  the  purse  you  lost,  you  strive  to 
strangle  me?** 

"  My  purse  ?  what,  was  it  money  you  were 
speaking  of  ?*^ 

"  Why,  what  could  I  be  speaking  of  besides, 
just  after  losing  such  a  lump,  as  big  and  heavy 
as  myself?*' 

"  Ah,  Sir^  I  daim  your  pardon ;  we  mis- 
understood each  other.** 

''That  is  just  what  I  begin  to  see.  But 
ah !  Scmdis  !  we  g^rasped  each  other  fbrdbly— 
that  is,  you  grasped  me  forcibly.  Why,  what 
a  fist  you  have!  exactly  like  my  own  when 
grasping  my  Bolanda.  It  seems  it  is  not 
money,  then,  that  you  have  lost  ?** 

"Ah,  Sir,  would  to  Heaven  it  were!  •! 
would  give  with  pleasure  all  I  have,  could  I 
but  find  the  object  I  adore — the  girl  who  was 
to  have  been  mine.** 
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"  Poor  innocent!"  said  the  chevalier  to  him- 
self; '*  is  all  this  lamentation  for  a  woman  ? 
He  does  not  know,  perhaps,  what  it  is  to  lose 
two  hundred  pistoles — not  to  name  the  smaller 
change.  But  since  they  have  not  robbed  him, 
I  must  endeavour  to  be  useful  to  him ;  now,  if 
I  could  manage  to  repair  my  loss  by  aiding 
him  to  find  his  lass '* 

The  chevalier  rose  from  his  decumbency^ 
and  took  a  seat  upon  the  stone  beside  the 
bachelor,  and,  addressing  him  in  accents  of 
affected  sensibility,  said, — 

"  Relate  your  g^efs  to  me,  young  man ;  I  am 
the  champion  of  all,  of  every  one  who  suffers 
in  the  range  of  nature — for  a  trivial  compensa- 
tion— be  it  always  understood ;  but  yet,  I  lay 
no  tax,  I  specify  no  retribution,  but  rely  en- 
tirely on  the  generosity  of  those  I  serve." 

"  What,  Sir,  could  you  do  in  my  case  ?  I 
have  not  a  notion  of  the  ravishers,  nor  do  I 
know  the  route  that  they  have  taken.  Alas ! 
I  feel  my  very  spirit  fails  me." 
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"  What  do  you  mean  by  tbalj  youDg  man? 
No,  never  be  it  said  that  we  have  lost  our 
courage.  For  shame;  in  all  the  phases  of 
existence  it  is  the  quality  of  coun^e  that  puts 
us  on  a  level  with  the  gods ;  who,  by  the  way, 
are  not  afraid  oi  death,  because  they  are  im- 
mortaL  But  to  our  business.  As  long  as  you 
have  money,  you  always  have  resources.  I 
will  put  you  in  the  way  of  finding  out  your 
beauty:  I  have  two  friends,  the  most  super- 
lative of  spies, — that  is,  they  act  as  amateurs 
for  the  advantage  of  humanity.  Speak,  what 
quarter  of  the  city  did  the  little  thing  in- 
habit?" 

"  The  Rue  des  Bourdonnais,  at  the  Barber 
Touquet's,  who  had  brought  her  up 

''  The  Barber  Touquet's — Kue  des  Bourdon- 
nais ! — ^and  jour  lady*s  name  was  Blanche  V 

"Yes,  Sir:  is  it  possible  you  know  her? 
Oh,  tell  me,  I  beseech  you .'* 

"  An  instant,  stop  an   instant,  my  young 
friend.     ParbUul  here  is  an  accident  by  which 
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I The  thing  is  done;  your  hand!     Capi 

debtousl  how  marvellously  fortunate  you  are 
in  meeting  me  !'* 

"  What,  is  it  possible  that  you  can  find  niy 
Blanche  ?    Ah,  Sir,  what  gratitude !" 

And  Urban  threw  his  arms  round  the  cbe- 
Taliefs  neck,  who,  as  he  disengaged  himself 
from  the  young  riian's  embrace,  reflected — 

''  This  is  the  youth  whom  Blanche  was  to 
hare  married.  It  seems  the  Marquis  has 
eloped  already  with  the  little  creature:  the 
Marquis  now  has  paid  me,  so  that  I  have 
nothing  more  to  hope  from  him ;  and,  there- 
fore, 1  must  now  take  part  upon  the  lover's 
side.  However,  prudence !  I  must  not  let  him 
know  exactly  who  I  am ;  and,  more  than  all, 
must  bury  all  my  previous  feats  in  the  in- 
trigue." 

llie  bachelor  urged  Chaudoreille  to  be  ex- 
plicit, but  the  latter  answered,  with  an  air  of 
mystery, — 

"  I  am  not  acquainted  with  the  Barber  nor 
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with  Blanche ;  bat  I  have  a  firieiid  who  was  a 
frequent  costomer  at  Tonqnet's  diop;  and, 
now  I  recollect,  he  certainly  did  speak  to  me 
of  your  approaching  marriage." 

''  But  that  is  singnlar ;  for  Monsieur  Ton- 
quet  specially  enjoined  me  to  the  strictest 
secrei^,  and  he  himself,  it  seems " 

"  In  iact,  you  see  he  must  have  spoken  of  it, 
since  I,  for  instance,  was  aware  of  it.  But  a 
man — ^no  humble  personage — ^in  short,  a  power- 
fill  and  wealthy  Lord,  had  fidlen  in  love  with 
your  intended ." 


"  A  powerful  and  wealthy  Lord !  his  name  V 

*'  I  do  not  know  ityet»  but  soon  I  shall .'' 

"  And  you  are  certain " 

<'Oh!  sure  as  fate;  and  this  same  Lord 
hath  carried  off  your  lady.'* 

"  Ah !  let  me  know  his  name ;  I  do  entreat 
of  you ." 

"  To-morrow,  that  is  to  say,.— this  evening, 
I  have  hopes  of  being  able  to  inform  you  of  it 
But  prudence,  prudence,  my  young  man ;  and 
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for  HeaTeii*8  sake  take  care  how  you  compro- 
mise me :  I  run  great  risks  in  serving  you.*' 

"  Ah,  Sir,  rely  on  my  eternal  gratitude ." 

"  Why,  that  I  do/ 

"  And  not  until  this  evening,  then  ?** 

"  No,  not  before/  .Be  you  at  nine  o  clock 
precisely  at  the  Porte  Montmartre ;  be  sure  to 
bring  what  money  you  can  scrape  together, 
and  I  will  then  communicate  whatever  I  can 
learn." 

"  Sufficient :  ah !  would  the  evening  were 
already  come  !'* 

''  In  the  mean  time  I  shall  need  some 
crowns,  to  give  the  friends  I  mentioned  to 
you;  and  I,  as  you  must  needs  suppose,  am 
high  and  dry,  since  that  confounded  robbery 
last  night ;* 

"  There,  Sir,  is  all  I  have  about  me ;  take  it, 
I  entreat  you." 

"  Most  willingly,  young  friend.  But  it  is 
daylight,  we  must  part ;  thiB  eveningi  at  the 
Porte  Montmartre — remember/* 

"  I  shall  be  most  punctual.  Sir .'* 
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*'  And  do  not  forget  what  I  have  said. 
Adieu!  I  am  going  straightways  on  your 
business." 

Chaudofeille  departed;  and  the  bachelor, 
whose  drooping  spirits  were  reviv^ed  by  the 
chevalier  8  flattering  assurances,  walked  slowly 
to  his  lodging,  th^re  to  await  the  hour  of  their 
appointment  for  the  night. 

As  he  walked  in  the  direction  of  the  Pont- 
Neuf>  the  Gascon  thought — 

"  The  Marquis  has  been  expeditious ;  the 
girl  is  carried  off, — with  the  connivance  of  that 
rascal  Touquet,  I  could  swear.     This  business 
demands    a  little  hardihood.    The   Marquis 
never  can  have  mentioned  me :  suppose  I  go 
to  Touquet*s,  apparently  without  an  object, 
just  to  hear  what  he  may  say  to  me  ? — I  wiD. 
Moreover,  out  of  prudence,  I  shall  see  him  in 
his  shop,  so  that  directly  I  percOTe  him  waxing 
wrath,  away  I  am  at  once,  and  out  of  doors, 
and  I  can  instantly  collect  a  hundred  persons 
round  about  me." 
Having  formed  his  plan,  the  knight  began 
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by  entering  a  cabaret,  the  first  he  saw;  and 
by  way  of  makhig  sure  against  a  second  rob* 
bery>  he  ate  and  drank  till  all  the  money  given 
him  by  Urban  was  expended.  It  was  nearly 
ten  when  he  rose  up  from  table;  and  as 
that  was  the  especial  time  at  which  the  barber's 
shop  was  crowded  with  his  customers,  it  was 
chosen  by  the  knight  for  his  projected  visit. 
Before  he  walked  into  the  shop,  he  asc^tained 
that  Touquet  was  not  alone ;  and  having 
entered,  with  Jesuitical  familiarity,  he  wished 
the  barber  "  a  good  day.*' 

Touquet  responded  to  his  salutation  in  his 
usual  manner.  As  nothing  in  the  barber*s 
air  implied  the  least  suspicion,  the  knight 
began  to  feel  a  comfortable  kind  of  confidence ; 
however,  when  they  were  alone,  he  kept  his 
eye  upon  the  door,  and  ventured,  while  affect- 
ing infinite  indifference,  to  ask  the  barber, 

"  Were  there  any  news  ?'* 

"  Everything  is  over,'*  answered  Touquet ; 
**  they  are  married,  and  gone  off,  and  now  I 
hope  to  hear  no  more  of  them.'* 
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''  Ah !  married,  are  they  ?'*  responded  the 
chevalier,  flcrewiag  up  his  lips;  '^the  littk 
creature,  then,  has  wedded — ^her  little  man  at 
last  r 

*'  Why,  of  eoune  she  has,**  said  Toaquet, 
somewhat  sharply ;  **  is  there  anything  so 
wonderful  in  that  f* 

*'  Sandu!  no^  not  to  me;  I  am  no  more 
surprised  at  it  than — ^y(mder  fly.** 

''  Hold,  here  is  what  I  promised  thee.  I 
think  that  I  shall  shortly  sell  this  house^  and 
give  up  business.  Thou  hast  no  more  musk 
lessons  now  to  give;  so  that  thy  visits  fiv  the 
future  will  be  needless ;  and  thou  mayest  spare 
thyself  the  trouble  of  returning  here.  Adieu ; 
and  I  forgive  thee  all  thou  owest  me  on  our 
shaving  seore.*' 

*'  I  am  mueh  obliged  to  thee,  my  dear  and 
worthy  friend;  I  hope  the  day  may  eome  when 
I  can  prove  my  gratitude  to  thee.** 

So  saying,  the  knight  shot  briskly  out  of 
doors,  and  left  the  barber's. 

''Oh!  ohr  said  the  chevalier  to  himself; 
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"  he  begs  me  not  to  visit  him  again :  exceed- 
ingly polite,  indeed !  The  rascal  is  afraid  that 
I  should  meet  the  Marquis,  who  ordered  him, 
perhaps,  to  share  with  me  the  compensation 
given  him  for  the  surrender  of  the  bride  that 
was  to  be.  But  patience,  patience;  if  thou 
art  a  knave,  my  dearest  Touquet,  I  flatter 
myself  also  I  am  not  the  greatest  fool  alive. 
And  though  I  shall  take  care  to  put  my  foot 
no  more  within  thy  hornet's  nest,  yet  others 
may.  Come,  come,  friend  Chaudoreille,  pluck 
up  thy  genius.  The  losses  of  last  night  must 
be  repaired ;  thy  fortune  must  be  made  anew. 
And  should  I  so  succeed,  the  devil  take  me  if 
I  ever  get  again  in  a  sedan !  Let  me  see : 
first,  I  must  make  a  flying  visit  to  the  villa  in 
the  faubourg,  and  get  Marcel  to  tell  me  if  the 
Marquis  hath  bestowed  his  captive  there; 
thence  I  return  to  Paris  to  our  young  Italian : 
a  pretty  tale  for  her  devouring  jealousy  I  have 
to  tdl— a  very  pretty  tale !  I  shall  throw  her 
in  convulsions,  and  afterwards,  I  seek  my 
tendesvous    appointed  with  the    lover,   and 
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making  him  come  down  in  handsome  stjle,  I 
tell  him  every  syllable  I  know.  Let  all  of 
them  get  out  of  the  commotion  as  they  can ; 
and  I|  as  soon  as  I  have  stocked  my  pockets 
well,  shall  take  up  my  position  at  a  faro  bank, 
and  brave  the  worst,  surrounded  by  the  hunt- 
ers, bankers,  and— —Ah!  Cadedis!  there's 
pleasure  for  you !" 

While  absorbed  in  the  concoction  of  these 
projects,  Chaudoreille  had  bent  his  course  to 
the  faubourg  St.  Antoine.  He  reached  the 
Marquis's  retreat  quite  out  of  breath,  and  as 
Marcel  unclosed  the  garden  gate^  he  asked  the 
knight  if  he  had  been  a  second  time  unfortu- 
nate enough  to  kill  some  foreign  prince. 

"  No,  not  to-day ;"  replied  the  Gascon,  a  she 
affectionately  squeezed  thevalet*s  hand;  which 
condescension  led  the  latter  to  suppose  that 
the  recent  wealth  of  the  chevalier  had  already 
disappeared. 

'*  Hast  thou  been  buying  any  house  in  this 
vicinity  f*  inquired  Marcel. 

"  I  have  given  up  the  thought : — I  have  been 
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robbed,  my  worthy  friend,  and  robbed  of  every- 
thing !  I  took,  as  fate  would  have  it»  a  sedan ; 
and  lo !  the  scurvy  rogues  of  chairmen  bore  me 
to  a  cavern,  where  from  twelve  to  fifteen  vil- 
lains fell  upon  me  !  What  could  valour  do 
against  such  odds  ?  However,  I  believe  I  settled 
three  or  four  of  them.  But  let  us  talk  no  more 
of  that :  tell  me,  my  dear  Marcel,  is  it  here  the 
Marquis  has  concealed  his  recent  conquest?" 

"  I  have  neither  seen  the  Marquis,  nor  any 
other  person  on  his  business  even/' 

"  Marcel,  now,  thou  art  lying ." 

"  I  am  telling  thee  the  truth ;  there  is  not  a 
soul  here  but  myself." 

"  The  deviU  that  puzzles  me  amaeingly. 
Art  thou  sure  thou  art  not  lying  ?" 

"  Ah !  morbleu,  had  there  been  any  person 
here,  I  should  have  sent  thee  packing  without 
further  ceremony." 

"  Dost  thou  know,  pray,  if  thy  master  has 
any  other  little  ^properties  of  this  description 
in  the  environs  of  Paris  T 


1 18  THE  BARBER  OF  PARIS. 

"  All  that  I  know  is  thig — to  sleep,  to  eai. 
and  to  obey  my  orders  :  as  for  the  rest,  I  am 
neither  an  inquisitive  person  nor  a  blab/' 

''  Then  thou  art  wrong ;  and  thou  never  wilt 
get  on  in  life,  be  sure.    Adieu,  Marcel.** 

Chaudoreille  resumed  his  road  to  Paris, 
somewhat  disconcerted  at  not  discovering  the 
retreat  of  Blanche ;  and  as  he  was  unwilling  to 
present  himself  before  the  young  Italian  with- 
out more  ample  and  precise  intdligenoe  to  gire 
her,  he  resolved  on  visiting  the  Marquis's 
hotel. 

The  mansion  of  Villebelle  was  at  a  trifling 
distance  from  the  Louvre  and  was  worthy  of 
its  rich  and  elegant  possessor.  The  knight 
sneaked  into  an  extensive  court,  and  having 
made  a  low  obeisance  to  the  porter,  asked, 

"  Is  my  Lord  in  Paris?" 

'<  Monsieur  le  Marquis  is  in  England,''  saic 
the  porter,  as  he  looked  upon  the  knight  witl- 
all  the  arrogance  of  petty  grandeur ;  and  tht 
latter,  seeing  there  was  little  hope  of  getting 
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into  conversation  with  the  mighty  menial, 
departed^  saying, — 

"  In  England !  What !  is  he  going  to  seduce 
the  little  creature  with  plumb-pudding?  I 
have  done  my  best,  at  all  events.  Now  must 
I  seek  the  beauteous  Julia,  and  give  her  all 
the  information  I  possess :  it  is  but  five  o'clock, 
and  I  have  time  enough  for  that,  before  the 
hour  of  rendezvous." 

Chaudoreille  proceeded  to  the  young  Ita- 
lian s:  the  door  was  opened  by  the  old  do- 
mestic. 

"  Is  your  mistress  in  ?"  said  he. 

"  Yes,  Sir." 

•'  Is  she  alone  ?" 

-  Yes,  Sir." 

"  Go,  and  announce  that  the  Chevalier 
Chaudoreille  hath  matters  of  high  moment  to 
impart  to  her.'* 

The  servant  soon  returned,  and  instantly 
conducted  the  chevalier  to  his  mistress. 
Julia  was  parading  to  and  fro  in  her  apart- 
ment, and  appeared  extremely  agitated. 
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'<  I  expected  you^**  said  Julia  to  the  knight, 
whom  she  directed  to  sit  down. 

"You  expected  me,  Signora?" 

"  Yes ;  for  I  have  not  beheld  the  Marquis 
since  I  spoke  with  you  ;  never  was  he  absent 
for  so  long  a  time  before,  and  I  suspect  some 
new  intrigue  occasions  his  neglect*' 

Alas !  Signora,  your  suspicions  are  too  true.'* 
Why,  then,  I  am  betrayed  !**  cried  Julia, 
trembling  with  the  transport  of  her  sudden 
rage ;  while  Chaudoreille  sat  down  at  a  re- 
spectful distance  and  laid  Bolanda  lengthways 
on  his  knees. 

''What  can  be  done?  Signora,  the  men 
are — men — the  Marquis  seemingly  does  not 
appreciate  your  attractions,  your  perfections-- 
your  graces — and  your—" 

« Peace!  be  silent! — but  no— -inform  me 
instantly,  to  the  utmost  syllable,  of  all  you 
know ." 

"  What !  hold  my  tongue,  and  speak  as  well  T 
said  Chaudoreille,  as  his  eyes  began  to  roll 
with  terror. 
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'^My  rivars  name? Wretch!  wilt  thou 

answer?" 

"I  am  coming  to  it,  presently,  Signora— 
but,  I  beg  of  you,  allow  me  to  relate  my  story 
in  due  order " 

*'  My  rival's  name !  I  tell  thee," — reiterated 
the  Italian^  nearly  choked  with  fury,  and  ap- 
proaching Chaudoreille,  whose  limbs  were 
quivering  with  fear,  as  he  responded,  stammer- 
ing. 

"Blanche  —  the    orphan  —  the    little    girl 

brought  up  by  Touquet *' 

''Villain !  I  might  have  guessed  as  much  !'* 
"Blanche  was  to  be  married,  as  to-day, 
to  a  young  bachelor  she  loved,  and  who  adores 
her — the  Barber  had  consented  to  the 
match .  I  know  not  by  what  accident  the 
Marquis  can  have  seen  the  girl :  he  must  have 
fallen  in  love  with  her  and  taken  her  off,  for 
she  disappeared  but  two  nights  since,  and 
I  suspect  that  Touquet  was  in  concert  with 
my  Lord .  The  little  girl,  I  know,  is  not  abiding 
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in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoinei  for  I  baxe 
been  there  to  inquire:  nor  is  my  Lord  in 
Porisj  for  I  am  tlus  moment  oome  from  Us 
hotelj  and  there  they  told  me  he  was  gone 
to  England." 

This  burst  of  information  was  delirered 
in  a  breathy  as  Chaudoreille  was  apprehensive 
of  the  young  Italian's  wrath,  if  he  opposed 
the  least  delay  to  her  impassioned  eagerness. 

"This  journey  into  England  is  a  lieT  ex- 
claimed the  fiery  Julia. 

"  Exactly  my  opinion,  too." 

''He  has  taken  her  to  some  ch&teau — ^he 
has  several '* 

"  Most  probable !" 

''  But  to  which  ? — we  must  discover  that.*' 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you — we  must  discover 
that!" 

<'  This  girl,  moreover,  may  still  be  in  Paris.** 

"Certainly,  she  may — this  city  is  a  gult 
in  which  a  girl  is  lost  as  easily  as  any  piece 
of  six  liards.*' 
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Julia  was  involved  some  moments  in  reflec- 
tion, and  Chaudoreille^  in  silence^  waited  till 
she  spoke,  that  he  might  echo  faithfully 
whatever  she  advanced.  The  young  Italian 
paced  her  chamber,  her  hands  were  clenched : 
it  was  easy  to  perceive  through  her  terrific 
agitation  and  the  forcible  constriction  of  her 
nerves,  by  what  intensity  of  labouring  restraint 
her  fury  was  withheld.  She  halted  short, 
immediately  before  the  knight,  and  fixed  his 
eye. 

'*  You  think,  then,  that  this  Blanche  does 
not  love  Vaiebelle?" 

'*  I  think,  at  all  events,  she  did  not  love  him, 
since  she  had  never  set  her  eyes  upon  him.'' 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?" 

"  Why,  true — you  are  right  enough ;  for  how 
can  I  be  certain  ?" 

*'  Tell  me  everything  you  know  concerning 
this  young  girl,  how  long  she  has  been  living 
at  the  Barber's,  and  his  motives  for  adopting 
her.' 

G  2 
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While  Chaudoreille  related  to  the  young 
Italian  the  history  he  had  already  given  to 
the  Marquis,  she  listened  to  hhn  with  miniite 
attention.  When  the  knight  had  come  to  a 
conclusion,  Julia  ruminated  on  the  facts,  and 
the  historian  sat  in  awfiil  silence,  tremblingly 
respecting  the  Italian's  cogitations. 

"  Touquet  is  a  wretch  !*'  said  Julia.  ^'  I  ha^ 
known  him  long :  I  will  procure  forthwith  the 
proofii  of  his  suspected  crime;  and  should  it 
be  the  case  that  Blanche  by  him  was  surren- 
dered to  the  Marquis,  let  him  tremble !" 

''  Most  just ;  one  should  invariably  punish 
crime!*'  and  Chaudoreille  continued,  in  a 
lower  tone  of  voice,  "if  she  could  only  get 
him  hanged,  then  I  should  be  relieved  from 
all  my  fears." 

"  Is  that  the  full  amount  of  all  you  kpow  ?" 
said  Julia. 

-Oh!  pardon  me,  Signora!  In  the  warmth 
of  zeal,  I  had  forgotten  to  inform  you,  that,  hj 
the  most  extraordinary  accident,  I  last  night 
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met  the  youthful  lover  of  this  Blanche :  the 
unhappy  devil  was  seated  on  a  stone — ^whilc 
I  was  lying  on  the  ground  close  by  him.  I 
had  just  been  robbed  by  some  banditti,  who 
(allow  me  parenthetically  to  observe)  had  just 
deprived  me  of  the  fruit  of  three  years*  strict 
economy  and  self-denial,  which  I  was  bearing 
to  a  savings* -bank ! — The  unfortunate  delight 
in  talking  of  their  griefs ;  we  entered  into  con- 
versation ;  and  it  was  then  that  the  poor 
fellow  told  me  he  was  wandering  in  quest  of 
his  intended.  I  did  not  choose  to  tell  him  my 
suspicions  of  the  Marquis  till  after  I  had  seen 
yourself,  but  I  have  given  the  youth  a  rendez- 
vous at  nine  to-night.** 

"  Well,  go  to  your  appointment,  and  bring 
the  young  man  hither." 

"  What !  bring  him  to  your  house,  Signora  r 

"  Yes,  bring  him  here ;  we  will  concert  our 

schemes  together;  we  will  unite  our  efforts, 

he  to  find  his  promised  wife,  and  I  to  punish 

the  ingrate  by  whom  I  am  forsaken/' 
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Poor  Urban  had,  however,  clearly  under- 
stood  the  knight;  and  when  he  reached  his 
home  at  daybreak,  his  whole  anxiety  was  cen- 
tered in  the  arrival  of  the  hour  of  rendezroos. 
But  man  cannot  foresee  events ;  poor  creature 
that  he  is,  and  full  of  mighty  projects  for  the 
future  ! 

«  To-day  is  oan, 
Bttt  who  can  claim  to-morrow  r* 

To-day  itself,  perhaps,  is  not  entirely  ours. 
The  bachelor  had  hardly  reached  his  lodging 
when  he  was  seised  with  cold  and  shivering  in 
all  his  limbs :  ascribing  this  affection  to  his 
night's  &tigue,  he  went  to  bed,  expecting 
that  a  few  hours'  rest  would  renovate  his 
strength;  but  nature  had  ordained  it  other- 
wise :  a  rising  fever  almost  instantly  ensiiedj 
and  the  deep  despair  of  the  young  lover, 
which  had  gradually  increased  since  the  pre- 
ceding evening,  had  now  assumed  the  cha- 
racter of  violent  delirium.  The  female  neigh- 
bour, she  who  had  assisted  Urban  in  the  mp- 
teries  of  his  disguise,  was  already  seated  by 
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his  bedy  affording  him  the  careful  duties  of  a 
nurse ;  for  she  conceived  a  kindly  feeling  for 
the  bachelor — and  women,  under  such  an  in- 
fluence, are  ever  ready  to  display  it  in  the 
glowing  light  of  pleasure,  or  in  the  depth  and 
darkness  of  affliction. 

This  will  explain  why  Chaudoreille  so  fruit- 
lessly paraded  on  the  spot  of  rendezvous,  about 
the  Porte  Montmartre.  At  length,  at  half-^ 
past  ten,  conceiving  it  imprudent  to  continue 
longer  on  the  watch,  the  knight  returned,  in 
no  good  humour,  to  the  young  Italian,  who, 
observing  him  arrive  alone,  exclaimed,  impa- 
tiently— 

"  Why  have  you  not  brought  him  with 
your' 

"  Eh !  Sandis  I  because  I  have  not  seen 
him." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?" 

"  I  mean,  Signora,  that  since  nine  o'clock  I 
have  been  keeping  sentry  to  no  purpose : 
Urban  did  not  observe  the  rendezvous.*' 

o3 
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"  Provoking  eoatrariety !— -And  yoa  are  ig- 
norant  of  hiB  addren  ?^ 

"Alas!  I  ant  I  should  oCkerwise  have 
sought  him  at  his  lodging.  What  the  .de?3 
could  prevent  his  eoming  ?" 

"  Perhaps  he  has  diaoo^wted  the  retinal  of 
Blanche.  No  matter — ^we  shall  find  this  young 
man  somewhere.  Now>  Chaudoreille,  do  you 
take  up  an  ambuscade  to-morrow  at  the  break 
of  day,  close  by  the  Barber's  house ;  watch  all 
his  steps.  If  he  goes  out^  do  you  go.  after 
him  ;  and  should  the  Marquis  call  on  him«  fly 
you  as  quick  as  lightning  to  inform  me  of  it 
I,  on  the  other  hand,  will  closely  watch 
the  Marquises  hotel:  he  must,  by  absolute 
necessity,  appear  there  shortly.  It  is  only  by 
observing  every  motion  of  the  Marquis  and  the 
Barber  that  we  shall  find  out  Blanche ;  and 
that  once  done,  my  course  is  clear.*' 

*'  Your  orders  shall  be  rigidly  obeyed,** 
replied  the  knight,  saluting  Julia,  with  pro- 
found  respect;  but  as  he  left  the  house,  he 
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mutt^ed  to  himself, — "  Observe  the  Barber  s 
house ! — O,  yes,  with  all  my  heart;  but  as  for 
him^ — the  devil  take  me  if  I  follow  him !  No ' 
let  me  only  see  his  nose  outside  his  door,  and 
I  shall  fly  with  such  velocity,  as  not  to  seem 
much  bigger  than  a  hare.*' 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

THE  LITTLE  CABINET  ONCE  MORE. 

Julia  bow  had  patsed  eight  days  in  hovering 
round  the  Maiqnis*8  hotel ;  and  all  the  certain 
information  she  had  gained,  by  her  incessant 
vigilance,  was  this :  the  noble  lord  was  absent. 
ChaudoreiUe  had  made  no  further  progress  as 
to  Touquet :  he  was,  however,  sure  the  Mar- 
quis had  not  visited  the  Barber,  who  had 
seldom  left  his  home,  and  then  but  to  attend 
his  customers.  But  what  was  most  snrprisiBg 
to  the  knight,  since  he  had  watdied  the 
Barber*s  house  so  long,  was,  that  he  never 
once  set  eyes  upon  the  bachelor.  The  knight 
was  ignorant  that  Urban  was  confined  to  bed 
by  fever,  while  his  convalescence  was  delayed 
by  grief  and  agitation. 
Julia  could  no  longer  bear  a  state  of  such 
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anxiety  and  ignorance :  she  panted  for  revenge 
upon  her  fickle  lover.  The  Marqui%  being 
absent^  she  directed  Chaudoreille  to  take  up 
his  position  near  ViUebelle^s  hotel,  while  she 
herself  supplied  the  knight^s  attendance  in  the 
Rue  des  Bourdonnais — a  change  in  their  ar- 
rangements^ which  delighted  Chaudoreille,  as 
it  removed  him  from  his  perilous  proximity  to 
Touquet's  house. 

But  Julia,  not  content  with  simply  gaeing 
on  the  Barber's,  resolved  to  introduce  herself 
to  his  abode,  to  speak  with  Margaret,  and 
learn  from  her  whatever  facts  she  could  impart 
concerning  Blanche's  disappearance  from  her 
home  She  was  enterprising  and  courageous 
— moreover,  an  Italian,  and  thirsted  for  re-> 
venge— a  combination  more  than  triply  ade- 
quate to  the  attainment  of  her  end. 

Though  Julia  mtertained  no  fear  of  Tou- 
quet,  she  was  sensible  that  she  could  hope  to 
speak  with  Margaret  only  in  the  Barbcr*s> 
house,  and  therefore  formed  her  plan,  according 
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to  the  infonnation  Ae  acquired  coucemhig 
the  old^woman  in  the  shops  of  the  vicinity. 

Towazds  evening,  Julia  saw  the  Barba 
leave  his  house.  No  sooner  was  he  out  of 
sight,  than  she  approached  the  door,  and 
knocked. 

Margaret  was  desolated  to  receive  no  news 
of  Blanohe ;  and,  never  to  hear  Urban  men- 
tioned, completed  her  despair.  Whenever  she 
had  ventured  to  [vonounce  the  name  of 
Blanche  before  her  master,  he  had  commanded 
silence  with  an  air  of  ccdd  severity;  and 
Margaret  was  thereby  driven  to  the  indul* 
gence  of  a  solitary  grief. 

'*  Who  is  there  ?"  demanded  Margaret,  ac- 
cording to  her  custom. 

**  Some  one  who  brings  you  news  of 
Blanche,"  responded  the  Italian. 

At  the  mention  of  the  dear  girFs  name,  the 
door  was  opened  instantly.  Moreover,  Mar- 
garet had  recognised  a  female  voice  when 
the  Italian  spoke ;   and  length  cyf  grief  had 
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rendered  the  old  woman  less  susceptible  of 
fear. 

Julia  entered :  she  wore  a  black  mamtiglitu 
more  ample  rather  than  the  Spanish  cloaki 
and  a  black  Italian  toque,  with  feathers  of  the 
same  dark  hue,  which  gracefully  descended  on 
her  shoulder.  Her  costume,  and  dedded  step, 
united  with  the  animation  of  her  jet-black 
eyes,  imparted  an  imposing  character  to  her 
commanding  and  unique  appearance ;  but 
Margaret  as  yet  had  not  surveyed  her  visitor's 
attire,  but  eagerly  addressed  herself  to  Julia : 

*'  You  have  not  brought  me  back  my  dearest 
Blanche  T 

"  Not  yet,  but  I  will  do  my  best  to  let  you 
see  her  soon.  However,  I  must  have  some 
conversation  with  you;  conduct  me  to  your 
room." 

"  But,  ah !  my  master  has  forbidden  my  re- 
ceiving anybody  here,"  said  Margaret,  begin* 
ning  to  examine  the  Italian  with  attention. 
"  Your  master  is  gone  out." 
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"  He  may  return  agun  directiy." 

*'  I  shall  be  al>le  to  escape  his  observation. 
Yon  seem  to  be  amazingly  afiraid  of  him !" 

"  He  is  so  dreadfully  severe/* 

"  Come,  my  good  Margaret,  let  not  your 
terror  of  the  Barber  overcome  your  memory 
and  love  of  Blanche ;  for  on  the  conversation 
we  shall  h(dd  together,  on  the  information  you 
may  give  me,  the  success  of  my  endeavours 
possibly  depends." 

"  Ah !  to  behold  my  darling  child  again.  I 
feel  that  I  could  brave*— bat  follow  me, 
Madame,  come  on." 

Margaret  ascended  to  her  room,  and  Julia 
followed,  observiug  with  minute  attention 
every  object  as  she  passed  along.  While  the 
good  old  woman  placed  her  lamp  upon  the 
table,  and  advanced  some  chairs,  the  young 
Italian  threw  her  cloak  aside,  wben  she  ap* 
peared  attired  in  red,  and  wearing  round  her 
waist  a  broad  black  girdle,  containing  a  sti- 
letto set  in  ebony. 
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The  mixture  of  this  black  and  red>  accord- 
ing to  the  ancient  chronicles  the  signal  cos- 
tume of  magicians^  the  weapon  glittering  at 
the  Italian's  side — inspired  the  credulous  old 
Margaret  with  secret  terror.  She  examined 
the  young  woman  with  mistrust  and  appre- 
hension^  and  stammered,  as  she  offered  her  a 
seat, — 

"  May  I  presume,  Madame,  to  ask  you  who 
you  are,  and  how  you  came  to  know  poor  little 
Blanche?" 

"  Who  I  am  !'*  responded  the  Italian  with  a 
bitter  smile,  "  that  fact  has  no  connexion  with 
the  motive  which  hath  brought  me  hither. 
Moreover,  of  what  importance  can  it  be  to 
you,  provided  I  possess  the  inclination  to 
restore  the  girl  you  love  and  weep  for,  and 
have,  beyond  the  will,  the  power  to  do  so  ?" 

"  The  power !"  repeated  Margaret,  who  be- 
gan to  fear  she  was  in  tete-a-tete  with  sotne 
frequenter  of  the  midnight  haunts  of  witchery, 
"  Ah !  you  possess  the  power ** 
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*'  As  for  your  beloved  Blanche,  i  know  her 
not,  and  never  saw  her/' 

These  words  increased  old  Margaret's  dis- 
may ;  but  Jnlia,  inattentiTe  to  her  terror,  thus 
proceeded — 

''  Attend  to  me,  good  woman.  My  re- 
searches  after  Blanehe  are  influenced  by  per- 
sonal concern, — ^he  that  hath  borne  her  off  was 
all  and  eyerything  to  me ! — I  adored  him ! — 
would  have  sacrificed  existence  for  him ! — ^the 
ingrate  forgets  me !  Do  you  comprehend  the 
motive  of  my  conduct  now  ?" 

<*Ah!  I  breathe  again,'*  said  Mai^ret; 
"yes,  yes,  Madame,  I  comprehend;  perhaps, 
that  lord  who  came  here  is  your  husband  ? — 
Alas !  I  should  not  be  surprised  ! — ^the  m«t 
are  truly  altogether  an  enigma/* 

'*  Tell  me  what  you  know,  good  Margaret: 
it  is  important  you  should  tell  me  all.'* 

The  old  domestic  then  related,  in  detail, 
the  visit  of  the  Marquis,  and  all  that  he  had 
said  to  Blanche. 
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*'  He  had  neTer  seen  her,  then^  before  that 
night  r 

"  I  can  assure  you,  never/* 

'*  And  you  left  the  Marquis  with  the  Bar- 
ber?  " 

"  The  Marquis  ! — ^he  is  a  Marquis^  then  ? — 

Well,  now,  I  thought  so  at  the  time "" 

^'  In  mercy,  answer  me !" 


''  Yes,  Madame,  my  master  onlered  me  to 
leave  the  room ;  and  I  departed,  leaving  him 
alone  with  that — that  Marquis." 

"  Well,  what  then  ?" 

''  Madame,  I  went  to  bed,  and  so  did  poor 
dear  Blanche,  I  think." 

''  That  wretch !  he  was  in  concert  with  the 
Marquis! — 'twas  Touquet  who  betrayed  the 
girl  into  his  power ! " 

"  What  is  that  you  say,  Madame  ?  You 
can  believe  my  master '* 

"  Is  a  viUun  1" 

*  r 

"  Ah !  speak  low,  I  beg  of  you, — ^if  he  came 
in,  and  heard  you  ! — But,  Madame,  you  are 


140       THE  BARBER  OP  PARIS. 

mistaken;  my  master  had  consented  to  Ur- 
ban*8  union  with  Blanche " 

''  The  better  to  conceal  his  projects." 

"  Poor  Urban ! — I  never  see  him  now !  He 
is  doubtless  seeking  our  poor  little  Blanche." 

''  Where  was  Blanche's  room  ?**  said  Julia, 
as  she  cast  a  look  of  curiosity  around  her. 

''  On  the  first  floor,  Madame,  and  looking 
on  the  street;  she  has  occupied  that  room 
since  first  she  came  into  the  house." 

"  It  was  to  this  house^  then,  she  came  with 
her  father,  who  was  murdered  ?" 

*'  Yes,  Madame." 

"  Were  you  at  that  time  in  the  service  of  the 
Barber  r 

"  No,  Madame,  and  not  till  two  years  after- 
wards." 

•'  Where  does  your  master  sleep  ?" 

''  Just  underneath ;  and  that  *s  what  makes 
me  fear  his  hearing  you,  should  he  come  in." 

'*  And  you  have  always  occupied  this 
room  ?" 
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'*  No,  Madame,  I  used  to  sleep  in  the  apart- 
ment over  Blanche ;  and  I  was  far  more  com- 
fortable there  than  in  this  gloomy  room»  which 
nobody  has  lived  in  for  these  many  years,  and 
which)  I  think,  was  once  the  residence  of  the 
magician  Odoart.'* 

Julia  rose,  and  paced  the  room  for  several 
minutes,  in  silent  contemplation.  Suddenly 
she  cried, — 

*'  Oh !  could  these  walls  but  speak !" 

''  Ay,  if  they  could,'*  said  Margaret,  as  she 
shook  her  head,  "I  fancy  we  should  leam 
most  dreadful  things.  A  tier  of  aiguillettes ! 
— a  sorcerer  !** 

Julia  seemed  absorbed  in  deep  reflection, 
when  the  shutting  of  the  entrance  door  was 
heard. 

"  Oood  Heaven  !  here  is  my  master ! — I  am 
lost!"  cried  Margaret.  ''He  has  expressly 
bidden  me  to  let  no  earthly  creature  in  his 
house " 

"  Be  silent ! — he  cannot  know  that  I  am 
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here*  Does  he  ever  oome  into  your  cham- 
ber?" 

"No;  bnt^  good  St  Margaret!  should  he 
but  discover " 

Julia  placed  her  finger  on  her  lips,  enjoining 
the  old  servant  to  be  silent.  The  Barber 
shortly  called  for  Margaret,  who  trembled>  and 
was  lost  in  mute  irresolution. 

"Answer  him/*  said  Julia;  *' say  that  you 
are  going  down.** 

And  Margaret  approached  the  door,  bat 
thought  she  heard  the  Barber  coming  up  the 
stairs. 

''  Here  he  comes/'  she  said  to  Julia, ''  and 
will  see  you." 

•*  You  must  hide  me  somewhere." 

"  Ah !  stay — I  had  forgotten — quick,  into 
this  closet.'' 

Margaret  ran  to  the  alcove,  and  passing 
round  her  bed,  undid  the  little  door  widiin 
the  tapestry,  and  Julia,  quick  as  lightning, 
slipped  into  the  cabinet :  after  which,  the  old 
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domestic  closed  the  door  on  the  Italian,  took 
her  lamp,  and  hastened  down  to  Touquet> 
whom  she  found  in  his  apartment  next  the 
shop. 

''  You  take  your  time  in  coming  down/'  ob- 
senred  the  Barber,  looking  hard  at  Margaret 

"  Monsieur,  because  at  my  age  one  is  not  so 
active  as  one  has  been.*' 

"  Has  any  one  been  here  since  I  went  out  V 

"  No,  Sir,  no  one," 

•'  Urban,  peradventure  ?'* 

"  I  protest  to  you  I  have  not  seen  him." 

"  Chaudoreille  r 

'  Nor  Chaudoreille." 

When  Margaret  had  brought  the  Barber's 
supper,  he  told  her  to  retire. 

"  Do  you  intend  to  sit  up  late  to-night. 
Sir  ?"  said  the  old  domestic. 

"  What  is  that  to  you  V  said  Touquet,  with 
severity.  "  Have  I  not  told  you  once  already, 
that  I  hate  a  curious  person  as  I  hate  a 
blab  ?" 
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"  *Ti»  very  true ;  then.  Sir,  you  see— I 
shall  retire  to  bed Sir—" 

So  saying*  she  regained  her  room ;  and 
haying  shut  her  door  with  care,  pro- 
ceeded to  release  the  young  Italian,  who  re- 
mained without  a  light  within  the  little  ca- 
binet 

"Come,  come,  Madame,**  she  said,  ''yoa 
may  now  come  out/* 

"  Wait  a  moment,*'  said  the  young  Italian, 
as  she  took  the  lamp  from  Margaret ;  ''  I  wish 
to  see  this  place.*' 

''Good  Heaven! — there  is  nothing  very 
curious  to  be  seen— We  once  went  in  there — 
Blanche  and  I.** 

*'  What  *s  here  ?  a  door  !**  said  Julia,  as  she 
brought  the  light  against  the  further  wainscot 
of  the  cabinet. 

''  A  door !— You  think  it  is  a  door  ?— We 
did  not  see  it  then ;  but  it  is  true  we  only 
stayed  a  moment,  and  had  not  a  light,  when 
we  went  in.** 
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Julia  strove  toi)6netrate  the  passage  leading 
to  the  staircase,  but  in  vain. 

"  This  door  is  closed  upon  the  other  side/' 
she  said^  **  and  must  communicate  with  some 
mysterious  passage.** 

'*  What  signifies  it  ?  Come,  Madame,  I  beg 
of  you." 

'*  What  signifies  it  ? — much  it  signifies. 
Ah!  could  I  but  acquire  one  proof  for  his 
perdition  !** 

A  proof  of  what,  Madame  ?** 

It  is  impossible  to  force  this  door  !" 

Jidia  lowered  her  lamp,  expecting  to  dis- 
cover some  trap-door  or  similar  device;  while 
Margaret,  standing  at  the  entrance  of  the 
cabinet,  kept  anxious  watch,  and  listened, 
apprehensive  of  the  Barber's  coming  up. 

''  What  is  this  large  trunk?'*  said  Julia. 

*'  It  is  empty,  as  you  see — I  do  not  know 
how  it  came  there ;  and  1  shall  bum  it  some 
day,  when  I  think  of  it.'* 

Julia  stooped  and  raised  it  up,  the  better 
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to  examme  it»  when  she  perceived  a  aomethiiig 
on  the  floor  beneath  the  trunk  :  she  took  her 
light*  and  fbond  it  was  an    old  portfolio  of 
brown  leather,  which  seemed  to  hare  been 
concealed  intentionally  in  its  present  sitoatioD, 
where,  to  all  appearance,  it  had  be^i  for  yean ; 
for  the  dust  lay  thick  upon  it,  and  when  re- 
moved, its  shape    and    size  were  accurately 
traceable  upon  the  dean  and  naked  floor. 
JuUa,  as  she  seized  it,  leaped  for  joy. 
"  What  is  it  then  ?"  said  Margaret,  advanc- 
ing ;  "  what  have  you  there  ?'* 

"  Something  tells  me  I  shall  find  at  last,  in 
this  portfolio,  what  I  seek  for." 

*'That  portfoUo!  ah! — good  Heaven! — 
where  was  it,  then  V 

"  Be  silent !  Come ;  and,  in  the  first  place 
let  us  shut  this  door.*' 

Julia  left  the  cabinet,  the  door  of  which  dbe 
closed,  and  having  placed  the  lamp  upon  the 
table,  hastened  to  explore  the  contents  of  her 
new  discovery;   while   Margaret,  in  terrible 
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anxiety,  -was  listeniDg  at  the  door  of  her  apart- 
inent,  though  still  her  eyes  were  bent  on  the 
Italian^  whose  coontenance  betrayed  intense 
and  various  emotion.  Suddenly  a  cruel  joy  lit 
up  the  physiognomy  of  Julia>  who  sank  with 
ecstasy  into  a  chair  beside  the  table,  crying, — 

"  I  shall — I  shall,  then,  be  revenged  !'* 

"  But  to  whom,"  said  Margaret, ''  did  this 
portfolio  belong  ?" 

"  To  that  unhappy  person  whom  your  master 
murdered!" 

"  Murdered ! — ^ah !    Madame,  what  do  you 

"Yes,  murdered !— everything  attests  it :  he 
lodged  his  victim  in  this  very  room,  because 
that  secret  passage  favoured  his  attempt! — 
The  unhappy  man,  no  doubt,  had  visited  that 
cabinet,  and  not  foreseeing  his  disastrous  fate, 
had  thought  it  prudent  to  conceal  beneath  the 
trunk  this  same  portfolio,  which  contains  the 
proofs  of  an  important  secret.** 

''  Madame,  you  make  me  tremble.*' 

h2 
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JuUa  continued  to  peruse  the  papers.  Joy> 
wonder,  and  the  hope  of  vengeance  flashed 
alternately  from  her  expressive  eyes. 

"  At  length  his  fate  is  placed  at  my  con- 
trol !"  she  cried.  '' Perfidious  traitor  that  thoo 
art,  now  tremble  lest  I  make  thy  torments 
more  acute  than  those  thou  hast  occasioned 
mc ! — and  thou — the  base  aooompKce  of  his 
crimes  !  The  Marquis — ^he  shall  know  the 
monster  that  hath  pandered  to  his  passions !" 

Margaret,  as  she  listened  to  the  young 
Italian,  trembled.  The  latter  carefully  re- 
turned the  papers  to  the  brown  portfolio,  and 
lodged  it  in  her  bosom ;  then,  putting  on  her 
cloak,  prepared  to  part. 

"And  Blanche?"  exclaimed  the  good  old 
woman,  ''Madame,  you  tell  me  nought  of 
Blanche  !** 

"Take  courage,  and  be  patient,"  replied 
Julia,  in  a  solemn  tone ;  "  her  future  destiny 
will  be  unlike  the  past, — you  will  meet  agsin. 
Adieu,  good  woman ;  and  be  sure  you  men- 
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lion  the  portfolio  to  no  liring  soul — the  fate 
of  Blanche  depends  upon  your  secrecy." 

"  Madame,  you  need  not  fear/* 

"  I  shall  descend  without  a  light.  The 
Barber  has  by  this  retired  into  his  chamber." 

"  But  should  he  meet  you '* 

•'  I  shall  make  no  noise 

'*  No,  I  must  go  with  you,  if  only  to  undo 
the  door." 

**  Can  I  not  open  it  myself?'^ 

''  It  has  a  secret  spring.  A.h !  good  Hea- 
ven! for  next  to  nothing!  would  leave  the 
house  with  you.  What  you  hare  told  me  of 
my  master  terrifies  me ;  and  since  the  absence 
of  my  dearest  child,  I  am  so  melancholy 
here !" 

''  You  had  better  stay,  in  order  to  inform 
both  Urban  and  myself  of  all  the  Barber  does. 
A  very  little  time,  good  Margaret,  and  you 
will  be  more  happy  and  united  with  your 
Blanche.*' 

"  Heaven  grant  your  words  prove  true  !" 
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*'  Open  the  door, — I  hear  no  noise  upon  the 
stairs, — let  ns  be  qniek.'* ' 

The  old  domestic  groped  her  way»  and  Julia 
followed  her.  They  had  reached  the  bottom 
of  the  stairs,  and  were  about  to  strike  bto  the 
passage,  when  the  Barber,  coming  briskly 
from  the  corridor  that  led  to  his  apartment, 
appeared  before  them  with  a  light. 

Old  Margaret  g^ve  a  shriek:  the  Barber 
quickly  raised  his  light  against  the  bee  of 
Julia,  who  said  to  him.  with  an  imperious  tone 
and  air, — 

"  Well !  dost  thou  recollect  me  r 

Touquet  started  with  surprise,  but  answered, 
in  the  forced  repression  of  his  rage, — 

"  What !  you,  Madame,  in  my  abode  F^snd 
what,  pray,  seek  you  here  ?'* 

"  Intelligence  of  Blanche/' 

"Of  Blanche!" 

''  Yes ;  that  surprises  thee :  thou  nerer 
thonght*st  that  I  should  know  that  girl!— 
Thou  need  st  must  fancy,  too,  the  Marquis  de 
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VillebeUe  could  feel  a  novel  pasBion.  and  I 
not  know  its  object !— without  my  learning, 
too,  that  thou  wast  onoe  again  the  confidant  of 
his  amours  !** 

The  flames  of  fury  darted  from  the  Barber*s 
eyes,  as  he  replied  to  Julia, — 

"  Madame,  your  jealousy  destroys  your 
reason ;  if  your  lover  has  forsaken  you,  what 
right  or  cause  have  you  to  lay  the  blame  on 
me  ? — and  how  can  you  suppose  the  Marquis 
is  the  possessor  of  a  young  girl  whom  he  has 
never  seen?" 

"  Thy  lies  are  useless — I  know  much  more 
than  thou  suspectest  Should*st  thou  see  the 
Marquis  ere  myself,  desire  him  to  be  quick, 
and  render  Blanche  to  Urban.  Should  thy 
perfidious  counsels  lead  him  into  guilt — ^he 
would  be  himself  the  first  to  punish  thy  atro- 
city !  As  for  thee,  we  meet  again — /  have  a 
secret  for  thine  ear  f* 

As  Julia  spoke,  she  moved  in  the  direction 
of  the  door:   the  Barber  followed  her,  as  if 
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with  the  intention  to  detain  her;  but  Julia 
turned  upon  him>  and  her  hand  already 
clenched  her  poniard : — she  paused  a  moment, 
and  appeared  to  look  him  through — then, 
with  a  hasty  but  intrepid  step,  departed  from 
his  house. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  STORM  APPROACHES. 

Throughout  the  nighty  the  young  Italian 
read  repeatedly  the  papers  found  beneath  the 
trunk,  and  henceforth  seemed  to  meditate  new 
plans  and  projects  of  revenge.  She  could  not 
8leep>  and  day-break  found  her  sitting  at  her 
table,  on  which  there  lay  the  little  brown  port- 
folio: Julia  was  examining  a  letter  it  con- 
tained, of  which  the  purport  so  profoundly 
moved  her  feelings,  and  so  thoroughly  esta- 
blished her  convictions,  that  she  read  it  through 
and  through  with  greedy  and  increased  delight. 
While  thus  devouring  the  details  of  this  im- 
portant document,  the  bell  of  her  apartments 
rang  tremendously ;  the  Italian  hastily  caught 

h3 
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up  the  papers  and  portfolio,  and  Chauddreille 
forthwith  appeared  before  her. 

''  Thanks  to  my  vigilance,  at  length  I  bring 
you  tidings/'  said  the  Gascon,  with  an  air  of 
perfect  satisfaction.  *^  For  eight-and-forCy 
hours  I  had  not  budged  an  inch  from  the 
hotel,  examining  the  smallest  animal  thai 
entered  it.*' 

"WeU,  welir 

*'  *Ti8  well,  indeed ;  the  Marquis  is  re- 
turned." 

"What,  here  r 

"  Signora,  yes,  to  his  hotel ;  this  morning 
only,  I  witnessed  his  arrival  in  a  travelHog 
carriage.'* 

"  Extremely  well :  then  I  may  hope  to  see 
him." 

*'  What  orders  have  you  now  ?  whither  shall 
I  fly  ?    I  am  |»^ared.*' 

•*  And  have  you  never  seen  young  Urban  T 

*<  Alas !  I  have  not.  I  begin  to  fear  the  lad 
hath  died  of  love.     When  I  saw  him  last,  he 
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was  as  thin  as  any  cuckoo ;  I  can  conceive  no 
other  cause  for  his  neglecting  our  appoint- 
ment." 

**  Return  to  the  hotel ;  I  tremble  lest  the 
Marquis  should  go  out  without  our  knowledge; 
and  to  discover  Blanche  it  is  essential  that  I 
should  be  informed  of  every  step  and  move- 
ment of  Villebelle." 

"  Most  true — then  I  return  to  my  position/' 

'*  Here,  take  this  gold ;  increase  your  zeal — 
despatch;  and  should  you  be  fatigued,  keep 
up  with  him  in  carriage,  chair,  or  what  you 
will." 

**  I  take  a  chair !  I  had  rather  go  a  journey 
on  my  belly.  But  rest  assured,  Signora,  of  my 
diligence ;  my  legs  are  ever  at  my  service." 

The  knight  was  off,  and  Julia,  going  to  her 
jfecretaire,  began  to  write ;  but  suddenly  she 
cast  the  pen  aside,  and  rose,  exclaiming*- 

"  'Tis  better  I  should  see  him — speak  with 
him  ;  I  will  go  at  once  to  his  hotel.** 

She  rang;    her   servant   came,  and  Julia 
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was  directly  at  .her  toilet.  Notwithstanding 
all  her  agitation^  her  looking-glass  was  fre- 
quently consulted,  nor  did  she  neglect  what- 
ever could  improve  her  charms.  At  Imigth 
the  dressing-table  was  abruptly  quitted ;  snd 
having  ordered  a  sedan,  she  proceeded  to  the 
mansion  of  the  Marquis. 

The  young  Italian  scarcely  could  control  her 
feelings  as  she  entered  the  capacious  court  of 
the  superb  hotel. 

"  What  may  you  desire,  Madame  ?"'  in- 
quired the  porter. 

*  The  Marquis  de  Villebelle." 

''  My  Lord  returned  irom  England  but  this 
morning,  and  as  yet  receives  no  visiter.'' 

"  It  is  absolutely  necessary  that  I  should 
speak  ¥rith  him.'' 

*'  It  is  impossible.*' 

*'  At  all  events,  inform  him  the  Signon 
Julia  desires  to  see  him  instantly." 

The  C&ncierge  despatched  a  lacquey  with 
the   message,  and  the  latter    on    returning, 
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which  he  did  without  delay,  told  Julia,  with 
an  air  of  servile  impudence, — 

**  My  Lord  will  not  receive  you,  and  desires, 
moreover,  that  you  should  instantly  depart 
from  his  hotel/* 

Julia  was  all  but  choked  with  this  effrontery; 
and  as  she  cast  a  look  of  Airy  on  the  menials, 
indignantly  withdrew. 

On  reaching  home,  the  young  Italian  seized 

m 

a  pen,  and  wrote  the  folloy^ing  billet  to  the 
Marquis  : — 

"  You  refuse  to  see  me :  yet  it  rests  with 
me  to  make  you  the  most  happy  or  unhappy 
of  mankind.  I  know  you  have  eloped  with 
Blanche;  respect  her.  Be  quick  and  hear 
me,  I  am  willing  to  forgive  you ;  but  some  few 
moments  more,  and  I  shall  listen  to  the  sug- 
gestions of  my  rage  alone." 

Having  closed  her  note,  she  gave  it  to  a 
faithful  messenger,  and  impatiently  awaited 
his  return.  At  length  he  came,  and  brought 
the  Marquis's  reply,  which  Julia  seized  with 
eagerness,  and  read  as  follows : — 
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"  My  pretty  UtOe  Julia,  your  biBet-dovx 
mrased  me  mightily :  I  delight  in  Jwnnlfni  who 
terrify  us  with  dieir  lage :  yoa  hitTc  only  one 
revenge  within  your  reach>  and  that  is  to  de* 
eeipe  ib,  and  Heaven  beet  knows  if  yoo  employ 
it.  But  to  be  sure^  to  make  your  vengeance 
sweet,  you  must  deceive  us  while  we  love,  or 
otherwise  yoa  nuss  your  aim.'  Your  reign  is 
over,  my  good  girl;  yon  hardly  thought  to 
captivate  the  Marquis  de  Villebelle  for  any 
length  of  time.  I  inclose  an  order  on  a  banker 
in  disdiarge  of  all  demands.  I  know  not  who 
could  tell  you  I  had  taken  off  'one  Blanche;* 
but  what  is  that  to  yon  ?  I  now  repeat — ^am  I 
not  master  of  my  actions,  if  I  chose  to  mo 
away  with  twenty  women  at  a  time?  Take 
my  advice,  and  give  yoaiaelf  no  trouble  abont 
me  or  my  proceedings ;  and  write  no  more,  for 
if  you  do,  your  notes  will  be  returned  to  you 
unopened.  Adieu,  impetuous  girl !  I  irish  yoa 
a  mcfre  constant  lover,  since  you  seem  to  hold 
fidelity  in  such  esteem." 
Julia  was  motionless ;  the  note  was  in  her 
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hand :  one  single  thought  possessed  her ;  it 
was  vengeance,  and  she  seemed  to  brood  upon 
her  plans  with  a  luxurious  foretaste  of  their 
keen  effects 

''  Since  thou  wilt  have  it  so,*'  she  said,  "  I 
am  resolved/' 

The  Marquis,  much  surprised  that<  Julia  was 
informed  of  his  designs  on  Blanche,  at  night- 
fall threw  his  cloak  around  him,  and  set  forth 
to  Touquet's  house. 

The  Marquis  was  admitted  by  the  Barber, 
for  such  was  the  effect  produced  on  Margaret 
by  the  events  of  the  preceding  evening,  that 
the  poor  old  woman  was  no  longer  able  to 
descend  from  her  apartment 

"  You  here,  my  Lord  !'*  exclaimed  the  Bar- 
ber with  surprise ;  "  I  fmcied  you  were  at  your 
eh&teau,  absorbed  entirely  in  your  new  amour. 
Is  Blandie  so  soon  forgotten  T' 

<«  Forgotten !  ah,  I  love  her  more  than  ever. 
But  I  was  absolutely  forced  to  visit  Paris  for 
some  days :  I  hope,  however,  to  return  imme- 
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diately  to  Blanche.  Every  instant  of  my  ab- 
sence from  that  girl  appears  to  me  an  age :  I 
have  not  succeeded,  notwithstanding — the  re- 
membrance of  her  Urban But  to  the  point 

on  which  I  came  to  see  thee :  how  is  it  that  Julia 
knows  of  my  abduction  of  the  girl  ?  how  could 
she  have  known  the  girl  at  all»  whom  thou 
hadst  ever  kept  in  such  profound  retirement  V 
"  My  Lord,  you  find  me  as  much  perplexed 
and  puzzled  as  yourself:  this  young  Italian 
had  the  hardihood  to  venture  here  last  night: 
she  came,  as  my  old  housekeeper  informs  me, 
as  bringing  her  intelligence  of  Blanche,  but 
evidently  for  the  real  purpose  of  acquiring  the 
particulars  of  her  mysterious  disappearance.'' 

"  She  came  to  my  hotel  as  well,  but  I  re- 
fused to  see  her;  then  she  wrote  to  me,  and 
threatened  me — ay,  threatened !  My  fate  is 
in  her  hands,  she  says.  You  may  suppose  I 
treated  lightly  all  this  woman's  stormy  jealousy 
and  spite ;  and  yet,  believe  me,  there  is  still  a 
something  lurking  in  this  strange  demeanour/' 
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"  But  stay,  my  Lord ;  I  catch  a  glimpse. 
Who  was  it,  pray,  who  told  yourself  that  there 
was  such  a  charming  person  in  my  house  ?*^ 

"By  Heaven!  ay,  now  I  think  on  it,  a 
strange  original — a  little  character  I  found 
there,  in  my  villa  in  the  faubourgs  concealed 
behind  a  statue,  who  pretended  to  have  helped 
thee  in  that  business  with  Julia.*' 

"  Chaudoreille  ?" 

"  The  very  same." 

"  I  should  have  guessed  as  much :  no  doubt, 
then,  it  is  he  who  carried  the  intelligence  to 
Julia ;  and  it  would  not  surprise  me  if  he  did 
the  same  to  Urban,  if  he  knew  him." 

"  The  little  caitiff! — yet  I  paid  him  well, 
too." 

"  After  having  caused  the  girVs  abduction, 
he  will  do  his  best  for  her  discoyery.'* 

'*  Truly,  no  bad  plan ! — the  rogue  is  tread- 
ing  in  thy  footsteps ;  but,  should  he  chance  to 
cross  thy  path,  I  recommend  him  to  thy  fa- 
vour,— let  him  taste  the  bastinado." 
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**  Trust  to  me,  my  Lord,  to  think  of 
him." 

''As  for  their  endeavours,  I  defy  them,— 
they  can  never  rescue  Blanche  from  my  pos- 
session. The  girl  herself  has  twenty  times 
their  power!-— I  fed  that  one  tear  shed  by 
Blanche  could  shake  my  firmest  resolutionaL 
When  I  see  the  supplication  of  her  tender 
eyesj  I  am  often  on  the  point  of  sacrificiDg 
every  hope,  and  of  yielding  her  to  him  whom 
she  regrets, — that  I  may  thereby  be  at  least 
deserving  of  her  chaste  esteem  !** 

"  Ah !  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  what  foUy !— 
What!  Blanche  within  your  power,  and  you 
would •• 

"  No,  no ;  she  must  be  mine ! — to  separate 
me  from  her  now  would  be  impossible !  Be- 
sides, did  she  not  say  herself  she  felt  disposed 
to  love  me  T' 

"Come,  come,  my  Lord,  be  still  yourself: 
one  might  suppose  you  yielded  to  the  threats 
of  Julia." 
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"  My  uncle  is  extremely  ill ;  so  mueh  so,  that 
they  fear  he  cannot  lire  the  night  through.  I 
shall  soon  depart  for  Sarcus, — onoe  there 
again,  I  leave  the  girl  no  more,  and  lore  alone 
shall  be  my  guide." 

"  It  is,  my  Lord,  an  advocate  of  powerful 
persuasion  with  all  women.*' 

Since  Touquet  knew  the  Marquis*s  sus- 
picions on  the  subject  of  his  sudden  fortunei 
or  rather  on  the  means  of  its  acquirement,  the 
saerifice  of  Blanche  appeared  to  him  a  stroke 
of  policy ;  for  if  Villebelle,  repenting  of  his 
error,  returned  into  the  paths  of  honour,  the 
Barber  saw  he  could  not  calculate  one  moment 
on  his  future  safety. 

The  Marquis  reached  his  home :  his  uncle 
died,  as  he  appeared  to  apprehend,  at  night, 
and  left  him  an  immensity  of  wealth, — ^which 
would  lead  one  to  suppose  that  Fortune  does 
not  always  shed  her  favours  on  the  individuals 
who  employ  them  to  the  best  effect ;  to  which 
it  may  be  stated,  in  reply,  by  way  of  recon- 
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citing  penury  to  patience,  that  fortune  and 
felicity  are  not  the  self-same  thing. 

Eight  days  suflBced  the  Marquis  tor  the  full 
adjustment  of  his  family  aflfairs,  and  at  the 
expiration  of  that  time  he  made  his  prepara- 
tions to  return  to  Blanche,  to  whom  he  bore 
with  him  all  sorts  of  presents,  which  were 
packed  and  carefully  bestowed  within  his  tra- 
velling conveyance. 

ChaudoreiUe,  perpetually  on  the  watch, 
perceived  these  tokens  of  departure,  and  has- 
tened to  communicate  them  to  the  young 
Italian. 

"  Sufficient — I  have  long  been  ready,*'  JuUa 
said.  "  I  have  purchased  two  good  horses, — 
thou  shalt  come  with  me " 

"  To  the  world's  end ! — I  am  devoted  to 
you." 

"  I  think  we  have  not  far  to  go :  we  shall 
merely  follow  the  conveyance  of  the 

"  I  understand  you." 

"  Canst  thou  ride  a  horse?** 
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"  Most  perfectly, — but  I  prefer  an  ass — his 
trot  is  so  much  gentler." 

"  Blockhead !  how  could  one  keep  pace  with 
a  post-chaise  upon  an  ass  ?  Make  all  thy  pre- 
parations." 

"  They  are  made :  my  wardrobe  I  have  on 
me; — as  to  my  purse> — last  night — a  cursed 
vein! — just  after  you  relieved  me  near  the 
Marquis's  hotel — 1  spent  five  minutes>  at  the 
most,  at  passe'dix, — my  martingale  so  nicely 
calculated,  in  the  bargain, — so  that  I  can  say 
with  good  King  Francis,  '  I  have  lost  every- 
thing except  my  honour  !*  '* 

While  Chaudoreille  was  chattering,  the 
young  Italian  took  a  spacious  cloak,  and  all 
the  money  she  possessed.  She  then  de- 
spatched the  Gascon  to  his  post,  while  she, 
on  her  part,  went  to  seek  the  horses.  To- 
wards seven  at  night,  the  Marquis,  with  his 
valet,  stepped  in  the  berline,  and  started  for 
the  chSiteau,  suspecting  little  they  were  fol- 
lowed by  the  knight  and  Julia,  who  observed 
the  carriage  at  a  distance. 
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Let  US  leave  tlie  travellers  a  while  to  prose- 
cute their  journey,  and  return  a  moment  to 
poor  Urban,  who  had  long  been  drooping  on 
his  bed,  oppressed  by  malady  and  grief.  To 
be  forsaken  by  his  strength  at  such  a  moment 
had  subdued  and  desolated  all  his  hopes ;  and 
still  the  kind,  good-hearted  girl,  who  waited 
on  the  invalid,  incessantly  besought  him  not 
to  fret,  as  it  delayed  the  progress  of  his  con- 
valescence. 

He  had  been  already  told  that  some  great 
lord  had  carried  off  his  love,  and  now  he  was 
distracted  to  have  missed  the  rendezvous,  at 
which  he  woidd  have  learned  his  name.  At 
length  his  strength  increased,  and  he  was  able 
to  go  out :  to  go  to  Touquet's  house  was 
Urban*s  foremost  thought.  The  house  was 
closed,  the  windows  of  the  shop  were  shut, 
and  yet  the  morning  was  advanced:  the 
bachelor  resolved,  at  all  events,  to  knock: 
he  knocked,  but  no  one  came. 

"  ^is  useless  knocking,'*  said  a  female  from 
a  neighbouring  house.     "  The  house  is  not 
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inhabited, — it  is  for  sale.  You  must  go  to 
the  Procureur,  in  the  Rue  des  Mauvaises 
Paroles^ 

''  And  the  Barber  ?" 

"  Has  left^  of  course,  since  there  is  no  one 
there,  I  tell  you." 

"  And  Margaret  ?" 

"  She  died  eight  days  ago.*' 

"  What !  Margaret  dead ! — can  this  be  pos- 
sible?" 

"  Well,  what  is  there  so  strange  in  that  ? — 
She  was  not  young,  poor  woman  !'* 

"  Where,  then,  shall  I  find  the  Barber, 
nowT' 

"I  cannot  tell  you  that.  The  man  was 
quite  a  bear,  and  spoke  to  no  one." 

Urban  departed,  overwhelmed  with  disap- 
pointment and  amazement.  Not  only  was  he 
grieved  for  poor  old  Margaret  herself,  who 
had  beheld  the  progress  of  his  love,  and  all 
the  promise  of  his  happiness^  but  the  death  of 
the  old  woman  at  so  critical  a  juncture  appa- 
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rently  precluded  ereiy  hope  of  infiiniiatioa  on 
the  fate  of  Blanche.  He  ivent  dkectly  to  ihe 
Porte  Montmartre,  and  passed  three  hoan  ia 
vain  in  its  yicinity;  less  in  the  escpectatioii, 
than  the  hope,  of  meeting  the  chevalier,  wbo, 
on  his  part,  had  ohserved  the  rendesfous 
some  days  ago.  The  bachelor  was  sickened 
with  successive  contrariety,  and  returned,  de- 
sponding, to  his  lodging. 

The  stout,  good-hearted  wench,  to  whom  he 
*  stated  all  his  griefs,  endeavoured  to  console 
him,  saying, — 

'*  If  it  is  some  lord  that  has  deprived  you  of 
your  mistress,  you  must  go  and  ask  for  her  at 
every  house  where  one  of  these  great  persons 
lives." 

The  bachelor  was  seized  with  sudden  joj, 
and  his  features,  wan  and  faded  as  they  were 
from  bodily  and  mental  pain,  were  animated 
with  a  passing  smile. 

"  Yes,  I  hav«  still  a  hope  !*'  he  said. 

'*  What  hope.  Monsieur  ?*' 
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''In  the  midst  of  these  events  I  had  for- 
gotten that  adyentnre ! — and  yet,  he  offered  me 
his  services !" 

"  Of  what  adventure  do  yoa  speak,  Mon- 
sieur? 

''  Now,  listen  to  me.  You  must  remember 
that,  in  order  to  see  Blanche,  I  was  obliged 
for  some  short  time  touse  a  female's  dress '' 

"  Bemember !  yes,  I  think  I  do,  indeed, — 
since  it  was  I  who  dressed  you,  and  who  as- 
sisted you  in  putting  in  your  pins*/* 

The  bachelor  continued, — 

"  One  evening — I  think  it  was  the  first  on 
which  I  ventured  out  in  my  disguise,  I  found 
myself  accosted  by  some  men,  and  ran  away 
from  them  along  the  streets.  It  was  late 
when  I  had  reached  the  Pre-aux-Clercs;  and 
just  as  I  was  on  the  point  of  getting  to  my 
lodging,  I  was  once  more  stopped  by  four 
bold  persons,  whom  I  soon  discovered  from 
their  language  to  be  nobles  of  the  court.  I 
told  them  plainly  what  I  was— a  man— expect- 
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ing  thereby  to  get  off  the  sooner ;  bat  one  of 
them  insisted  on  my  telling  him  the  cMue  of 
my  disguise.  This  I  refused  to  do,  bot  he 
persisted.  I  became  enraged,  and  menaced 
him :  in  short,  a  sword  was  lent  me  by  another 
of  the  party ;  we  fought,  and  my  aatagoniit 
received  a  wound — a  slight  one,  I  believe. 
'  My  friend/  he  said,  as  he  held  out  his  hand 
to  me, '  thou  art  a  gallant  fellow ;  I  am  happv 
to  have  made  acquaintance  with  thee.  Should 
it  ever  happen  that  thou  stand'st  in  need  of 
a  protector,  come  to  my  hotel ;  desire  to  see 

■  ^ 

the  Marquis  de  Villebelle,  and  thou  shslt  find 
me  at  thy  service.    These  were  his  veiy  words." 

"  The  Marquis  de  Villebelle  !  Oh !  I  have 
sometimes  heard  my  master  speak  of  him. 
They  say  he  is  a  powerful  lord,  extremely 
generous,  and  wild,  and  gay." 

"  No  matter;  he  has  offered  his  protection, 
I  will  have  recourse  to  it.*' 

*'  ParcUne!  monsieur.  You  would  do  well; 
and  who  can  say  but  he  may  know  the  rogue 
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that  hatb  despoiled  you  of  your  Utile  sweet- 
heart ?" 

**  Yes ;  I  have  a  hope  that  he  will  aid  me  to 
discover  Blanche.  These  lords  relate  their 
different  adventures  and  intrigues  to  one  ano- 
ther. So  generous  a  man  I  am  convinced 
will  feel  for  my  afflictions!  Why  should  I 
not  go  to  him  directly ;  but  then  I  know  not 
his  hotel." 

"  Oh  !  never  fear.  Monsieur  ;  a  man  so 
known  as  he  is ; — any  one  will  tell  you." 

No  sooner  was  it  dayUght  than  the  bachelor 
set  forth  to  find  the  person  who  appeared  to 
him  his  last  remaining  hope.  His  first  inquiry 
for  the  Marquis's  hotel  was  satisfied  with  a 
precise  direction,  and  Urban  reached  it  full 
of  eagerness  and  hope. 

*'  Monsieur  le  Marquis  de  Villebelle  ?''  said 
Urban,  as  he  walked  into  the  courts  and  timidly 
addressed  the  pampered  porter. 

**  Yes ;  this  is  his  hotel ;  but  Monsieur  le 
Marquis  is  away  from  Paris." 

I  2 
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■ 

''  He  is  not  in  Puna?**  exGUimed  Urban,  as 
his  heart  recoiled. 

"  No ;  he  is  gone  a  journey." 

"  A  journey  !  and — will  he  soon  return, 
pray  ?" 

^'  I  suppose  he  wiU  return  when  he  thinks 
fit.  Does  my  Lord  require  your  leave  to  travd 
when  he  chooses  ?" 

"  I  did  not  mean.  Sir,  to  imply  it :  but  really, 
I  wish  so  urgently  to  see  the  Marquis — and  to 
speak  with  him " 

"  You  will  see  him,  then,  when  he  returns 
— that  is,  in  case  my  Lord  is  willing  to  admit 
you." 

"  The  porter  insolently  turned  away,  re- 
sumed his  fork  and  glass,  and  continued 
gravely  to  devour  a  copious  breakfisst,  bestow- 
ing, not  the  least  attention  on  the  student, 
who  remained  without,  and  sighed  as  he  re- 
flected on  this  contrariety  of  fortune. 

"  He  is  not  in  Paris  !*'  said  the  desolated 
Urban,  as  he  gazed  upon  the  ground,  and 
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seemed  to  feel  as  if  fatality  itself  opposed 
him. 

At  the  expiration  of  ten  mintites  he  ap- 
proached the  porter  with  a  gentle  step,  and 
asked  him  in  a  suppliant  tone^ — 

"  Monsieur — you  could  not  tell  me  in  what 
country ** 

"  How  now ;  still  there  ?''  exclaimed  the 
porter^  interrupting  Urban,  but  still  retaining 
his  position  at  his  meal.  "  What,  I  am  not 
allowed  to  breakfast  then  in  peace  ?  I  have 
told  you  once,  my  Lord  is  travelling.  Some 
people  are  so  obstinate.  The  same  eternal 
gong ! — *  I  wish  to  see  my  Lord  1  I  wish  to  see 
my  Lord  !*  my  head  is  split  with  it^  from  mom 
to  night." 

The  bachelor  was  not  discouraged ;  he  knew 
the  usages  of  Paris ;  and  taking  out  his  purse, 
which  he  had  filled  with  crowns,  he  chinked  it 
in  his  hand ;  the  music  operated  instant- 
aneously upon  the  porter,  who  turned  quite 
round,  and  said  with  a  more  courteous  air, — 
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'*  I  am  extremely  sorry.  Sir ;  hut»  on  aj 
honour,  my  Lord  is  gone  from  Paris*  and  be- 
tween ourselves,  as  I  believe  bt  some  consi- 
derable time.'* 

''  O  heaven !"  said  Urban,  '*  and  the  Msr- 
quis  is  my  only  hope.  Monaieur«  I  do  beseech 
you,  if  you  know,  be  kind  enough  to  tdl  me 
where  his  Lordship  is/' 

The  lover  half  held  out  his  purse  as  he  ad- 
vanced. 

'*  Walk  in  an  instant,"  said  the  porter, 
opening  the  little  wicket  of  his  lodge. 

''  Undoubtedly  I  know;  else,  how  could  I 
despatch  to  him  the  various  important  letten 
that  arrive  for  him,  firom  day  to  day  ?  It  is  a 
secret,  a  profound  one,  notwithstanding ;  bat 
if  you  promise  to  be  pmdent  and  discreet,— 
and,  more  than  all,  deckre  that  you  will  never 
say  I  told  you " 

"  I  swear  it  to  you !" 

"  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  then>  is  at  the 
Chateau  de  Sarcusj  at  no  great  distance  Grom 


THE  STORM  APPROACHES.  175 

Grand  Villiers.    You  tale  the  route  of  Beau- 

vais,  and " 

The  bachelor  had  heard  suflicient ;  he  threw 
his  purse  upon  the  porter*s  table^  flew  like 
lightning  to  his  lodging,  there  took  whatever 
money  he  possessed,  and  in  an  hour  was  on 
his  journey  to  the  ch&teau  of  the  Marquis. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

THE  RETURN  TO  THB  CHATEAU. 

During  the  absence  of  the  Marquis,  Blandie 
passed  her  days  at  Sarcus  in  dull  monotony. 
The  day  succeeding  the  departure  of  ViDe- 
belle,  surprised  that  he  did  not  appear  at  his 
accustomed  hour,  the  young  girl  thought  that 
her  oppressor  had  resolved  on  her  return  to 
Paris:  but  when  the  evening  came,  and  he 
was  absent  from  the  park,  she  made  inquiries 
of  Marie  respecting  him. 

"  My  Lord  is  gone,'*  replied  the  rustic. 

"  And  has  left  me  here  i**  cried  Blanche,  as 
she  raised  up  her  lovely  tearful  eyes  to  heaven. 
**  He  is  determined  to  detain  me  then  for 
ever  in  this  chateau  !*' 

*'  Console  yourself,  mam'selle ;  my  Lord 
Blanche  looked  upon  the  blooming  prospect 
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said,  when  he  went  away,  he  would  not  be 
absent  long." 

Blanche  made  no  answer,  but  returned  to 
her  apartment.  She  passed  her  days  in  sor- 
row and  despondency :  she  could  not  but 
regret  the  absence  of  Villebelle ;  for  the  con- 
fiding girl  believed  that  he  would  yield  at 
length  to  her  entreaties,  having  frequently 
remarked  the  Marquis's  emotion  at  her  tears. 
She  therefore  hoped  to  be  united  once  agpain 
with  Urban.  But  now  that  she  was  left  alone, 
the  flattering  promise  seemed  deferred,  and 
every  hour  of  her  captivity  increased  in  wea- 
riness and  gprief. 

All  nature  seemed  at  length  to  feel  the 
influence  of  returning  spring:  the  trees  put 
forth  their  foUage,  the  lawns  were  clothed  with 
a  more  vivid  verdure,  the  meadows  were  em- 
bellished with  a  thousand  flowers,  and  the 
fluttering  birds,  rejoicing  in  the  groves  and 
bowers,  revived  the  melody  of  love.  Indif- 
ferent to  the  odorous  freshness  of  the  fields, 

i3 
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with  the  eolcbess  of  dejeetieQ,  a  sight  that*  in 
a  happier  mood,  would  have  awakened  in  her 
all  the  sytiapathy  of  joyous  yoath:  so  powerful 
is  sorrow  to  invest  with  melancholy  hues  the 
objects  that  surround  us. 

At  times,  as  ahe  was  walkuig  in  the  park, 
Blanche  thought  of  making  heat  escape;  but 
whither  should  she  bend  her  steps  ?  The  paik, 
moreover,  was  enclosed  with  lofty  walk,  and 
every  gate  communicating  with  the  ooontrj 
round  was  kept  perpetually  shut.  Besides, 
the  girl  was  not  aware  that,  in  the  absence  of 
the  Marquis,  two  valets  weze  employed  in  the 
incessant  observation  of  her  rambles. 

While  ]6lanche  was  tlius  involved  in  melan- 
choly, the  rustic  servant  Marie  used  every 
effort  to  divert  her  mind;  but  all  attempts 
were  vain  to  win  her  from  the  solitary  languor 
of  her  sighs  and  tears.  Ten  days  had  passed 
since  the  departure  of  the  Marquis,  when 
Marie  ran  one  morning  to  her  mistieaa  to 
announce  Villebelle's  return. 

The  drooping  captive  seemed  revived  by 
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the  intelligexice>  and  implitieiitly  awaited  his 
approach;  while  he^  inflamed  with  the  desire 
of  raiting  the  object  of  his  still  increasing 
passion^  was  quickly  in  her  presence:  but 
was  struck,  on  entering  her  chamber,  wiUi  the 
visible  and  (to  ViUebelle)  accusing  alteration 
in  her  person. 

''You  had  forgotten  me,  it  seems,  in  this 
chiteau?"  said  Blanche,  with  a  desponding 
sigh. 

What!  /forget your 
Why,  then,  not  have  taken  me  to  Paris 
with  you! — do  you  intend  to  keep  me  long 
here  r 

"  At  least,  dear  Blanche,  I  never  more  will 
leave  you." 

"  Oh !  bring  but  Urban  with  you,  and  never 
will  I  ask  to  go  away.*' 

The  Marquis  knit  his  brow;  but,  shortly 
after,  in  the  hope  of  pleasing  her«  produced 
the  pretty  trifles  he  had  brought  for  her  ftom 
Paris :  but  these,  like  the  preceding  presents 
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of  ViHebdle*  wem  Timed  hj  Bhradbe  wttfaoal 
a  smilQ. 

They  met  again  at  evening  in  the  park- 
ViVebeUe*  irlMMe  adauratioo  uraa  esdited  to  the 
highest  i»tch»  remembering  the  oeunaeb  of 
the  Barber,  had  now  reaolved  on  a  deciflive 
triumph;  bnt  no  sooner  was  he  near  Ua  inno- 
cent and  charming  enptiTe  than  his  resolution 
totaUy  forsook  him,  a  look  from  the  ingenuoos 
girl  restrained  his  libertine  deoirea  and  struck 
him  to  the  very  hedrt;  and  the  Marquis  felt 
although  he  could  not  comprehend,  the  almost 
magical  effect  by  which  a  young  and  helpless 
girl  subdued  his  warmth  into  forbeanmoe  and 
respect 

Blanche,  all  innocence  and  inauqneioa, 
was  seated  at  the  entrance  of  a  grotto,  bnried 
in  the  depth  of  a  luxuriant  foliage.  The 
Marquis  placed  himself  beside  her ;  and,  having 
some  time  gazed  on  her  in  i^ilent  t^sdemessi 
abruptly  caught  her  in  his  axms»  and  would 
have  snatched  a  kiss  from  her  alliiiing  Ups ; 
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but  Blanche  implored  him  wiA  a  look  of  tsnp- 
plication^  saying, ''  For  pity's  sake,  my  lord, 
desist  I" 

The  girl  had  disengaged  herself  from  his 
embraee>  the  Marquis  knew  not  bow:  eon* 
oeiving  apprehensions  that  till  now  she  never 
felt,  she  bad  escaped ;  and  the  Marqnis,  left 
alone  and  utterly  confounded  in  the  grotto, 
cursed  his  imbecility,  and  regained  the  chiiteau, 
with  the  strenuous  resolution  never  to  yield 
to  such  compunctious  weakness  for  the  future. 

Julia  and  her  travelling  attendant,  having 
reached  Sarcus,  had  witnessed  the  arrival  of 
the  Marquis  at  the  chiteau.  Chaudoreille 
had  only  had  three  falls  upon  the  road,  and 
these  he  readily  imputed  to  the  timidity  of  his 
steed  :  he  complained  excessively,  however,  of 
fatigue,  to  which  the  young  Italian  seemed 
insensible,  as  she  attentively  surveyed  the 
chSteau  of  the  Marquis ;  the  turrets,  battle- 
ments and  pinnacles  of  which  were  at  the  mo- 
ment gilded  by  the  beams  of  the  descending  siih. 
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^'ThBJt  then  is  hb  destimlioi&r  and  the 
yoathful  amaaoiu  sb  herpalfrey  bore  her  dose 
beneath  the  walls  of  Sarcus. 

«' Yes,  Sgnom,  there  can  be  nodoafatAat 
he  was  going  tiiither,  sinoe  we  hare  jwt  per- 
oeiTed  him  enter/'  answered  Chaadoreilie, 
who  had  deacended  firom  his  hone,  onwhidi 
he  waxed  uneasy,  and  who  -applied  his  hand 
to  TaiiouB  portions  of  his  body,  while  makiBg 
horrible  grimaces. 

**  It  is  the  Chateau  de  Sarcus^  a  peasant  just 
informed  me.'* 

*'  Upon  my  word,  it  is  a  splendid  castle-- 
my  grandfather  had  ten  or  twelve  just  like  it*- 
but  as  he  staked  a  cUtteau  oTery  evening  at 
piquet— ^md  luck  was  not  for  ever  on  his  side, 
you  may  suppose— Ouf!  what  pains  I  have 
in  all  my  ribs — aie!  this  garron  has  so  rough 
a  trot " 


<'  Blanche  is  immured  then,  there  T* 
"  'Tis  very  probable.  Sandis ! — I  am  eom- 
pletely    raw!  but  then   we  went    at  a   tie- 
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mendous  pace  !--Bnd  now  I  thinlc  that  I  may 
challenge  the  bravest  riding-master  in  all 
France!" 

''  But  how  to  ascertain  on  which  side  of  the 
castle  she  is  lodged '' 

"  I  think  it  would  be  better  first  to  asoertaxn 
where  we  can  breakfast.  You  must  be  exces- 
sively fatigued^  Signora  V 

"  I  do  not  feel  the  least  fatigue-^the  hope 
of  vengeance  gives  me  double  strength.'* 

"But  I  have  none  to  double  mine — and  I 
am  bruised-— and  harassed — and  have  such 
an  appetite  1 — I  shall  not  be  capable  of  sitting 
down  this  week  to  come." 

Julia  descended  from  her  palfrey,  and  gave 
it  to  the  knight:  ''Hold»  get  up/*  said  the 
Italian*  *'  and  lead  the  other  by  the  rein.  Go 
thou  to  yonder  villagre — go  into  the  inn>  and 
wait  for  me,  while  I  inspect  the  chikteau.'* 

''Sufficient! — I  will  order  breakfast  to  be 
ready — ah  !  but  who  and  what  are  we  to  pass 
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for?— It  strikes  mc,  you  would  wish  to  be 
unknown  bere.** 

"  Say  what  thou  wilt.'* 

**  I  shall  say»  then,  we  are  Spanish  Moon 
arriving  from  Grenada,  to  give  lessons  on  the 
castanets ;  by  that  device  we  shall  avoid  sus- 
picion, and  the  depth  of  our  complenon  will 
favour  the  pretext.*' 

But  the  Italian's  thoughts  were  fiur  from 
Chaudoreille.  She  walked  towards  the  ch&- 
teau,  while  the  knight,  who  felt  no  inclination 
to  resume  his  seat  on  horseback,  took  either 
courser  by  the  rein,  and  hobbled  onward  to 
the  villaga 

On  inquiring  for  the  most  commodious  inn, 
the  chevalier  learned  there  was  but  one,  to 
which  he  bent  his  steps  accordingly,  and 
dragged  the  horses  after  him.  The  landlord 
came  to  welcome  him,  when  Chaudoreille, 
attempting  to  assume  his  consequential  perpen* 
dicular,  addressed  him  to  the  following  effect :— 
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"I  am  Malek-al-Chiras  of  Grenada^  pro- 
fessor of  the  castanets  io  both  the  ^ains,  and 
am  arrived  in  France^  accompanied  by  Sala- 
malech,  my  sister^  expressly  to  exhibit  the 
bolero  in  the  presence  of  the  Cardinal  de 
Richelieu.  It  is  possible  that  we  may  sojourn 
several  days  in  this  sequestered  village,  but 
we  wish  to  keep  the  most  profound  incognito— 
you  understand  r 

"  Not  very  well,"  replied  the  landlord,  who 
gazed  on  the  chevalier  with  an  air  of  vacancy. 

"  That  being  the  case,  then/'  said  the  knight, 
"  prepare  me  instantly  an  omelette  au  lard ; 
conduct  me  to  a  room,  and  take  especial  care 
of  these  Arabians  !  * 

The  apprehension  of  the  inn-keeper  was 
more  acute  on  these  particulars ;  he  led  his 
guest  to  an  apartment  on  the  floor  above,  to 
which  the  knight,  now  bent  completely  double, 
conld  not  ascend  without  extreme  exertion, 
so  thoroughly  had  the  unusual  exercise  of 
riding   changed  his  customary   gait.      After 
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Beveral  hours'  repose,  the  knight  sat  down  to 
table,  and  had  been  long  engaged  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  a  plentiful  repast,  when  Julia  came 
to  seek  him. 

'^  I  was  waiting  for  you,  Madame,  with  ex- 
treme impatience,"  said  the  knight,  who  had 
devoured  two  pigeons,  and  was  just  proceeding 
to  his  operations  on  a  third. 

"  Well,  what  hast  thou  learned  r 

''Why,  faith,  I  have  learned  that  we  caa 
have  no  fish  for  dinner.'* 

"  Fool !  I  am  speaking  of  the  Marquis.'' 

*'  I  left  you  near  the  chiteau,  as  I  think,  and 
therefore  you  ought  to  know  much  more  about 
him  than  myself.** 

"  I  went  entirely  round  it,  but  did  not  see 
a  soul.  Tou  might  have  asked  these  peasants 
what  they  knew  about  the  chateau." 

"  Why,  they  have  all  of  them  the  lodi  of 
geese! — Is    it    possible    such    creatures  can 
know  anything?     A  propos !  observe,  you  are 
my  sister,  and  your  name  is  Salamalech.** 
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"  Chaudoreillej  dost  thou  suppose  1  brought 
thee  here  to  listen  to  thy  nonsense  ?  Go,  take 
repose  awhile,  and  we  will  go  together  towards 
the  chiteau,  and  survey  the  environs ;  we  then 
shall  see  if  there  are  any  means  of  getting  in 
the  park." 

''  I  ask  your  pardon,  but  to-day,  I  fear,  I 
am  incapable  of  stirring. — I  am  nailed,  ay, 
nailed,  to  my  position  at  this  table." 

As  Julia  saw  it  was  impossible  to  move  the 
knight,  she  left  him  at  the  inn,  and  after 
having  taken  some  refreshment,  returned  to 
make  a  further  survey  of  the  castle. 

''That  woman  is  a  devil  incarnate!'*  ob- 
served the  knight,  as  he  crawled  into  bed; 
"  she  is  worthy  to  be  bearer  of  Bolanda  at  her 
side.  Bolanda !  a  propos,  good  Master  Host, 
just  place  that  weapon  underneath  my  bolster. 
Ay^  there,  exactly ;  so  that  I  can  draw,  upon 
the  first  alarm.  Now  shut  the  door,  and  when 
my  sister  Salamalech  comes,  pray  tell  her  not 
to  wake  me  until  twelve  to-morrow.  My 
wounds  will  not  be  healed  before  that  hour." 
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WUle  OiandMeiUe  WW  buried  ia  theaoimd- 
est  sleep,  the  Italwn  made  the  ciraBit.of  the 
pftrk,  and  eventaattj  diseorered  m  the  wall  a 
breach,  through  wUeh  there  aeemed  to  be  a 
praetieaUe  entranee  to  the  gardens ;  but*  wish- 
ning  not  as  yet  to  haiard  the  experiment,  she 
retraced  her  stq;)B,  and  hamig  reached  the  inn, 
endeayoured  to  obtain  some  information  on  the 
inmates  of  the  castle.  The  peasants  only 
knew  that,  for  the  moment,  the  Marquis  de 
Villebelle  was  at  Sarcus. 

"  But  some  young  girl  arrived  there,  as  I 
think,  a  day  or  two  ago?'*  said  Julia,  with  dis- 
sembled calmness. 

'^When  my  Lord  is  here,  there  comes  a 
crowd  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,'*  said  the  host; 
presuming  that  his  guests  were  anxious  to  per- 
form upon  the  castanets  before  the  Marquis. 

JuUa  resolved  upon  an  interml  of  rest ;  but, 
no  sooner  was  it  daylight  than  she  was  going 
to  the  chamber  of  the  knight. 

''MonsieuTi  your  brother,  is  asleep,*^  ob- 
served the  landlord,  meeting  Julia;    ''and 
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MoQsieicr Msdek-Al-de  Grenade  forbade 

his  being  called  before  noon«day.*' 

The  Italian^  heeding  not  the  host,  walked 
into  the  apartment  of  the  knight,  whom  she 
discovered  fast  asleep ;  she  seized  him  by  the 
ear>  and  giving  it  a  strenuons  tug>exclaimed> — 

''Was  it  to  sleep,  I  brought  Aee  Mther 
with  me  T' 

''  Ah !  sandis !  now  this  is  crael  of  you !  I 
had  but  just  began  to  dose " 

"  Come,  up  with  thee !" 

*<  Up  with  me ! — ^I  have  too  much  reverence 
for  decency  to  think  of  rising  in  your  presence." 

"  Get  up,  I  tell  thee." 

"  Since  it  must  be  so " 

And  Chaudoreille  put  forth  his  miserable 
spindle-shanks ;  observing  to  himself,— 

"  It  seems,  I  do  not  frighten  her  away." 

"  Betake  thee  to  the  chiteau :  enter  the 
great  court-yard,  and,  under  the  pretence  of 
looking  at  the  architecture,  endeavour  to  en^ 
gage  the  Concierge  in  conversation*'* 
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''  And  suppose  I  should  be  recognised  ?*' 
By  whom  V 
Why,  by  my  Lord  ?" 
lost  thou  imagine  that  he  strolls  about 
his  outer  court?    No,  no;  he  is  in  dose  at- 
tendance on  his  captive.'* 

"  That  is,  indeed,  to  be  presumed.'* 

''  Betum,  and  you  will  find  me  here,  and 
tell  me  all  that  you  have  learned.  I,  upon  the 
other  hand,  will  see  if  I  can  get  into  tiie 
park." 

Having  swallowed  an  abundant  bteak&st, 
the  chevalier  started  on  his  ezpeditioD,  en- 
veloped in  a  mantle  given  him  by  Juba,  which 
was  much  toolong  for  him  ;  so  much  so,  that 
it  dragged  along  the  ground:  but  Chaud- 
oreille  conceived  it  wondrously  becoming,  and 
imagined  it  increased  his  stature  half  a  foot  at 
least 

The  first  precaution  of  the  knight,  as  he 
approached  the  castle,  was  to  look  if  there 
were  sentinels  upon   the  walls;   but,  seeing 
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nothing  which  announced  belligerent  activity, 
he  mustered  courage  to  advance.  Having 
nearly  reached  the  castle  he  paraded  up  and 
down,  an  hour  at  leasts  before  he  could  decide 
on  going  in.  The  old  Concierge  was  smoking 
at  the  gate,  and  saw  the  little  body  with  his 
train  of  cloak,  continuing  to  prowl  thus  long, 
and  thus  suspiciously  before  the  entrance  of 
the  ch&teau.  Impatient  at  observing  this  ex- 
traordinary conduct,  on  the  part,  too,  of  a 
personage  of  such  peculiar  presence,  the  porter 
left  the  castle,  and  proceeded  towards  the 
knight,  intending  to  inquire  the  nature  of  his 
business.  But  Chaudoreille  no  sooner  saw  a 
man  approaching  him  with  hasty  strides  than 
he  imagined  he  had  raised  suspicion,  and  was 
on  the  point  of  being  seized ;  on  which  he 
instantly  betook  himself  to  flight  across  the 
plain ;  but  as  his  legs  became  entangled  in  the 
train  of  the  Italian's  cloak,  the  little  individual 
tripped,  and  rolled  head  over  heels  along  the 
sward. 
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The  porter,  hai^Miiiiig  to  be  sammoiied  at 
the  moment,  had  abandoned  the  ptorsoit ;  and 
ChaodoreiUe,  on  getting  up,  beholding  no  one 
at  his  heels,  made  all  imaginable  haste  to 
reach  the  village. 

''  That's  quite  sufficient  for  to-day/*  said 
he ;  ''  another  time,  I  must  be  less  imprudent : 
I  will  hide  myself  among  that  underwood, 
beyond  the  range  of  cannon  from  the  castle.'' 
The  knight  had  now  regained  the  inn,  where, 
while  the  dinner  was  in  train  of  preparation, 
he  played  the  host  a  game  at  quoits,  and 
afterwards  insisted  on  his  wife's  accepting  his 
instructions  in  the  genuine  bolero. 

Julia  returned  at  dusk,  when  she  discovered 
Chaudoreille  surrounded  by  the  fowls  and 
chickens  in  the  poultry>yard,  where  he  was 
teaching  curtsies  to  a  little  woman  forty  yean 
of  age,  and  beating  time  with  his  Rolands, 
saying, — 

''  At  Grenada  they  on  no  occasion  dance 
but  sword  in  hand. — Ah !  here  comes  my  sis* 
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ter^  Salamalech. — She  can  make  a  curtsey,  and 
never  tonch  the  ground  mth  either  of  her 
heels." 

The  Italian  pushed  the  dancing-m'aster  into 
his  apartment,  saying* — 

*'  What  wast  thou  doing  in  that  yard  ?" 

"  Why,  the  devil ! — ^it  was  to  keep  up  our 
incognito, — ^it  was  out  of  prudence." 

'*  What  hast  thou  learned  this  morning  ?" 

''  Much : — I  think  there  is  a  garrison  inside 
the  castle.  I  saw  a  man  come  out  of  it  armed 
cap-a-pie.  And  as  for  little  Blanche,  I  much 
suspect  they  keep  her  in  some  subterraneous 
dungeon.*' 

^'  Thou  art  a  fool!  I  have  spoken  with  a 
girl  who  lives  inside  the  castle.  I  drew  her 
into  conversation ;  and  Blanche  is  in  a  turret 
looking  on  the  lake." 

"  Why,  then,  the  soldier  I  interrogated 
was  a  liar. — I  extorted  his  confession  from 
him,  notwithstanding,  with  my  sword  upon  his 
very  throat !" 

VOL   III.  ^ 
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*'  Are  tiiere  no  fresh  arriyals  at  the  castier 

''  None— «h»  none. — Nay^  I  am  sure  of 
that, — ^for  I  have  had  my  eye  incessantly  upon 
the  gate." 

''  This  evening  I  shall  make  my  way  into 
the  park,  and  then,  I  hope        *' 

*'  I  hope  that  1  shall  not  get  into  it,  as  well/* 

'*  No,  thou  wilt  watch  outside.*' 

"  Outside ;  ay,  there  I  am  at  home ; — ^be- 
sides,  my  eyes  are  like  a  cat*s, — and  I  can  see 
when  it  is  dark  as  pitch.'* 

According  to  his  custom,  the  Marcfuis  ^ 
sited  his  captive  on  the  morning  following  the 
occurrence  in  the  grotto.  But  Blandke  con- 
ceived fresh  fear  at  his  appearance.  She  re- 
called the  wild  abandonment  with  which  the 
Marquis  had  embraced  her ;  cmd,  notwithstand- 
ing the  confiding  innocence  which  natuvaliy 
acccNBipanied  her,  she  could  not  behold  Ville- 
belle  approach  and  take  his  seat  beside  her 
without  evincing  the  most  senrible  alarm. 

The    Marquis  was  too  deeply  vcsrsed    in 
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female  character  to  witness  Blanche's  manner 
without  remarking  its  peculiar  alteration.  He 
strove  to  read  the  eyes  of  the  young  girl, 
and  fain  would  have  discovered  in  them  that 
expressive  softness  which  so  often  charmed 
him.  But  Blanche's  look  was  downcast, 
and  she  trembled  to  encounter  that  of  her 
tormentor. 

Having  paid  a  visit  more  than  usually 
short,  the  Marquis  quitted  Blanche,  and  went 
to  ponder  on  the  means  to  be  employed  for 
the  defeat  of  her  prolonged  resistance.  He 
impatiently  awaited  the  return  of  evening, 
and  entertained  the  flattering  hope  of  better 
fortune  in  the  gardens,  where  he  thought  to 
re-establish  peace  and  confidence  between  his 
lovely  captive  and  himself;  but  Blanche,  ad- 
monished by  a  secret  voice,  perceived  the 
danger  of  her  future  interviews  with  the  im- 
passioned Marquis  in  the  park,  and  came  to 
the  determination  of  going  there  no  more. 

It  had  long  been  night ;  VillebeUe  had  wan- 

K  2 
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dered  to  and  fro  through  all  the  usual  walks  of 
Blanche,  but  met  her  not. 

"  She  fears  me/'  said  the  Marquis ; «'  yet  she 
does  not  detest  me.  Why^  she  told  me  so 
herself." 

As  he  passed  before  the  grotto  where  they 
stopped  on  the  preceding  evening,  the  Mar- 
quis thought  he  saw  a  shadow  flit  before  him; 
persuaded  it  was  Blanche,  he  ran  to  seize  it ; 
the  person  he  pursued  stopped  short,  turned 
round  on  him,  and  by  the  moonlight  he  dis- 
tinctly recognised  the  young  Italian: 

"  You  in  this  place  ! — here,  in  my  Teiy 
park  !*'  exclaimed  Villebelle,  with  infinite  sur- 
prise* 

'*  Yes,  Monsieur  le  Marquis  ;*'  answered 
Julia,  with  a  cold,  sardonic  smile.  "  It  strikes 
you  with  amazement:  and  yet,. Monsieur  de 
Villebelle  should  conceive  the  pleasure  I  de- 
rive from  being  near  him.*' 

"Once  more,  I  ask  you,  why  come  you 
hither?  what  to  do T 
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"  The  time  has  been.  Monsieur  le  Marquis, 
when  you  endured  my  presence  without  pain ; 
when  you  protested,  with  the  fervour  of  a 
tender  oath,  that  you  would  love  me  everlast- 
ingly. Recall  to  your  remembrance  the  re- 
peated vows  it  needed  to  subdue  me  to  your 
wishes/* 

The  Marquis  answered  with  impatience, — 

*'  And  is  it,  then,  to  tell  me  this,  you  trespass 
thus  upon  me  in  the  night  ?*' 

'*  No,"  said  the  Italian,  giving  way  to  all 
her  fury  ;  "  another  motive  brought  me  to  this 
place— the  thirst  for  vengeance!  You  mock 
my  love — you  smile  upon  my  sufferings! — I 
will  feast  on  yours — your  tears  shall  be  of 
blood,  but  you  shall  shed  them  when  too  late." 

"  Too  much  of  this ;  your  menaces  fatigue 
me,  and  I  pity  you.  If  you  possess  the  power, 
why  do  you  hesitate  to  take  revenge  V 

"  I  only  wait  the  presence  of  a  witness  I 
cannot  dispense  with — that  of  your  worthy 
confidant,  the  Barber  Touquet.** 
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As  Julia  spoke,  she  glided  in  among  the 
trees  and  shmbs,  and  disappeared  befoie  the 
Marqnis  eould  arrest  her  flight.  Perplexed  at 
this  extraordinary  meeting*  Villebelle,  on  en- 
tering the  chatean,  apprised  hia  ralet  Germain 
of  the  circumstance,  and  ordered  him  to  use 
redoubled  vigilance,  that  no  one  might  ap- 
proach the  captive  Blanche. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


NOCTURNAL  ATTEMPT. 


The  Marquis  was  extremely  agitated  when  he 
entered  his  apartment;  not  that  he  was  ter- 
rified by  Julia's  threats,  for  he  attributed  them 
to  envy  and  to  jealousy  ;  yet  was  there  some- 
thing in  the  young  Italian's  voice  and  manner 
which  implied  conviction ;  and  her  eyes  already 
manifested  a  ferocious  joy^  as  she  had  fixed  them 
on  the  faithless  object  of  her  two-fold  passion. 
Villebelle,  regretting  he  had  not  compelled 
her  to  explain  her  words  and  conduct  alto- 
gether»  called  his  valet,  and  ordered  him  to  go, 
accompanied  by  other  servants*  and  explore 
the  park ;  and>  in  the  event  of  his  discovering 
some  young  female^  to  bring  her  to  the  ch&teau 
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iostanily*  Genoaniy  three  other  Ysletsy  and 
the  gudeiier>  set  forth  immedialely  to  execute 
the  MaixfuiB's  commandB ;  and  having  carried 
their  researches  into  every  nook  and  thieket  of 
the  park»  regained  the  ch&tean,  having  met 
with  no  one  on  their  rambles.  The  Maiqoia 
passed  the  night  reflecting  on  the  singiilartty 
of  his  rencontre ;  the  mysterioas  presaooe  of 
the  yoimg  Italian  troubled  his  repose;  he 
feared  she  might  convey  to  Blanche  intdli* 
gence  from  Urban ;  and  at  day«break  he  re- 
solved on  writing  to  the  Barber^  whom  he 
ordered  to  attend  him  at  the  casUe  with  the 
utmost  expedition. 

Old  Margaret  was  dead :  the  loss  of  Blanche, 
united  with  the  fiiry  of  her  master  subsequently 
to  the  visit  of  the  young  Italian,  had  finished 
at  the  same  time  her  existence  and  her  grief. 
The  Bsrber,  who  had  long  desired  to  sell  his 
house«  was  on  his  journey  to  a  notary,  lAeo 
the  courier  of  the  Marquis  reached  him  with 
his  Lordship's  missive. 
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*'  He  wishes  me  to  go  to  Soieus;'*  said  Ton- 
queti  having  read  the  letter.  '*  The  Marquis 
waating  me  again  !  He  sometimes  has  a  fit 
of  virtue^  which  alarms  me  minch ;  but  then  he 
pays  munificently ;  besides, — I  can  refiise  him 
nothing. — He  has  guessed  a  portion  of  my 
conduct;  and  should  it  some  day  come  into  his 
head  to  have  me  hanged  in  expiation  of  his 
foUies — ^for  so  our  mi^ty  lords  sometimes 
atone  their  errors — but  no,  the  Marquis  will 
for  ever  be  the  same.  He  must  triumph  over 
Blanche,  at  all  events ;  that  only  can  ensure 
my  safety." 

Touquet  prepared  for  his  departure,  and 
reached  the  chateau  on  the  morning  of  the 
.second  day,  when  he  ascended  straight  to  the 
apartment  of  the  Marquis,  who  impatiently 
awaited  his  arrival. 

**  You  see,  my  Lord,  with  what  alacrity  your 
orders  are  obeyed,"  said  Touquet,  bending  to 
the  Marquis. 

"  'Tis  well ;  thy  presence  may  be  useful  to 
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me. — I  feel  that  I  have  need  of  some  one  here 
to  shame  me  oat  of  my  unmanly  weakness. — 
Would'st  thoo  think  it,  I  am  not  <me  whit  the 
more  advanced  with  Blanche  ?" 

*'  From  any  other  than  your  Lordship's  hps, 
I  certainly  had  not  believed  it" 

"  To  qpeak  the  truth,  I  scarcely  credit  it 
myself.  She  has  now  been  here  three  weeks, 
or  more,  and  I  have  barefy  kissed  Yuet  hand 
Some  days  ago,  when  we  were  in  the  park,  I 
hazarded  a  slight  attempt,  but  she  implored 
me  to  desist  in  such  affecting  accents — ^I  know 
not  how  or  why — ^but  I  was  wretched  to  haw 
caused  her  agitation.  Since  then  she  has  not 
quitted  her  apartment ;  and  as  soon  ss  I  ap- 
proach her,  she  is  timid  and  confused— sU 
tears— eternal  tears !" 

''  My  Lord,  all  this  must  end  whenever  you 
think  at." 

''  Hast  thou  seen  her  lover — this  Urbaa, 
she  is  talking  of  for  ever — and  invoking  every 
instant  in  the  day  T' 


NOCTURNAL  ATTEMPT.  203 

**  Noy  my  Lord;  and  I  imagine  that  the 
youth,  more  reasonable  than  the  wayward 
Blanche,  has  lost  all  recollection  of  this  foolish 
love  affair." 

*'  Dost  thou  think  so  ? — ^The  poor  young 
creature  thinks  incessantly  of  him.  If  I  could 
but  persuade  her  that  his  love  for  her  is  past : 
— no,  no;  she  never  would  believe  it— *But, 
talking  thus  of  Blanche,  I  had  forgot  the 
reason  of  my  sending  for  thee.  Whom  dost 
thou  think  I  met  here  in  the  park  two  nights 
ago  ? — Julia." 

'*  Julia!"  cried  the  Barber,  starting  with 
amazement. 

*'  Yes  ;  even  in  my  park. — But  how  could 
she  discover  I  was  here  ?" 

*<  My  Lord,  it  perfectly  confounds  me." 

*'  She  threatened  me  with  infinite  audacity  : 
her  eyes  flashed  jealousy  and  rage. — She  also 
spoke  to  me  of  thee. — I  could  not  clearly  ap- 
prehend her  drift;  and  when  I  would  have 
urged  her  to  an  explanation,  she  vanished  like 
a  shadow." 
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"  My  Lord,  that  girl  has  some  iAiqiiitoas 
design.** 

''  I  think  80  tea  However,  she  has  not 
been  hither  since,  and  I  have  people  every 
evening  in  the  park,  in  quest  of  her>  in  all 
directions.*' 

''  Be  that  as  it  may  happen,  Jaha,  my  Lord, 
will  do  her  utmost  to  recover  Blanche.** 

"  And  how  can  she  aeeomplish  it  7 — ^Hew- 
ever,  thou  wilt  visit  the  surrounding  eonntiy, 
and,  if  thou  should'st  discover  Julia,  teU  her  I 
forbid  iier  ever  more  appearing  here.  Should 
she,  after  such  a  prohibition,  venture  to  preseut 
herself  again,  I  can  easily  obtain  a  Uitre  de 
cachet,  which  would  rid  me  oS  her  fiarther 
importunities/' 

**  My  Lord,  by  far  the  wisest  step  that  you 
could  take.  To-morrow  morning  early  I  will 
start  on  my  researches." 

*'  So  long  as  thou  art  here,  remember,  avoid 
that  portion  of  the  park  that  lies  along  the 
lake;  for  Blanche  might  see  thee  pass,  and  I 

■ 

would  have  her  ignorant  of  thy  abode  here. 
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It  strikes  me  forcibly  thy  presence  would  offend 
her  sights  and  I  would  willingly  avoid  all 
needless  increase  of  her  grief." 

"  My  Lord,  I  never  saw  you  so  in  love 
before." 

**  Thou  never  didst :  no  female  hath  in* 
spired  me  hitherto  with  what  I  feel  towards 
Blanche.*' 

'*  I  am  g(ung  then,  my  Lord,  with  your 
permission,  to  repose  myself:  to-morrow,  early, 
I  shall  put  myself  in  motion — traverse  all  the 
environs,  and  search  the  humblest  cottages. 
It  is  impossible  that  Julia  should  escape  my 
search ;  and,  as  soon  as  I  have  ascertained 
her  sojourn,  rely  on  it,  my  Lord,  you  see  no 
more  of  her/' 

The  Barber  was  departing  as  he  spoke; 
but  there  was  that  in  the  expression  of  his 
features,  which  did  not  escape  Villebelle.  He 
ran  and  stopped  him,  saying,  with  an  em« 
phasis  of  deep  severity, — 

"  Touquet,  you,  perhaps,  misapprehend  me. 
-^Bemember,  I  would  have  no  harm  befall 
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her.  The  girl  b  full  of  dangeroiu  enthuaiasin ; 
but  love  is  her  excuse. — One  ought  aft  kast  to 
pardon  the  offences  of  which  he  is  the  caiue 
I  ought  to  have  been  tender  of  her  sensibiUtj, 
and  feel  that  I  have  treated  her  infatoatioD 
with  contempt    If  she  consents  to  be  more 
reasonable  for  the  iiiture,  she  may  command 
her  wishes.    Be  liberal  of  gold : — I  wish  her 
happiness. — Moreover,  I  would  speak  with  her 
again — that  she  may  then  explain  what  she 
suggested  in  her  letter/* 

**  In  that  case>  when  I  have  discovered  her 
abode,  I  shall  merely  hasten  to  inform  your 
Lordship ;"  so  saying>  the  Barber  bowed  pro- 
foundly to  the  Marquis,  and  departed. 

"  That  man  is  an  accomplished  sooundreL" 
ssid  VillebeUe,  still  following  Touquet  with  his 
eyes :  "  for  a  long  time,  I  believed  him  only  an 
intriguing  knave. — Why  should  he  be  neees* 
sary  to  me  still  ?— But  I  could  not  commission 
Qermain  to  converse  with  Julia. — Julia!— I 
thought  I  loved  her  for  a  day !  But  oh !  the 
difference    between    that   violent,    vindictive 
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woman,  and  the  gentle,  charming  Blanche! 
Why  shouH  it  be  Julia  to  love  me  with  such 
reckless  desperation  ? — Can  I  never  kindle  in 
the  bosom  of  this  timid  girl  one  spark  of  the 
increasing  fire,  by  which  I  am  consumed  ?** 

Blanche,  sad  and  solitary  in  the  depth  of 
her  apartment,  passed  the  days  in  prayer  and 
tears;  and  while  the  Marquis  thought  and 
dreamed  of  her  alone,  the  young  Italian,  since 
her  nocturnal  meeting  with  Villebelle,  was 
pondering  the  means  of  speaking  with  the 
drooping  captive.  The  vigilance  of  Germain 
and  his  comrades  did  not  prevent  the  daunt- 
less Julia  from  returning  to  the  park;  but 
when  she  reached  the  lake,  approach  to 
Blanche's  tiuret  was  impossible.  The  boats 
employed  for  pleasurable  purposes  were  all 
removed,  lest  any  one  might  use  them  to 
draw  near  the  windows  of  the  captive.  As  for 
Chaudoreille,  whose  duty  was  to  watch  all 
those  who  entered  or  departed  from  the 
castle,  he  confined  his  functions  to  a  hiding- 
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place  selected  in  a  bii8h>  at  twice  tlie  range  of 
gun-shot  from  the  battlements;  and  there, 
with  infinite  pi€cantion»  having  laid  Rolands, 
ready  drawn,  on  one  side,  and  a  flask  of  wine 
upon  the  other,  he  discharged  the  offices  of 
sentry  in  studying,  on  a  pack  of  cards,  new 
sleights  in  cutting  them,  and  turning  up  the 
ace ;  remembering  always,  at  the  nearest  sound, 
to  hide  himself  completely  beneath  the  spa- 
cious cloak  of  the  Italian. 

The  morning  after  his  arrival  at  the  ch&teau, 
Touquet  diligently  entered  on  his  perquisi- 
tions ;  and  not  presuming  that  Julia  lay  con- 
cealed at  Sarcus,  he  visited  Damerancourt 
Grandvilliers,  and  in  the  evening  bent  Ins 
steps  in  the  direction  of  the  castle.  On  draw- 
ing near  the  village,  he  perceived  before 
him  a  little  individual  enveloped  in  a  large 
brown  cloak,  which  totally  concealed  his  per- 
son ;  but  a  rapier  of  tremendous  length*  the 
sheath  of  which  cocked  up  the  spacious  mantle 
instantly  betrayed  its  wearer. 
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"  *Tis  Chaudoreille/*  said  Touquet  to  him* 
self,  and  audibly  improved  his  pace  to  over* 
take  him.  The  little  man  no  sooner  caught 
the  sound  of  rapid  steps  bdbind  him,  than, 
seized  with  terror,  he  began  to  run ;  but  the 
cloak  became  entangled  in  his  legs;  when, 
suddenly,  he  felt  himself  detained  by  some 
one  who  had  grasped  the  scabbard  of  Bo- 
landa.  On  turning  round,  the  knight  was 
petrified :  he  saw  the  Barber. 

*'  Where  may  you  be  going  to  so  fast,  Che- 
valier Chaudoreille  ?'*  said  Touquet,  with  a 
bantering  air. 

"  Where  am  I  going  ! — Sandis ! — How  art 
thou,  my  good  friend  ?*' 

"  Ah  !  knave! — I  learn  some  pretty  tricks  of 
thine!" 

"  Thou  must  not  credit  all  they  tell  thee, 
my  dear  Touquet.'* 

"  And  my  Lord  the  Marquis*  think'st 
thou  I  should  credit  him  f — 'Twas  thou  who 
spok'st  to  him  of  Blanche,  in  spite  of  all  thine 
oaths  !'* 
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*'  Thou  kiiow*8t  full  well  an  oath  between 
us  two  was  never  binding.  Of  what  can*st 
thou  complain?  I  have  been  the  means  of 
earning  thee  a  heap  of  money  larger  than 
thyself." 

"  And  now  thou  art  in  Julia's  service  f 

**  I>  in  Julia's  service  I — I  am  in  thine,  if  it 
so  please  thee — I  am  in  everybody's  service ; 
— I  was  ever  an  obliging  person  !" 

•'  Where  is  Julia  V 

*'  She — she  wishes  to  preserve  a  strict  in- 
cognito  " 

'^  Answer  me«  wretch  I  and  tell  no  lies!" 

"  Ay  !— ay ! — ^let  go  my  ear,  then ! — Dost 
thou  think  I  have  no  feeling?*' 

'*  We  lodge  in  yonder  village,  at  the  inn — 
there  is  but  one  \  the  Italian  passes  fofs  my 
sister,  and  I  myself  for  a  Grenada  Moor,  a 
professor  of  the  castanets." 

''  And  what  are  Julia's  projects  ?" 

''  The  devil  take  me  if  I  have  the  least 
idea  !  She  spends  the  days  entirely  and  some 
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portion  of  her  nights  in  prowling  round  the 
castle,  like  a  fox  on  watch  to  catch  a  fowl. 
Between  onrseltes,  I  think  she  is  a  little 
cracked." 

'*  And  what  on  earth  hath  made  her  bring 
thee  with  her  r 

"Merely  for  the  sake  of  company.— She 
dotes  on  my  society — I  sing  her  TiUanelles." 

**  Attend  to  me ;  I  ought  to  break  thy  ribs> 
to  punish  thee  for  thy  misdeeds!'* 

"  Ah !  my  dear  Touquet,  it  was  all  in  fim." 

"  Psha !  I  despise  thee  so — I  cannot  strike 
thee " 

**  Which  is  most  polite  on  thy  part." 

''  Hast  thou  told  the  truth  ?" 

"If  thou  hast  a  doubt>  come  with  me  to 
the  inn :  Julia  will  be  there  almost  directly.'* 

"No;  I  shall  not  g^  there  this  evening: 
but  I  forbid  thy  mentioning  one  word  of  our 
rencontre." 

"Since  thou  forbidd*st  it,  it  is  as  thou 
liad*st  cut  my  tongue  out.** 
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''  And  if  to-morrow  I  should  not  find  Julia 
in  the  place  thou  tell^st  me  of,  my  lord  himself 
will  undertake  thy  punishment ;  and  this  time, 
trust  me,  he  will  have  no  mercy  on  thee.'* 

''  Of  that  I  am  persuaded.'* 

"  Adieu — ^I  am  returning  to  the  chateau." 
And  I  am  going  to  the  village — ^where  I 
shall  not  await  thy  visit/'  added  Cfaaudoreille 
inaudibly,  as  he  tucked  up  his  cloak,  that  he 
might  walk  with  more  rapidity. 

When  Touquet  reached  the  ch&teau,  he 
waited  on  Villebelle  forthwith.  It  was  already 
night;  the  Marquis  was  at  table,  on  which 
there  was  a  good  display.  Presuming  that  his 
sojum  at  the  chSlteau  would  be  long,  he  had 
despatched  an  exquisite  accession  to  the 
cellars ;  so  that,  if  the  other  parts  of  the  repast 
were  less  luxiuious  than  at  Paris,  the  wines 
were  of  the  choicest  and  most  delicate  descrip- 
tion. 

The  Marquis  had  an  air  of  more  than 
customary  gaiety:   he  had  already   emptied 
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several  flasks^  and  near  him  were  some  letters, 
which  he  read^  from  time  to  time,  while  supping. 

"What  news?'*  said  he,  as  he  perceived  the 
Barber. 

"  My  Lord,  my  search  has  not  been  vain  : 
Julia  is  in  the  village,  and  living  at  the  inn, 
beneath  a  borrowed  name.  I  met  with  Chaud- 
oreille,  who  is  now,  it  seems,  her  confidant.'* 

''Ah !  the  little  Gascon  ! — hast  thou  broken 
all  his  bones  ?" 

"  Not  yet,  my  Lord — I  wished  to  take  your 
orders  first ;  and  Julia  I  have  not  seen.** 

"Thou  hast  done  well:  I  will  -speak  to  her 
myself.  To-morrow  we  will  go  together  to 
the  village ;  I  will  make  the  madcap  hear  a 
little  reason — and  we  shall  know  at  length 
this  mighty  secret  she  pretends  to  have  and 
wishes  to  communicate." 

"  A  secret  ?" 

''Yes,  and  she  says  that  thou   must  in- 
dispensably be  present  at  its  revelation.** 
1— my  Lord?** 
Well,  she  shall  be  gratified  to-morrow. 
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Dost  ihou  see  these  letters  ?--^ll«  all  of  then 
daspaiched  to  me  from  Paris — ^all  missions 
from  some  high  and  courteous  dames,  who 
honour  me  with  their  regrets,  reproodies, 
promises^  and  oaths — in  short  a  dash  of  every- 
thing! — ^her^  throw  them  in  the  fire.'* 

<' What!  those  my  Lord,  the  seals  of  whu^ 
are  stall  mdbroken  ?" 

"  Ohf  yes,  undoubtedly !  Why,  they  are  all 
alike,  all  in  the  same  eternal  strain! — ^Ah! 
I  would  rather  have  one  smile  from  Blanche 
than  all  the  love  they  ever  swore  or  penned ! 
why — ^why,  is  she  not  beside  me — there  !** 

«  My  Lord>  if  you  insisted  <mi  it^ ** 

*'  What,  bring  her  hither  in  a  flood  of  tears  ? 
— no,  no !" 

The  Marquis  filled  himself  a  bumper  and 
despatched  it  at  a  draught*  exclaiming — 

''Notwithstanding,  1  grow  weary  of  this 
sighing  here  in  vain.  Blandie  is  near  m&— in 
my  chlteau — and  I  dare  not — ^bat  violeaee, 
— oh  I  never  can  I  bring  mysdif  to  thatl** 

''Without   employing  yiolence*  my    Lord, 
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there  are  a  thousand  means. — She  sleeps 
without  suspicion — and  you  possess  the  dupli* 
cate  of  every  key  of  the  apartments " 

**  But  ah !  what  perfidy  T* 

**  No  greater  perfidy,  my  Lord,  than  having 
placed  her  in  a  carriage,  and  informing  her 
that  she  was  going  to  her  lover." 

"  Peace !  peace  ! — thou  art  a  monster ! — 
thy  horrid  counsels  would  make  me  soon  as 
criminal  as  thou  art" 

''  My  Lord,  I  never  counselled  you  to  fall  in 
love  with  Blanche.  But  now  that  you  possess 
her  in  your  power,  it  seems  to  me  your  scruples 
come  fiill  late." 

Villebelle  was  silent  for  some  moments, 
then  resumed : — 

''She  spoke  to  me  thifi  morning  with  dimi- 
nished coldness — I  waa  with  her  for  some  hours 
— she  seemed  less  timid  when  I  took  her 
hand — ^she  left  it  for  some  time  in  mine." 

"  What  can  you  wish  for  more,  my  Lord  ? 
secretly  she  loves  you ;  but,  do  you  possiUy 
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expect  a  timid  girl  like  Blanche  to  tell  vhat 
pastes  in  her  heart  ?  No»  my  lord,  when  ooce 
defeated,  she  will  banish  all  reserve." 

"Blanche  love  me?  say^st  thou:  ah!  if  it 
were  true ! — ^but  it  grows  late — go,  get  thee  to 
repose.  To-morrow  we  ?rill  go  in  qaest  of 
Julia." 

Touquet,  who  cast  a  stealthy,  scrutinising 
glance  upon  the  Marquis,  bowed  profimndfy, 
and  having  reached  a  light  withdrew  in  silence 

The  Marquis  still  remained  some  time  at 
table  :  at  moments  buried  in  his  reveries :  at 
times  despatching  bumpers  with  a  feverish 
celerity,  as  if  he  strove  to  drown  Ids  anxious 
thoughts  with  wine.  His  agitation  sensiUy 
increased ;  at  length  he  rang  for  Germain. 

''Who  has  the  double  key  of  the  apartments 
of  the  ch&teau  T'  inquired  the  Marquis  in  a 
gloomy  voice. 

My  Lord^  I  should  suppose  the  concierge  J* 
esire  him  to  come  hither — I  would  speak 
with  him.*' 
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The  concierge  immediately  obeyed  his 
master's  orders. 

'<  Are  there  not  double  keys  to  these  apart- 
ments?" said  the  Marquis.  '*Yes,  my  lord, 
there  are  even  triple  keys — it  is  an  ancient 
usage— dating  from  the  time  of '* 

"Go,  bring  me  those  belonging  to  the 
turret,  looking  on  the  lake.'* 

The  concierge  departed,  but  returned  almost 
directly  with  a  bunch  of  keys,  observing : — 

"If  my  lord  desires  it,  I  shall  have  the 
honour  of  conducting  him." 

"  Give  me  the  keys,  and  get  thee  gone/* 
e:iclaimed  the  Marquis,  as  he  snatched  them 
from  the  old  man's  hand. 

The  concierge,  confounded  by  Villebelle*s 
abruptness,  bowed  and  took  his  leave»  without 
presuming  to  lift  up  his  eyes.  The  Marquis 
then  dismissed  the  servants  from  attendance, 
saying  he  required  repose ;  and  silence  shortly 
reigned  throughout  the  chateau. 

Villebelle  walked  up  and  down  the  room 

VOL.  lU.  L 
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with  hurried  steps,  still  holding  in  his  gnsp 
the  bunch  of  keys.    He  seemed  to  fluctuate. 

«'  No/*  said  he^  "  I  will  not  use  the  keys- 
she  seems  to  put  her  confidence  in  me — and 
dare  I  dien  abuse  it? — ^but,  must  I  pass  my 
life  for  ever  thus?  be  near  her — and  have 
brought  her  off  in  vain  ? — ^What  would  those 
Parisian  profligates  and  rakes  of  iashion  say  of 
me,  if  they  but  knew  the  weakness  of  my 
purpose  ? — ^but,  then,  they  never  saw  her ! — 
That  accursed  Touquetl  what  made  him 
speak  about  these  keys ! — I  should  have  known 
that  man  would  urge  me  to  some  wicked 
action,  when  once  be  puts  his  foot  within 
the  chiiteau.'* 

Some  moments  more  elapsed ;  Villebelle  was 
shaken  by  the  conflict  of  his  feelings ;  at  last 
he  madly  seized  a  light,  exclaiming — 

''  It  is  done !  My  passion  leads  me,  and  I 
follow !" 

He  quitted  his  apartment,  which  was  sepa- 
rated from  the  tower  inhabited  by  Blanche,  by 
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an  extensive  gallery  adorned  with  portraits  of 
his  forefathers.  ViUebelle  walked  slowly  on- 
ward, stopping  now  and  then  to  listen,  and 
trembling  at  the  thought  of  meeting — whom 
he  knew  not;  his  eyes  were  bent  upon  the 
ground,  as  if  he  seemed  to  shun  each  likeness 
of  his  ancestors,  the  greater  part  of  whom  had 
shed  renown  upon  their  country  by  their  bravery 
and  virtues.  Something  at  the  moment  told 
him  he  was  on  the  point  of  perpetrating  a 
misdeed  unworthy  of  the  name  transmitted  to 
him ;  and  his  eyes,  as  they  encountered  acci- 
dentally one  of  those  speaking  visages  with 
which  the  gallery  was  hung,  imagined  they 
beheld  in  it  the  sentiment  of  indignation  and 
contempt. 

At  length  he  reached  the  termination  of  the 
gallery,  which  never  until  now  appeared  to  him 
so  long :  he  ascended  flights  of  stairs,  crossed 
divers  chambers,  and  gained  the  tuiTet  occu- 
pied by  Blancha  His  nerves  were  violently 
shaken ;  to  surmount  his  weakness,  he  increased 
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his  paee.    Evefy  door  was  opened ;  the  apart- 
ment  of  the  girl  was  now  before  him. 

He  stopped  and  looked  upon  the  keys — he 
hesitated  yet  But  seeking  to  confound  the 
consciousness  of  his  prqected  crime,  he  tried 
successive  keys ;  the  door  was  opened,  he  was 
in  the  dormitory  of  his  captive. 

A  deadly  silence  reigued  throughout  her 
chamber.  ViUebelle  advanced  some  paces; 
gently  treading,  as  he  moved  with  timorous 
precaution.  The  bed-room  door  had  not 
been  closed  :  ViUebelle  advanced  his  head, 
and  by  the  light  upon  the  mantel-piece,  beheld 
the  girl  asleep. 

*'  She  sleeps  !**  the  Marquis  whispered.  "  and 
thinks  herself  in  safety  here — ^in  this  asylum  \ 
Her  respiration  is  oppressed — words  seem  to 
struggle  from  her  lips — ^if  I  could  hear ! — ** 

He  approached  the  bed.  The  girl  was 
dreaming.  The  name  of  Urban,  uttered  with 
distress,  escaped  her.  She  stretched  her  arms 
out ;  she  seemed  to  supplicate  compassion,  as 
she  murmured, — 
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"  Oh  good  Heaven ! — they  would  separate  us 
for  ever  !*' 

ViUebelle  was  deeply  moved. 

'<No;'*  he  said,  ''she  loves  me  not.  Even 
in  her  sleep,  she  thinks  of  Urban  and  of  him 
alone !" 

He  heaved  a  deep-drawn  sigh — and  was, 
perhaps,  upon  the  point  of  flying  from  the 
scene;  but  the  agitated  breathing  of  the 
Marquis  had  awakened  Blanche,  whose  eyes 
dilated,  as  she  shrieked  with  terror, — 

''  Oh  Heaven  !  who's  there  ?" 

"  *Tis  I,  Blanche,*'  said  the  Marquis,  in  a 
faltering  voice. 

"  You,  my  Lord,  so  late  in  my  apartment ! 
What  would  you  then  ?" 

"  Be  calm,  I  beg  of  you !" 

"But  you,  yourself,  my  Lord,  are  trem- 
bling. What  has  happened?  Speak,  for 
mercy's  sake !" 

''  Nothing,  nothing !  I  wished  to  see  you,  to 
speak  with  you,  to  look  upon  you  once  again !" 
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''Ah !  look  not  on  me  this.  Monsieur  U 
Marquis,  you  terrify  me !" 

*'  Terrify  you  !— Ah  ?  Blanche,  is  that  the 
sentiment  the  most  deroted  of  all  lovers 
should  inspire?  Yes,  my  love  is  at  its 
pitch ! — it  will  not  be  controlled  !  Consent 
to  my  feUeity  ! — ^yoa  must ! — ^yon  shall  be 
mine  !'* 

The  Marquis  had  already  pressed  her  in  his 
arms.  Blanche  gave  a  piercing  shriek,  and 
convulsively  collecting  all  her  strength,  evaded 
his  embrace,  and  leapt  from  off  her  coocL 
Villebelle  pursued  her,  seised  her  <mce  again ; 
he  would  have  covered  'her  with  kisses,  and 
have  stopped  her  cries.  Blanche  east  hersdf 
upon  her  knees  before  him,  held  up  her  help- 
less, supplicating  arms,  and  cried,  in  all  the 
poignancy  of  terror  and  affliction, — 

''  Spare  me  ! — spare  me  ! — for  a  angle 
day !" 

Her  accents  touched  the  Marquis  to  the 
very  soul.      The  sight  of    Blanche    befoie 
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him  at  his  feet — her  agony — her  tears — and 
her  despair,  recalled  him  to  his  reason. 
But  fearing  the  rebellion  of  his  passion^  he 
fled  precipitately  from  her  presence,  and  re- 
turned bewildered  and  abashed  to  his  apart- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

VISIT  OF   URBAN   TO  THE    MARQU18. THE  LAST 

ADVBNTDRE  OP  CHAUOORRILLB. 

Blanche  sank  insensible  upon  the  spot  where 
she  had  knelt,  imploring  the  commiseration  of 
the  Marquis.  Half  dead  with  terror  and  ex- 
haustion, a  flood  of  tears,  at  length,  relieved 
her  over-burthened  heart.  She  rose  and 
gased  around  her  with  dismay:  she  listened 
with  intense  affright,  and  as  the  night  bveete 
swept  the  waters  of  the  lake,  she  started  at 
the  rippling  sound,  and  thought  the  Marquis 
was  approaching  her.  Thus  did  she  pass  the 
night  in  anxious  apprehension. 

*'  All  is  over  !'*  said  the  wretched  girl,  "  the 
hope  of  happiness  is  gone !  Oh !  my  beloved 
Urban!  never  shall  I  see  thee  more! — ^they 
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have  divided  us  for  ever !  But  I  will  rather 
die  than  cease  to  be  deserving  of  thy  love !'' 

Nor  was  the  Marquis  visited  with  more  re- 
pose than  waited  on  his  victim.  Distracted 
by  remorse  and  love, — at  times  regretting 
having  yielded  to  his  weakness, — at  times 
upbraiding  the  unruly  passion  which  had 
wrought  the  misery  of  Blanche, — ^he  saw  the 
day  return,  and  still  was  undecided  how  to 
steer  between  the  fervour  of  his  hopes  and  the 
reproaches  of  his  conscience. 

Astonished  to  receive  no  orders  relative  to 
Julia^  Touquet  sought  the  Marquis.  He  ob- 
served the  deep  dejection  of  his  features,  and 
pondered  on  its  cause.  The  austere  and  me- 
lancholy accent  of  ViUebelle  forbade  him  to 
infer  that  he  was  happy:  he  was  silent,  and 
the  Barber  ventured  on  no  question.  At  the 
instant,  Germain  entered  the  apartment,  an- 
nouncing to  his  master  that  a  youth  had  just 
arrived  who  claimed  the  favour  from  his  Lord- 
ship of  a  moment's  conference. 

L  3 
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"A  youth r  exclaimed  the  Marquis.  ''Is 
it  some  person  living  in  the  enyiions  ?'* 

'*  No,  my  Lord ;  his  dress  is  that  cf  a 
young  student,  he  expresses  himself  partkn* 
larly  well,  and  seems  to  have  a  great  desire  to 
see  you." 

"He  did  not  give  his  name?** 

"  He  says,  my  Lord«  yon  know  himself, 
|hough  not  his  name.'* 

"  Why,  this  is  singular !  Is  it  some  one, 
think  you,  sent  by  Julia  ?*'  said  the  Marquis, 
casting  an  inquiring  glance  at  Tonquet 

''  I  should  not  say  so,  my  Lord  Marquis ; 
neither  should  I  take  this  stranger  to  he 
Chaudoreille,  from  the  description  Grermain 
gives  of  him." 

''  Let  the  young  man  be  introduced.  60^ 
Touquet,  wait  in  the  adjoining  room:  it  is 
possible  that  he  may  wish  to  speak  with  me 
alone.'* 

Touquet,  accordingly,  withdrew,  and  Ger- 
main instantly  returned  to  Urban,  who  had 
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travelled  all  the  way  without  a  moment's  in- 
tennission^  and  had  but  just  arrived.  The 
bachelor  was  impatiently  awaiting  the  Mar- 
quis's reply,  when  Germain  reached  him  in  the 
porter's  lodge. 

"  My  master  will  receive  you.  Sir ;  be  good 
enough  to  follow  me,  and  I  will  lead  you  to 
him,'*  said  the  valet 

Urban  started  with  delight,  and,  following 
Germain,  was  conducted  to  the  Marquis. 
Urban  trembled  as  he  entered;  he  felt  a 
slight  embarrassment  as  he  approached  the 
opulent  and  influential  nobleman  before  him, 
who,  seated  on  a  sofa  at  the  end  of  the  apart- 
ment, appeared  to  view  him  with  an  anxious 
curiosity,  at  the  same  time  that  he  manifested 
a  peculiar  interest,  as  he  surveyed  the  suavity 
and  grace  displayed  in  the  expressive  features 
of  the  stranger. 

•'  Deign,  my  Lord,  to  pardon  the  freedom  I 
have  taken,"  said  the  bachelor,  in  making  a 
profound  obeisance  to  Villebelle. 
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"  Speak,  Sir,  what  do  you  require  of  mef 

"  I  come,  my  Lord,  to  ask  for  your  protee- 
lion ; — ^you  once  permitted  me  to  count  ma  it, 
in  case  of  need.  We  saw  each  other  some 
time  since  at  Paris, — 1  was  then  disg^oised,— 
I  met  you  in  the  Pre-auz-Clercs  at  night,  snd 
an  encounter *' 

"  Ah !  what  that  was  you,  my  brave  young 
friend,  who  wore  a  woman's  dress?" 

''  It  was,  my  Lord.  I  had  the  evil  fortune 
to  wound  you  in  the  arm ** 

"  Say  rather  it  was  justice,  for  I  remember 
I  was  wholly  in  the  wrong,  as,  indeed,  I  usu- 
ally am.  I  am  enchanted  to  receive  you  !~ 
Give  me  your  hand,  young  man,  you  are  a 
brave  and  worthy  youth.** 

The  Marquis  rose,  advanced  towards  Urban, 
and  shook  him  cordially  by  the  hand ;  and  the 
latter,  charmed  with  his  reception,  knew  not 
how  to  testify  his  gratitude 

''  Come,  take  a  seat  beside  me,"  said  Ville* 
belle,  **  and  let  me  know  what  circumstance 
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has  given  me  the  pleasiire  of  welcoming  you  at 
my  chiiteau.'* 

"  My  Lord,  you  had  the  kindness  to  pro* 
mise  me  your  aid,  if  ever,  through  misfortune, 
I  should  stand  in  need  of  it ;  and  now  I  come 
to  claim  it.*' 

"  You  have  done  well,  my  worthy  firiend : 
speak  to  me  without  reserve, — ^is  it  gold  you 
need  ? — if  so,  you  may  command  it, — spare  it 
not.  I  apply  it  often  to  unworthy  purposes, — 
let  me  use  it,  once  at  least,  to  make  the  hap- 
piness of  others." 

"  My  happiness  does  not  depend  on  wealth ! 
Love  is  the  cause  of  my  affliction.  Monsieur  le 
Marquis !" 

"  Ah !  you  are  in  love — ^the  case  is  different. 
By  Heaven  !  and  so  am  I  myself,  and  fortune 
adds  not  one  iota  to  my  happiness.  But  let 
us  see — relate  me  your  amours.** 

"  I  love,  or  rather  I  adore,  a  charming  girl ! 
Ah  !  my  Lord,  no  Uving  being  can  be  put  in 
competition  with  her  !*' 
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"  Perhaps,  bo  ;  bat  go  on.'* 

"  She  knows  not  who  her  parents  are  or 
were,  but  her  hand  has  been  bestowed  on  me 
.  by  him  who  brought  her  up.  In  one  day 
more  we  should  have  been  united ! — But,  ah ! 
a  wretch  contrived  to  introduce  himself  to  her 
abode,  and  carried  off  the  girl  that  should  have 
been  my  wife  !** 

*'  Esiremely  singular  !'*  exclaimed  ViUebelle, 
whose  Giuiosity  increased  as  Urban's  narratiTe 
proceeded.  **  And  do  you  know  the  name  of 
him  who  has  eloped  with  her  ?** 

'*  No,  Monsieur  le  Marquis ;  but  fiom  all 
that  I  can  learn,  it  is  some  affluent  and  power- 
ful lord.  Alas !  you  are  the  only  hope  I  have 
of  finding  out  this  monster  !--<iof  discovering 
his  abode!  My  Lord>  take  pity  on  my  tor- 
ments ! — assist  me  in  recovering  the  girl  that 
1  have  lost ! — ^let  me  but  possess  my  Blandie 

again,  and  the  unhappy  Urban  will  owe  you 
—oh !  more  than  life  itself!** 
At  the  name  of  Blanche  the  Marquis  rose 
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abruptly;  Urban  fell  upon  his  knees  before 
him,  seized  his  hand,  and  raised  his  eyes,  as 
if  beseeching  his  assistance ;  but  Villebelle 
had  turned  away  his  head,  to  hide,  if  possible, 
the  vivid  alteration  in  his  features. 

*'  Rise  up,  rise  up  !*'  at  length  exclaimed  the 
Marquis,  as  he  strove  to  master  his  emotion. 
«  I  would  willingly  assist  you, — yes,  but  still  I 
cannot  promise  you  the  restoration  of— your 
loss " 

<'  I  know,  my  Lord,  that  there  are  men 
among  the  nobles  of  the  court  who  think  it 
glorious  to  seduce  the  innocent,  and  tear  a 
daughter  from  her  parents !  Ah !  my  Lord» 
if  you  conceived  the  least  suspicion  even — ^the 
slightest  trace  might  lead  us  to  detection.*' 

The  Marquis  seemed  involved  in  busy  cogi- 
tation; and  the  bachelor,  supposing  that  he 
strove  to  bring  some  point  of  import  to  his  re- 
collection, anxiously  awaited  the  result  of  his 
prolonged  reflection.  At  length  the  Marquis 
said, — 
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"  Urban,  you  are  still  extremely  young  T* 
*'  I  am  nineteen  years  of  age,  my  Lord.** 
"  This  Blanche  is,  doubtless,  the  first  wo- 
man you  have  ever  loved  f* 

"Yes,  my  Lord,  and  she  will  be  the  last'* 
"You  deceive  yourself,  good  friend.  At 
your  young  age  one  loves  with  ardour,  but 
the  fire  is  soon  extinct.  It  is  not  till  yesrs 
like  mine  that,  disabused  of  the  illusions  of 
our  youth,  and  wearied  with  variety,  a  stead- 
fast love  becomes  an  indispensable  necessity, — 
and  occupies  the  heart  with  its  insuperable 
sentiment  Like  you,  at  nineteen  years  of 
age,  I  thought  myself  possessed  with  an  inter- 
minable passion  ! — I  was  wrong !    Believe  me, 

you  might  yet  be  happy " 

"  Deprived  of  Blanche,  it  is  impossible  !'* 
"  Your  fortune  is  but  small  ?*' 
"  I  have  a  little  rural  residence,  bequeathed 
me  by  my  father,  and  an  income  of  twelve 
hundred  livres.^' 

"  With    such    restricted    means    but    few 
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amasements  come  within  your  scope^-^I 
should  wish  you  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of 
your  age> — and  in  the  whirlwind  of  a  thousand 
unforeseen  pursuits,  you  will  imperceptibly  for- 
get your  first  attachment." 

*'  My  Lord,  I  thank  you,  but  cannot  accept 
your  favours.  I  repeat  to  you,  never  shall  I 
know  what  pleasure  is,  while  separate  from  her 
whom  I  adore.*' 

"  'Tis  well ;  I  ofier  that  which  will  facilitate 
research, — do  not  refuse  me :  on  this  condition 
only  do  I  promise  to  assist  your  enterprise. 
Wait  for  me  here,  and  do  not  leave  the  room.'* 

As  the  Marquis  spoke  he  passed  into  the 
room,  where  Touquet  waited  the  conclusion  of 
his  Lordship's  interview  with  Urban. 

"  Urban  is  there,"  said  he ;  "  the  youthful 
stranger  who  inquired  for  me  is  Blanche's 
lover." 

*'  I  know  it  is,  my  Lord ;  I  recognised  his 
voice,  and  listened." 

"He  comes^  imploring  my  protection  and 
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assistance  in  discovering  the  man  that  halh 
despoiled  him  of  his  love.*' 

'*  He  could  not  possibly  have  made  a  better 
application.*' 

**  I  felt  myself  inclined  to  give  her  vqp  to 

him." 

*'  What  madness  !*' 

''  But  Blanche's  image  is  engraven  fiir  too 
deeply  in  my  heart.  I  will^  at  all  events,  in- 
demnify the  youth,  poor  fellow !  for  his  pain ; 
and  through  the  means  of  gold '* 

"  My  Iiord«  it  is  the  remedy  for  every  eviL** 

"  Yes,  in  thy  opinion,  venal  soul ! — then 
that  hast  never  felt  what  bliss  it  is  to  love  !*' 

''  At  all  events,  my  Lord,  you  must  be  rid 
of  this  young  person  for  a  length  of  time. 
What  hinders  you  from  giving  hi^n  a  false  di- 
rection, and  by  such  means  sending  him  to 
England,  or  to  Turkey,— or  the  devil,  if  you 

wiur 

"  I  understand  thee—true." 

**  His  travels  will  obliterate  his  love.     Be- 
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sides,  my  Lord,  few  rivals  would  evince  such 
generosity:  others,  plaeed  as  you  are,  would 
avail  themselves  of  such  a  tempting  oppor- 
tunity, and  hold  the  youth  in  durance  in  some 
dungeon  of  this  castle." 

"  Ah !  horrible ! — ^What,  take  advantage  of 
the  boy*s  reliance  on  my  friendship  !'* 

"  Instead  of  which,  you  furnish  him  with 
funds  enough  to  live  in  grandeur  and  mag- 
nificence." 

'*  Can  I  ever  compensate  him  for  the  trea* 
sure  I  have  stolen  from  his  enjoyment  ?" 

Villebelle  drew  near  his  s^cr6taire,  took 
notes  to  the  amount  of  sixty  thousand  livres, 
which  he  placed  in  a  portfolio,  and  returned  to 
Urban. 

The  bachelor  was  at  a  window  looking  on 
the  inner  court-yard  of  the  castle. 

''  Perhaps,"  said  he,  *'  Blanche  sighs  this 
moment  in  some  such  other  place !" 

Villebelle  drew  near,  and  anxiously  ex- 
amined the  extent  of  Urban's  view ;  but  saw 
immediately  that  Blanche's  room  was  not  per« 
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ceptible  from  where  he  stood,  on  which  the 
Marquis  tranquilly  addressed  the  bachelor:— 

"  In  thinluDg  of  the  circumstances  you  have 
just  related  to  me,  certain  fitcts  have  struck 
my  recollection,  which  possibly  may  aid  you  in 
your  search.** 

**  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  deign  to  tell  me.** 

"  The  Marquis  de  Chavagnac  has  gained  no 
slight  celebrity  by  several  abductions  such  as 
you  describe :  he  has  just  left  Paris  suddenly* 
and,  as  it  is  thought  and  said,  on  some  such 
wild  adventure.*' 

''  Ah !  it  is  he,  then,  that  hath  stolen  my 
Blanche  !** 

"  Remember,  I  do  not  affirm  it  as  a 
fact*' 

"  And  is  it  known  what  diiteau  he  is 
gone  to  ?*' 

'*  He  is  not  in  France,  and,  I  should  say> 
from  what  I  learn,  that  he  is  gone  to  Italy.'* 

''  To  Italy  !  Then  thither  will  I  follow  him 
forthwith." 

"  Take  this    portfolio,  as   a  mark  of  my 
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esteem^  and  use  its  contents  with  a  liberal  and 
unsparing  hand.*' 

"  My  Lord,  I  know  not  if  I  ought " 

"  Believe  in  my  experience ;  with  gold  one 
gains  duennas, — opens  prison  doors ;  in  short, 
subdues  all  obstacles.*' 

"  Then  shall  I  owe  my  happiness  to  you. 
Ah !  my  Lord,  how  can  I  express  the  grati- 
tude  " 

•*  Go,  Urban ;  visit  Italy and  happiness 

attend  your  journey/* 

The  bachelor  was  anxious  to  reiterate  his 
grateful  protestations,  but  the  Marquis  in- 
terrupted him.  He  once  more  wished  him 
fortune  on  his  expedition  of  research,  and 
rang  for  Germain  to  conduct  him  to  the  castle 
gate. 

But  scarcely  had  the  youthful  lover  quitted 
the  apartment  of  the  Marquis,  ere  the  latter 
called  the  Barber,  and  directed  him  to  follow 
Urban  at  a  distance,  to  observe  his  steps,  and 
not  to  leave  him  for  one  moment  out  of  sight 
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till  he  was  far  beyond  Sarcas,  when  Toaqoet 
might  desist  from  watching,  and  return. 

The  bachelor  departed,  sensibly  impressed 
with  the  munificent  assistance  of  Villebelle, 
and  yet>  in  passing  underneath  the  castle-gate, 
he  felt  a  sad^  but  irresistible  presentiment. 
The  youth  could  not  assign  a  cause  for  this 
mysterious  presage ;  yet,  scarcely  had  he  left 
the  precincts  of  Sarcus,  when  he  turned  and 
gazed  upon  the  ancient  battlements  and  turrets 
of  the  pile,  as  if  to  bid  them  a  reluctant 
last  farewell. 

He  wandered  slowly  in  the  path  that  first 
engaged  his  observation,  absorbed  in  thought, 
and  sensibly  afi*ected  by  his  kind  reception  at 
the  chiteau.  He  hoped,  by  the  employment 
of  the  generous  bounty  of  the  Marquis,  to  be 
soon  in  Italy,  not  doubting,  for  a  moment,  that 
the  Marquis  de  Chavagnac  had  borne  away 
his  Blanche  to  some  secluded  refuge  in  that 
distant  country. 

Urban  now  was   at  a   distance  from  the 
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chiteau^  and  had  strayed  into  a  path  conduct- 
ing to  the  village,  when  his  reverie  was  broken 
by  the  cry,— 

"  Gar^,  gare,  done  /" 

He  raised  his  head,  and  saw  a  man  before 
him  on  a  horse ;  but  the  rider  had  so  little 
skill  in  the  direction  of  his  courser,  that  the 
animal,  instead  of  going  forward,  stood  across 
the  road  with  his  head  against  a  bush,  to 
which  it  seemed  to  be  tied  up. 

"  Sandis  I  what,  wilt  thou  turn,  then  ! — 
Bestive  beast ! — Take  care,  lest,  instead  of 
spurring  thee,  I  plunge  the  point  of  my 
Bolanda  in  thy  ribs ! — ^Take  care,  then ;  what 
the  devil ! — don't  you  sec  my  horse  is  skittish? 
it  is  you  that  frighten  him  !'* 

The  voice  and  accent  of  the  knight  struck 
Urban  instantly :  he  recognised  the  individual 
he  should  have  met  beside  the  Porte  Mont- 
martre.  Chaudoreille,  since  his  rencontre  with 
the  Barber,  had  only  thought  upon  the  means 
of  getting  to  a  distance   from  the  chlteau; 
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and,  without  imparting  his  resolves  to  Julia, 
who,  he  knew,  would  certainly  oppose  them,  he 
waited  till  she  left  the  inn,  as  usual,  in  the 
morning;  then,  taking  the  valise,  in  which 
were  all  the  young  Italian's  clothes  and  money, 
he  ordered  out  a  horse  belonging  to  the  inn- 
keeper, and,  under  the  pretence  of  riding 
through  the  environs,  had  started  with  the 
fixed  design  of  fleeing  to  some  foreign 
country. 

But  the  fugritive,  who,  since  his  journey  to 
Sarcus,  conceived  himself  inferior  to  no  horse- 
man living,  discovered  now  that  he  had  over- 
rated his  equestrian  skill.     Perpetually  ap- 
prehensive that  his  steed  would  seize  the  bit 
between  his  teeth,  he  tugged  the   bridle  so 
incessantly,  that  it  took  him  full  an  hour  to 
make   a  iurlong*s  progress;  and  it  had  just 
struck  the  knight  that  he  should  not  get  off  in 
time  in  journeying  at  such  a  rate,  when  Urban 
came  across  him  in  the  path,  from  which  his 
horse  refused  to  budge. 
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The  bachelor,  enchanted  thus  to  meet  the 
very  man  who  had  engaged  to  give  him  up 
the  name  of  him,  he  sought  with  all  the  eager- 
ness of  thwarted  love  and  fierce  resentment, 
could  not  repress  an  exclamation  of  delight. 
He  ran  towards  Chaudoreille ;  but  the  sudden 
cry  and  rapid  step  of  Urban  startled  the 
chevalier's  steed,  which,  rearing  like  a  goat, 
and,  after  kicking  up  behind,  dislodged  the 
knight,  and  sent  him  to  the  distance  of  six 
paces  into  the  middle  of  a  thick  and  thorny 
hedge. 

''  I  am  dislocated !"  cried  the  chevalier,  as 
he  fell. 

Urban  ran  to  raise  him  up,  and  offer  his 
excuses ;  but  Chaudoreille  had  suffered  from 
his  fear  alone,  and,  as  he  felt  himself  all  over, 
he  surveyed  the  bachelor  with  penetrating 
eyes,  while  the  latter,  dying  with  anxiety  to 
announce  himself,  observed, — 

''  I  am  Blanche's  lover, — the  same  young 
man  you  met  the  other  night,  with  whom  you 
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had  a  rendezvous  bestde  the  Porte  Mont- 
martre." 

''  lu  very  faith,  and  so  yoa  are  ! — ^Now,  I 
remember  you.  But  why  the  devil  run  to  me 
with  such  a  shriek  ?** — ^This  is  the  first  time  in 
my  life  I  ever  was  unhorsed  !*^ 

"  Ah !  Sir,  but  deign  to  keep  your  pro- 
mise :  let  me  but  know  the  man  that  has 
eloped  with  Blanche,  and  I  can  compensate 
your  kindness  even  beyond  your  utmost 
wishes  !*' 

"  Hush  !*'  said  Chaudoreille,  who  led  the 
bachelor  against  the  hedge,  that  he  might 
thereby  shun  all  prospect  of  the  chateau ;  *'  im- 
prudent youth !— Speak  not  so  loud  !*' 

'*  But  why,  then  T 

"  Silence  ! — 1  tell  you  !— What !  you  are 
here,  at  Sarcus,  and  do  not  know  who  stole 
away  your  beauty  ?" 

"  Doubtless  I  do  not  I  have  but  just  be* 
sought  the  Marquis  de  Villebelle*s  protection, 
and,  thanks  to  him,  I  hope* 


Si 


« 
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"  Oh !  this  is  really  too  much,  young  man  : 
you  interest  me — 1  am  going  to  expose  myself 
again  for  you — ^but,  you  Lave  promised  me  a 
brilliant  compensation." 

''Hold«  take  this  gold — these  notes^  and 
speak  r' 

''The  i>erson  who  hath  stolen  away  your 
lover  is  no  other  than  the  Marquis  de  Ville- 
belle." 

The  Marquis  !*• 

Why  yes,  Sanctis !  and  little  Blanche 
18,  at  this  very  moment,  in  the  Chateau  de 
Sarcus.'* 

"  It  is  not  possible !  you  deceive  me ! — the 
Marquis  loaded  me  with  favours  but  an  hour 
ago 

**  By  way  of  lulling  your  suspicions.  Ah  ! 
CadecUs !  you  still  are  very  young ;  I  tell  you 
that  your  Blanche  is  at  the  chateau — and 
that  the  Barber " 

^*  Is  before  thee !"  cried  a  voice  of  thunder 
from  behind  a  bush,  of  which  the   foliage 

H  2 


244        THE  BARBER  OP  PARIS. 

being  thrust  aside,  Touquet  i^ppeared  to  the 
astonished  sight  of  Urban ;  while  Chaudoreille, 
whose  legs  forsook  him  on  this  sadden  appari- 
tion, sank  once  more  in  the  hedge,  and  mur- 
mured  

''  It  is  the  devil  himself!" 
''This  reptile  hath  not  told  you  all/' ex* 
claimed  the  Barber ;  ''  under  the  pretext  of 
serving  you,  his  information  has  been  qualified 
and    treacherous.      I  wish,    yes  I,  that   you 
should  know  your  obligations  to  him.    You 
were  on  the  point  of  marrying  Bknche ;  no 
obstacle  existed  to  your  union :  the  Marquis 
de  Villebelle  had  never  heard  the  name  of 
that  young  g^l,  whom  I  had  kept  expressly 
from  his  sight,  because  I  well  fi>resaw  to  what 
extremities  his  admiration  would  betray  him ; 
but  Chaudoreille,  in  violation  of  his  solemn 
promises,  portrayed  your  lover  to  the  Mar- 
quis  in  seductive  colours,    informed  him  of 
your  coming  nuptials;  and  to  him  it  is  you 
owe   the    givYs   abduction  and   the    loss   of 
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happiness.     Answer,  reptile,  do  I  speak  the 
truth  r 

''  I  cannot  deny  it !" — said  the  knight>  half 
dead  with  fear :  "however, circumstances " 

"  Wretch !"  cried  Urban,  in  a  transport  of 
ungovernable  fury,  "thou  art  the  cause  of 
all  my  sufferings ! — defend  thyself! — thy  death 
shall  be  the  preface  to  my  vengeance/* 

Urban,  when  he  travelled^  wore  a  sword :  he 
tore  it  from  the  sheath  and  rushed  upon  the 
knight :  but  the  words  "  thy  death,'*  together 
with  the  flashing  of  the  naked  weapon  had 
restored  to  Chaudoreille  the  instantaneous 
service  of  his  limbs :  he  had  already  leaped  the 
hedge,  abandoning  his  cloak  which  clogged  his 
flight,  flOid  taking  to  his  heels  with  all  his 
might  and  main,  was  closely  followed  by  the 
bachelor,  still  brandishing  his  blade  as  he 
pursued  him  ;  while  the  Barber  haying  jumped 
on  thechevalier^s  horse,  retiumediuU  gallop  to 
the  castle. 

The  knight,  who  thought  he  felt  his  back 
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pricked  by  the  point  of  Urban's  sword,  re- 
doubled his  celerity ;  but  the  latter,  animated 
by  the  thirst  of  vengeance,  was  close  upon  the 
fugitive :  he  was  but  twenty  paces  from  him, 
vhen  they  reached  the  village.  The  sight  of 
Chaudoreille,  pursued  by  some  one  sword  in 
hand,  attracted  universal  observation. 

"  Oar^ !  gard  r  exclaimed  the  knight  to  the 
astounded  crowd;  while  Urban  on  the  other 
hand,  cried  out  ■ 

'*  Stop  the  rascal,  stop  him  !*'  and  the  inn- 
keeper, who  was  standing  at  his  door, 
said — 

"Eh !  why  surely  it  is  Monsieur  Malech-al* 
Chiras,.  professor  of  the  castanets, — what  has 
become  then  of  hii  Arabian  horse  ?'* 

The  fugitive  espied  a  house  the  door  of 
which  was  open:  it  bdonged  to  some  old 
dowager ;  the  knight  shot  in  with  the  velocity 
of  lightning.  He  rushed  up  stairs,  behdd  a 
door :  the  key  was  in  it ;  he  removed  it  to  the 
other  side,  slipped  in  the  room ;  and  instantly 
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secured  the. lock  and  bolt^  on  which  a  voice 
exclaimed 

"  Monsieur !  what  are  you  doing  there  ?  you 
cannot  possibly  come  in — I  am  not  visible 
just  now !" 

The  dowager,  in  fieu^t,  was  dressing  when 
ChaudoreiUe  had  trespassed  on  her  chamber 
with  such  sudden  desperation.  The  knight 
replied  not:  he  saw  and  heard  alone  the 
ateps  of  Urban. 

**  Monsieur,  I  am  at  my  toilet  !** 

'' Be  even  at  what  you  will/*  said  he ;  "I 
tare  not." 

''  Go  out.  Monsieur.'' 

"I  go  out !-*-&*anc(tf !  not  I — what!  do  you 
wish  my  death  ?  I  am  followed  by  a  man  who 
absolutely  is  determined  on  my  fighting " 

"Well,  fight  then,— «an  you  not  defend 
yourself?" 

**  I  never  do  defend  myself,  but  when  I  am 
not  attacked." 

''What  is  the  use  then  of  your  swords 
Monsieur  ?"    . 
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''What  basiness  is  that  of  yours? — db! 
Cadedis  !  I  hear  him." 

Urban,  in  fact,  had  hit  on  the  retreat  of 
Chaudoreille,  and  knocking  loudly  at  the  door, 
commanded  him  to  open  it 

"  Answer, '  there  is  no  one  here/  **  said  the 
chevalier,  in  a  whisper  to  the  dowager;  "  and 
you  will  save  .the  life  of  the  most  amiabk 
personage  this  day  in  Europe/* 

The  dowager,  however,  answered — "  here  he 
is ;  but  he  has  shut  me  in,  and  has  the  key  T 

"Well  then,  if  the  wretch  refuses  to  undo 
the  door,"  said  Urban, ''  I  shall  burst-it  opea.'* 

Chaudoreille  then  sought  in  all  directions 
for  a  hiding-place :  but  had  he  found  one,  the 
dowager  would  have  betrayed  it ;  at  last,  he 
cast  his  eyes  upon  the  chimney,  and  despairing 
of  any  other  method  of  escape,  he  ran  and 
clambered  up  it  with  the  quickness  of  a  squirrel 
The  knight  had  scarcely  disappeared,  when 
having  forced  the  door,  the  bachelor  rushed  in 
accompanied  by  half  the  village.    No  Chaud- 
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oreille   was    there;    the    dowager,    however, 
pointed  to  the  chimney :  the  crowd  descended 
to   the  yardj   and  thence  beheld  the  knight 
upon  the  roof,  endeavouring  to  keep  his  equi- 
librium as  he  walked  a  gutter,  in  the  hope  of 
gaining  the  adjoining  house.     The  attempt 
was  perilous ;  but  every  danger,  in  the  estima- 
tion of  the  knight,  was  trifling  in  comparison 
with  single  combat.     His  foot  already  touched 
the  neighbouring  roof,  the  strength  of  which 
he  tried  by  several  applications  of  his  weapon, 
and  was  just  upon  the  point  of  gaining  the 
adjacent  house  from  which  he  hoped  to  take  his 
flight  unseen  into  the  fields :  but  the  rustics 
at  the  moment  gave  a  shout,  which  made  the 
knight  suppose  he  was  pursued :    he  turned 
bis  head  to  see  if  Urban  was  behind  him,  and 
with  the  sudden  motion  lost   his    balance — 
slipped,    and    disappeared.     The    crowd   in- 
cessantly repaired  to  learn  the  sequel  of  his 
fall.    The  descendant  of  the  mighty  Dalilah 
had  lighted  on  a  bed  of  greens,  but  having 

M  3 


250        THB  BABSBR  OF  PARIS. 

to  the  last  retained  Bolanda  in  his  grasp,  tfae^ 
troBty  blade  was  driven  through  him  in  Us 
violent  descent — ^And  thus,  in  the  evasioii  of 
a  combat,  ended  the  discreet  career  of  the 
Chevalier  Chaudoreille. 
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AND   LAST. — NARRATIVE   OP   JOLIA. — CONTENTS 

OF   THE   PORTFOLIO. 

When  Touquet  left  the  bachelor^  he  put  his 
horse  at  speed,  in  order  to  inform  the  Mar- 
quis with  the  utmost  possible  despatch  of  all 
that  had  transpired.  Having  reached  the 
chiteau,  he  waited  on  Villebelle  without  delay, 
and  related  to  him  Urban's  meeting  with  the 
knight. 

"  Then  this  young  man  is  now  aware  that  I 
deceived  him,  and  am  myself  the  girl's  ab- 
ducer  ?"  observed  the  Marquis.  "  How  vile 
must  I  appear  in  Urban*s  eyes  !'* 

''  What  signifies  to  you»  my  Lord,  the  esti- 
mation of  that  boy  ?  The  '  most  important 
point    is    now    to    hinder    his    approaching 
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Blanche ;  and  it  will  be  most  difficnlt  to  do  ta 
Now  that  he  is  certain  of  her  being  in  this 
chateauj  he  will  use  a  thousand  stratagems  to 
introduce  himself,— his  love  will  make  fain 
capable  of  any  enterprise.'* 

'*  No  I  it  never  shall  be  said  a  boy  dqnrirsd 
me  of  a  woman  I  adore !" 

"  Should  he  come,  my  Lord,  as  most  in&l-> 
libly  he  will,  to  ask  you  satisfaction,  of  course 
your  Lordship  never  will  refuse  his  challenge; 
and  that  will  be  the  readiest  method  to  get 
rid  of  hiuL  With  your  gangjraid,  my  Lord, 
and  dexterous  employment  of  your  weapon, 
you  will  easily  defeat  a  youth,  distracted  by 
impetuosity " 

'*  Wretch !  wouldst  thou  have  me  stain  my- 
self with  the  boy*8  blood  7  No,  I  am  already 
deep  enough  in  guilt ;  but  what  prevents  mj 
leaving  Sarcus,  and  taking  Blanche  into  some 
distant  country,  where  Urban  never  will  dis- 
cover her  ?  Yes,  I  am  resolved,  it  shall  be 
so :  we  will  leave,  this  very  night,  and  pass 
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into  some  foreign  land.  Go>  instantly,  and 
look  for  Germain.  Let  all  the  preparations 
for  our  journey  be  conducted  with  the  strictest 
secrecy ;  and  Blanche  shall  have  no  intimation 
of  my  project  until  the  very  moment  of  de- 
parture. At  midnight  we  will  quit  the  chii- 
teau ;  and  thus,  I  hope,  that  Urban  will  for  ever 
lose  all  traces  of  the  girL*' 

"  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  must  admit  it  strikes 
me  as  a  very  fortunate  idea ;  but  Julia *' 

"  Oh !  waste  no  further  thought  on  her. 
This  scheme  of  mine,  moreover,  will  relieve 
me  firom  her  importunities,  as  welL  Go,  quick, 
and  order  everything  to  be  in  readiness  for 
midnight.'* 

Touquet  hastened  to  fulfil  the  Marquis's 
directions.  It  was  late:  Villebelle  possessed 
but  little  time  to  make  arrangements  for  a 
journey,  which,  to  all  apparent  likelihood, 
would  be  of  long  duration.  The  more  he 
pondered  on  his  plan,  the  more  it  pleased  him. 
He  thought   that   Blanche,  in   traversing  a 
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fbreign  country,  would  gradually  be  amofied 
into  forgetfulness  of  those  she  left  behind  het, 
and  that  all  his  wishes  would  be  g^tified  at 
last 

Eleven  o'clock  had  struck;  the  night  was 
fine,  and  eTefything  was  ready  for  departnrS' 
Villebelle  was  still  in  his  apartment,  finishing 
some  letters  to  his  stewards  and  certain  of  hia 
intimate  acquaintances  at  Paris.  Near  him 
sat  the  Barber,  to  whom  he  gave  his  last  in- 
atnictions ;  desiring  him,  in  case  he  saw  the 
bachelor  again,  to  urge  him  to  forget  a  female 
whom  he  never  more  would  see,  and  to  enjoy 
the  brilliant  fortune  left  at  his  disposal. 

The  Barber  listened  to  the  Marquis  with 
tranquillity;  while  his  eyes  were  fiixed  upon 
the  gold  and  notes  displayed  upon  the  secre- 
taire, by  the  side  of  which  there  lay  a  brace  of 
pistols.  In  some  few  moments  more,  ViUe- 
belle  designed  to  summon  Blanche ;  but  ths 
door  of  the  apartment  gently  opened*  and  the 
Marquis,  in  surprise  that  any  one  presumed  to 
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interrupt  him  at  so  late  an  hour,  on  looking 
up,  beheld,  the  young  Italian,  in  her  full  black 
cloak,  walk  softly  into  the  room. 

*'  Again  this  woman  !**  cried  Villebelle ;  when 
Touquet,  turning  round,  to  his  amazement, 
saw  the  unexpected  Julia. 

"  Compose  yourself,  my  Lord,"  said  Julia, 
as  she  closed  the  door ;  "  this  visit  is  the  last 
that  I  shall  pay  you." 

"  How  came  you  hither  ?  What  do  you 
require?  Speak, — answer  instantly,— or  fear 
the  chastisement  of  your  inexplicable  con- 
duct" 

'*  I  have  no  fears,  great  lord.  How  I  came 
hither  is  of  little  moment :  I  find  you  here 
with  him — your  confidant, — *twas  all  I  wished. 
Deign  me  your  attention.  I  am  certain  I 
have  that  to  say  will  change  your  resolutions, 
— yes,  believe  me,  your  projected  journey  will 
be  g^ven  up." 

The  emphatic  tone  of  Julia,  calm  at  once 
and  firm ;  her  unforeseen  appearance  at  so  late 
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an  hour  of  night,  inspired  Villebelle  with  ca- 
riosity, and  OTen  terror. 

The  Marqms  signified  to  the  Italian  his 
complianoe  with  her  purpose:  on  which  she 
took  a  seat  between  him  and  the  Barber, 
who  impatiently  awuted  her  mysterious  ex- 
planation. After  having  stead&stly  surveyed 
them  both  with  scrutininng  eyes,  she  thus 
began : — 

^  First  of  all.  Monsieur  le  Marquir,  you 
must  know,  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  man  named 
Cesar  Perditor,  who  passed  for  a  magidan  in 
the  estimation  of  the  vulgar,  and  whose  repu- 
tation in  that  chamrtor  at  last  became  so 
widely  bruited,  diat  he  found  it  necessary  to 
abandon  Paris  to  escape  from  death,  or,  what 
was  scarcely  less  terrific,  perpetual  duranee  in 
the  dens  of  the  Bastile " 

**  Cesar ! — ^I  remember  to  have  heard  that 
famous  sorcerer's  name,"  observed  the  Mar- 
quis; '*he  held  his  conferences  in  a  quarry 
near  Gentilly  T 
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"  Yes>  noble  Lord ;  and  it  was  even  there 
he  was  consulted  by  a  poor  old  man^  whom 
you  had  wounded  >vith  your  sword, — the  un- 
happy Delmar, — whose  daughter  you  had  re- 
cently seduced " 

"  Estrella's  father  ?  '' 

''Exactly  so,  my  Lord.  Old  Delmar  told 
my  father  all  his  grievance,  and  besought 
from  him  the  means  of  vengeance;  but,  in 
spite  of  all  his  science,  Cisar  would  have  had 
some  difficulty  to  satisfy  the  wronged  old 
man,  if  he  had  not,  through  confidence  with 
many  lords  and  ladies  then  in  vogue,  found 
out  the  site  of  the  abode  to  which  you  bore 
the  young  Estrella.  But  find  it  out  he  did : 
he  told  it  to  old  Delmar,  and,  accordingly, 
the  father  rescued  her  from  your  posses- 
sion  " 

''  What !  was  it  her  father  who  recovered 
her  from  that  retreat  ?  *'  exclaimed  the 
Marquis,  with  surprise,  as  he  appeared  to 
take  increasing  interest  in  every  word   that 
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dropped  from  Julia;   ''and  what  becuae  of 
her?" 

"  A  moment's  patience.  Lord ;  you  will 
karn,  if  yoa  allow  me  to  proceed.  Delmar 
regained  his  child;  but  yon  had  robbed  her 
of  her  honour,  and  the  circumstance  had  bees 
attended  with  such  notoriety,  that  he  could 
not  continue  to  reside  within  a  city  inhabited 
by  the  seducer  of  his  daughter.  HepossesMd 
some  little  fortune;  he  sold  all  he  had, — 
amassed  his  money, — ^recompensed  my  father  s 
services, — and  parted  with  Estrella  for  the 
farthest  districts  of  Lorraine, — where  sb^ 
eyentually  brought  forth  the  child  with  which, 
when  leaving  Paris,  she  was  pre^^nt ^ 


*'  Good  powers  !-*was  she  the  mother  of  a 
child  ?  Can  this  be  possible  ?  Was  I  a  fi^ 
ther  by  Estrella  ?  Ah !  Julia,  in  mercy  tdl 
me  all  r 

The  Italian  paused,  and  seemed  to  revel 
for  some  moments  in  the  anguish  of  the  Mar- 
quis; then  proceeded : — 
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"  It  was  at  this  same  epoch  that  my  father 
was  obliged  to  fly  from  Paris  to  avoid  arrest ; 
and  a  report — a  false  one — was  intentionally 
raised^  that  he  had  perished  in  some  dungeon 
of  the  Bastile^  but  h6  had  now  acquired 
suffieient  for  subsistence,  and«  weary  of  the 
dangerous  practice  of  his  art,  his  only  wish 
was  to  exist  in  safety  and  repose.  /  was  then 
in  Italy,  the  country  of  my  birth.  My  father 
went  to  seek  me,  and  brought  me  back  with 
him  to  France,  the  climate  he  preferred. 

"  Not  venturing  to  Paris,  where,  of  course, 
he  would  have  soon  been  recognised,  he 
stopped  in  the  vicinity  of  Nancy.  There  he 
again  met  Delmar  and  his  mournful  daughter; 
she  was  bringing  up  with  a  mysterious  secrecy 
the  child,  which,  with  a  blush,  she  lovingly 
acknowledged  as  her  own.  It  was  there  that 
Delmar  made  acquaintance  mth  a  farmer, 
reduced  to  perfect  wretchedness  by  the  mis- 
conduct of  his  son :  a  wretch  who,  after  having 
perpetrated  infamous  ofiences  in  the  country 
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of  his  birth,  escaped,  and  bore  away  from  his 
unhappy  parents  every  article  in  their  posses- 
sbn,  and  leaving  them  in  abject  penary  and 
destitution.'* 

'*Bat  this  man's  history  has  no  connexion 
with  Estrella^s  child?"  said  the  impatient 
Marquis.  "  Julia,  for  pity*s  sake,  inform 
meP 

''  Pardon  me,  Monnleur  le  Marquis,  that 
man's  history  is  more  important  than  you 
think, — ^it  concerns,  at  all  events,  your  worthy 
confidant, — ^he  has  already  recognised  his 
fether  in  the  fiEmner  I  have  just  been  speiddng 
of " 

The  Barber,  who  had  paid  intense  attention 
to  the  latter  words  of  the  Italian,  suddenly  ex- 
claimed— 

"  What !  it  was  my  father  ?  I  had  sinned 
against  him,  I  admit.  The  love  of  gold  be* 
trayed  me  into  endless  faults !— «but  I  have 
ever  felt  the  resolution  to  atone  fi>r  my  of*, 
fences ! — and  if  there  still  be  time '* 
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**  It  is  too  late/*  said  Julia,  as  she  mea- 
sured Touquet  with  a  look  of  terrible  expres- 
sion. 

''  Is  he  then  dead?" 

Julia  was  silent  But  the  Marquis  rose 
abruptly,  exclaiming — 

*'  Well,  then,  cruel  woman,  have  you  enjoyed 
my  agonies  sufficiently  ?  When  will  you  bring 
them  to  an  end  ?*' 

''  You  are  both  of  you  impatient,"  said  the 
young  Italian,  as  a  smile  of  bitter  satisfaction 
hovered  on  her  Up ;  "I  have  but  little  more 
to  tell  you.  The  poor  old  Touquet  asked  my 
father  if,  in  his  travels,  he  had  gathered  any 
tidings  of  his  son  ? — My  father  could  afford 
him  no  agreeable  intelligence.  Shortly  after- 
wards, we  went  and  settled  in  a  village  close 
by  Amiens ;  and  there  I  lived  till  I  was  fif- 
teen years  of  age.  My  father  died ;  I  came  to 
Paris — and  got  a  situation  as  a  simple  working- 
girl.     My  father  left  me  for  my  sole  inherit- 
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mce  a  manusoript,  wi&  which  he  had  amuied 
faini9elf  in  writtBg  down  the  strange  adventaes 
of  his  life,  and  the  secret  history  of  peraons 
who,  from  time  to  time,  consulted  him.  These 
were  the  means.  Monsieur  le  Matgms,  bj 
which  I  learned  the  abduction  of  Estrella; 
and  it  was  also  in  perusing  the  scattered  ob- 
servations of  my  father,  that  I  ascertained  how 
Touquety  here,  the  Barber,  acted  towards  his 
parents." 

*'  Have  you  no  further  information?**  ssid 
the  Marquis ;  "  did  you  learn  no  more  respect- 
ing poor  Estrella  and  her  child  T* 

"  A  short  time  only  since,  my  Lord,  I  knew 
no  more  than  I  have  told  you ;  but  aoeide&t 
hath  given  me  the  power  of  satisfying  all  jmu 
curiosity,  and  I  may  thank  my  visit  to  the 
Barbers  house— fw  it  was  there  I  found  tke 
key  to  all  this  mystery/' 

"  At  my  house  ?*'  said  the  Barber,  as  he 
looked  at  Julia  with  amazement 
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*'  At  My  house ! — ^Yes — in  the  hidden  closet^ 
— in  the  depth  of  the  alcove — in  Margaret*s 
room." 

The  Barber  trembled^  became  pale,  and 
stammered— « 

"  You  have  been  within  that  closet — 
There  was  nothing  there — no,  nothing, — I  am 
certain." 

''  Thou  art  mistaken,  then,  for,  happening 
to  move  a  trunk  that  stood  upon  the  floor,  I 
found  this  small  portfolio,  which,  probably, 
had  been  concealed  beneath  it  by  the  person 
who  took  up  his  lodging  with  thee ;  and  who 
not  knowing  where  to  lay  up  papers  of  such 
consequence,  conceived  it  prudent  to  bestow 
them  in  that  secret  place,  so  long  as  he  con- 
tinued an  inhabitant  of  thy  abode." 

The  Barber  gazed  in  terror  on  the  young 
Italian  :  the  sight  of  the  portfolio  petrified  him. 
The  Marquis  cried — 

"These    papers did    they    belong    to 

Blanche's  father  V* 
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"  They  were  the  property  of  him  who 
brought  the  girl  to  Touquet^s  house.  Bead 
this  one  first." 

Julia  gave  a  paper  to  Yillebelle,  who  started 
as  he  read — 

"  Begister  of  the  birth  of  BlsBche,  the 
daughter  of  Estrella  Delmar.** 

*'  Heavens  !*'  cried  the  Marquis,  almost 
breathless  with  amazement,  ''is  this  pos- 
sible r 

'*  Hold,  my  Lord ;  you  know  Estrella's 
writing?" 

"  Yes — that  is  her  s — 1  recognise  her  hand.*' 

"  Then  read  this  billet" 

The  Marquis  seized  the  letter,  and  read  it 
with  avidity. 

"  I  feel  that  I  am  dying.  I  have,  at  least, 
my  father*s  pardon.  He  forbade  me  to  reveal 
to  Blanche's  father  the  secret  of. her  birth: 
I  obeyed  his  orders  while  he  lived ;  but  now 
he  is  no  more,  and  I  myself  shall  soon  be  with 
him  in  the  tomb.     Villebelle,  Blanche  is  your 
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daughter^  the  fruit  of  our  amours.  Adieu,  and 
love  her  better  than  you  loved  her  mother.  I 
pardon  you. 

"  ESTRELLA  DeLMAR." 

"  O,  Blanche !  my  daughter !"  cried  the 
Marquis,  alternately  transported  with  remorse 
and  joy ;  ''  I  am  thy  father,  and  have  wrought 
thy  misery  !•' 

"  Conclude  that  letter/*  said  the  young 
Italian, ''  there  is  something  more ;  but  that 
concerns  your  confidant." 

The  Marquis  saw  some  lines  which  had 
been  added  by  Estrella's  hand:  he  read  as 
follows : — 

"  I  have  no  relation  left :  my  daughter  will 
be  presented  to  you  by  a  worthy  friend,  in 
whom  I  have  implicit  confidence.  He  goes  to 
Paris  under  a  fictitious  name,  desirous  of  ac- 
quiring certain  information  of  a  son,  who  has 
disgraced  him.  To  him  I  trust  the  fortune 
which  I  leave  to  Blanche :— ^my  daughter  only 
needs    her    father's  love.      Should  he   dis- 

VOL.  111.  N 
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claim  his  chiklj  the  good  old  Touquet  will 
supply  his  place." 

"  Touquet  P*  cried  the  Marquis^  kK^diig  at 
the  Borher^  who  seemed  struck  with  thunder. 
Touquet  surveyed  the  letter:  a  cold  sweat 
trickled  from  his  forehead :  be  was  speeoUefls. 

*'  YeSj  wretch  !'*  said  JuUa^ ''  yes^  it  was  thy 
father,  who  had  reached  thy  house  with 
Blanche,  whom  he  was  takii^  to  the  Mar- 
quis :  he  had  assumed  the  name  of  Moranvalr 
no  doubt»  to  gain  in  that  mc^gnito  mor^ 
ample  tidings  of  his  son. — ^Perhaps,  when 
lodging  in  thy  house,  he  knew  it  to  be  thine — 
now,  answer,  wretch,  and  say,  what  was  thy 
treatment  of  that  traveller  ?** 

*'  Interrogate  me  not  !'*  exclaimed  the  Bar- 
ber, striding  wildly  to  and  fro  across  the 
chamber ;  '*  I  am  a  monster ! — ^to  possess  his 
gold — I  dared — ah  I  fly  me!->— shun  me!  I 
did — assassinate  my  father  !** 

'*  And  for  ten  years  past  thou  hast  deprived 
me  of  my  daughter  !*'  cried  Villebelle,  avoid- 
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ing  Touquet  with  a  trembling  horror :  *'  Thou 
would*8t  moreover  have  rendered  me  the 
guiltiest  of  men — thy  accursed  counsels  even 
urged  me  to  the  crime—There,  wretch  !  re- 
ceive the  recompense  of  all  thy  villanies." 

The  Marquis  seized  a  pistol  lying  near  the 
secretaire,  presented  it  at  Touquet,  and  dis- 
charged it — and  Julia  calmly  saw  the  Barber 
perish  at  her  fiset. 

"  This  death  is  far  too  merciful  for  thee  V*  ex- 
claimed Villebelle ;  "  but  Heaven  be  thanked ! 
I  am  not  guilty  of  the  worst  of  crimes.  Oh  ! 
Blanche ! — dear  Blanche ! — thou  art  my  child ! 
^^That  was  the  instinct  that  cried  out  within 
me ! — Thy  happiness  shall  henceforth  be  my 
only  work — it  must  obliterate  the  memory  of 
my  unworthy  love-*-henceforth  a  father  only 
will  embrace  thee  in  these  arms." 

VUlebeUe,  bewildered,  fled  from  the  apart- 
ment :  Julia  followed  him.  He  rushed  like 
lightning  to  the  turret  occupied  by  Blanchei^ 
His    voice,    aa    he    approached,    re-echoed 

N  2 
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through    the    castle:     he    cried    aloud    on 
'*  Blanche  r 

They  reached  the  door  of  her  apartment: 
it  was  shut  within^  Villebelle  had  not  his  keys ; 
he  knocked  with  all  the  Tiolenoe  of  ecsta^^ 
and  joy,  beseediing  Blanche  to  let  him  in. 
No  answer  was  returned:  but  hark!  a  suUen 
sound  assailed  the  ears  of  the  distracted  Mar- 
quis ; — it  was  the  sound  of  something  falliog 
in  the  waters  of  the  lake. 

An  inexpressible  anxiety  possessed  Villebelle. 
He  ran,  called  Germain,  seized  his  keys> 
and  penetrated  Blanche's  room :  the  room  was 
empty.  Blanche  was  not  in  bed:  a  window 
looking  on  the  lake  was  open.  Impelled  by  a 
presentiment,  the  Marquis  rushed  into  the 
balcony:  he  gazed  upon  the  lake  and  called 
aloud, — 

"  Blanche ! — ^my  daughter  !*' — ^All  was  silent ; 

but,  at  intervals,   an  object  seemed  to  float 

upon  the  water ;  it  seemed  to  move.     ''  'Tis 

she !"  exclaimed  Villebelle,  and  plunged  into 

the  lake. 
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The  ill-starred  Blanche,  since  the  preceding 
night,  being  momently  apprehensive  of  the 
Marquis  8  renewed  endeavours,  had  not  enjoyed 
an  instant  of  repose.  She  dared  not  even  lie 
upon  her  bed  for  fear  of  yielding  to  fatigue  ; 
and  therefore  tremblingly  continued  listening, 
and  fancying,  at  the  slightest  noise,  that 
her  oppressor  was  about  to  trespass  on  her 
chamber.  She  had  resolved  to  die  unstained 
and  innocent,  in  preference  to  living  in  un- 
worthiness  of  Urban.  And  when  she  heard 
such  hasty  steps  approaching  her  apartment, 
and  recognised  the  accents  of  the  Marquis 
calling  loudly  on  her  name,  she  was  seized  with 
instantaneous  terror ;  and,  suspecting  that  he 
sought  her  with  an  infamous  design,  the 
desperate  girl  had  cast  herself  into  the  lake' 
pronouncing,  ere  her  fatal  leap,  the  name  of 
her  beloved  Urban. 

The  Marquis  swam  in  the  direction  of  the 
object  he  had  seen  upon  the  water;  Urban, 
conscious  that  his  Blanche  was  in  the  castle. 
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had  vrailed  himsdf  of  night&ll  to  approach 
iU  walls,  and  when  he  heard  his  name  pro- 
nounced by  her  he  sought^  and  afterwards  a 
sudden  phmge  into  the  lake,  his  fears  eonceived 
the  horrible  reality :  he  dashed  into  the  water, 
reached  the  girl,  and  bore  his  beauteous  bur- 
then to  the  shore,  while  Julia  and  the  Marquis, 
with  all  the  retinue  of  Sarcus,  attracted  by 
their  master's  cries,  were  instantly  assembled 
round  him. 

Blanche  was  extended  on  the  turf,  and 
Urban  on  his  knees  beside  her,  cried  aloud, 
imploring  her  to  answer ;  when  the  Marquis  in 
the  frenzy  of  despair  fell  prostrate  on  the  earth 
in  supplication  for  his-^-daughter ! 

"  His  daughter  T'  cried  at  once  the  anxious 
crowd  around. 

''  Yes  !'*  said  Villebelle  in  agony,  as  his  de- 
spairing looks  surveyed  her  fading  features, 
"yes, — she  is  my  daughter!  'Twas  I  who 
caused  her  misery— her  death ! — ^Had  HeaTen 
in  mercy  granted  me  one  kiss  firom  those  once 
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living  lips — ^to  hear  them  call  me  father ! — Oh ! 
restless  passion  ! — of  triumphant  vice ! — ^be- 
hold the  hope  of  my  existence  scathed !  Oh ! 
dearest  Blanche^  thou  child  of  my  Estrella* 
speaks  speak  to  me ! — ^Pronounce  my  pardon 
with  thy  dying  voice — but  no — that  bitter 
consolation  even  is  denied  me^ — she  dies,  and 
hath  not  called  me,  '  father  !* " 

The  Marquis  sank  beside  the  body  of  his 
daughter,  and  Urban  was  dissolved  in  silent 
tears :  while,  bending  over  Blanche  in  speech- 
less grief,  he  seized  her  pallid  hands  and  pressed 
them  to  his  breast ;  he  would  have  warmed 
them  on  his  breaking  heart:  his  hopes,  his 
efforts  were  in  vain — the  anguish  of  the  father 
and  the  lover  fell  on  the  ear  of  death ! 


THE  END. 
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